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Chapter 1

15 years old Rob sighs. He just woke up a few minutes ago and is feeling lazy. The boy doesn't really feel like going to school today but knows that he can not skip it. Getting out of bed, he goes into his bathroom to brush his teeth and take a shower. After that he puts on his plain clothes. Unlike other young teens, he doesn't really care much about how he looks and never wears fashionable clothes. It's also partly to do with his lack of fashion sense that he doesn't try to make himself look cool, because he knows that he can't. He has a cute face but that's all.
After he's done he goes to the living room where his parents are sitting and waiting for him to join them. They all have breakfast together, with Rob's dad reading the morning newspaper. Rob has a strained relationship with him and his mother. He loves them and also knows that they both love him very much, but they keep on trying to push him to be more like they were. His dad was a lacrosse player back in the day, while his mother was one of the most popular kids in their high school. They want Rob to play sports and make some friends instead of just sitting at home and reading all day.
It doesn't take long before his father starts. "Listen, kid. I know you don't like playing sports but maybe you should try out for one of the teams. It can be good for your confidence," he says. Rob sighs in exasperation. They have already talked about it before last night and he doesn't want to repeat the conversation again. "I can start training you in lacrosse. You've got a good body structure and can move fast. I think you can do very well in the sport if you work hard enough at it. Just think about it for a second."
Rob does consider his father's suggestion, but not really seriously. He doesn't want to be an athlete just because his dad was. But the boy knows he will have to pretend to think about it for a while if he wants his father to stop. Finally he says "I'm not really interested in playing lacrosse dad. It doesn't seem like fun to me. I have already tried training in it before and I didn't enjoy it, so please don't try to make me play again. I seriously don't want to and will probably not put much of an effort in it."
His mother is the one sighing now. "It's okay if you don't want to play sports, honey. But you should think about making friends. Friendships are very important for someone of your age. Trust me, I was a teen before," she tells him, sipping his coffee. If anyone else suggested that he make friends, he would probably laugh in their face. But this is his mother, so naturally Rob doesn't laugh in her face. "It was difficult for me too, to interact with others at all times. I managed to do it though, and you could too. You are a nice boy, Rob. Your dad and I raised you well enough. Just go out there and talk to some of your classmates."
"When you said it was difficult but you managed it, you neglected to mention the part where you succeeded due to your good looks, charisma and confidence. I have none of those things and I'm not going to try to do what you just did, mom, because we are different people," he says. "Now I'd like to go back to eating because I'm incredibly hungry and want to get to school on time, so I can go hang out in the library." He then resumes eating, shovelling food into his mouth as quickly as he could.
Once they are done, Rob washes the dish. He fills up his water bottle and checks to see that he has packed his bag properly. Then he gets into the shotgun seat of the car and buckles his seat belt properly. His mother drives him to school just like every other morning. As she drives, Rob stares out the window, looking at the trees and houses as they pass them. The scenery is rather nice and provides a healthy distraction from his problem, namely, having to deal with loneliness because he has no friends. Maybe his mother is right but he is just too stubborn to admit it.
They arrive within half an hour and he gets out of the car and starts walking up to the main building. Many people around Rob are hanging out in groups, with friends and boyfriends and girlfriends. Rob has none of that but he's okay. Lonely, but still fine. It's not a big deal, he tells himself. He'll be able to make friends when he reaches university in about three years from now. For now he just has to hang on and do his best here to make the most out of his time in high school.
He gets inside the building and heads straight for his locker. The boy wants to retrieve all of his stuff that he is going to need for the day, before going to the library. But it doesn't seem like he will be doing that soon though. Rob notices a girl in his class being surrounded by taller fellow students. Her name is Layla and she is a slightly overweight, brace-wearing girl with acne all over her face. She is also the daughter of the principal. "Look at how ugly you are. No guy would ever want you," Penny, a blonde cheerleader, is deriding her, sneering very contemptuously.
Layla might not look very pretty but Rob knows her to be a genuinely kind person and hates seeing her, or anyone else, being bullied. He watches for a moment as she says "Why are you being so mean to me? Can't you leave me alone please?" The boy could feel his heart breaking as he takes in the hopeless tone in Layla's words. Her voice is shattered and he can feel all sorts of emotions welling up inside of him, including the desire to protect her and tell her that it's okay, and she shouldn't care what those assholes are saying to her.
Penny and her friends imitate her, mocking the African American girl's whining. They laugh at how she is, according to them, pathetic. "You can't stand up for yourself, weakling. Not just ugly but a wimp too, aren't you?" Penny asks mockingly, getting into her face. Layla flinches and cringes backwards instinctively, accidentally spilling coffee on Penny's pastel shoes. "You bitch! How could you? Do you have any idea how expensive these are? You're going to get it now!"
She rears back her hand, preparing to slap Layla across the face. But before Penny could hit the black girl, Rob jumps in and grabs her wrist. "First you insulted her and now you are going to slap her? You are too much of a coward to pick on her by yourself aren't you? That's why you have all your friends standing around as backup," he says, pushing her away roughly before turning to look at Layla. "Ignore these cruel bitches. Their opinions aren't worth anything. Let's get to class now before we are late." He then leads her away from the throng of people.
He is completely unaware of how the black girl is looking at him. Layla's face is blushing madly as she looks at him the way she has never looked at anyone anymore. For her, it is almost love at first sight. The way he walked in to save her was so cool and heroic, and she is totally smitten with him. Layla hides her besotted look as well as she could and Rob doesn't see it but the others do. Some of the other girls exchange smirks as they watch the oblivious dork walking with a girl who is eyeing him like he is her future boyfriend.
"Are you okay?" he suddenly asks, bringing her out of her reverie. She looks at him curiously. "Those three were being very mean to you. I'm worried that you're hurt by what they said. You know they are nothing but cruel bitches right? Their words don't mean anything." Rob finds her shyness cute instead of annoying, possibly because he himself is also shy and can understand how it feels, to have your throat clamp up when you need your voice the most. Stupid, disobedient organ, he thinks to himself, like he did countless times before.
Layla quickly nods, flushed when he is looking at her. "Yeah, thanks. If you didn't step in I don't know how I would have handled that? Would you please have lunch with me today? I don't want to be alone. And you're pretty cool too. I'd really like to hang out with you, Rob," she says to him rapidly. He blinks a few times, before smiling. She really is cute, he thinks to himself. He nods and she smiles brightly, making him feel those butterflies in the stomach that he has only heard about up until now. "Yay!" Layla exclaims and then hugs him.
They go to class together and sit down at their seats, listening to the teacher drone on and on for ages. As the class goes on, Layla sneaks glances at Rob, catching him stare at her at times too. She throws caution to the wind and winks at him, and now he is the one blushing, realising that he has been caught. It's clear that there is a budding romance between them. Everyone can see that, even Rob himself who is notoriously dense when it comes to girls. It's hard for even him not to notice when he himself is the boy that a girl happens to like.
During lunch, the girl asks "So when are you going to tell people that I'm your girlfriend?" Rob nearly chokes on his vanilla milkshake. She frowns. "You don't have any problem with dating a black girl right?" The boy rapidly shakes his head. "Good. I don't want to pressure you into our relationship. That would be toxic and I will never be toxic towards you. I can promise you that." She then takes some of the French fries from his plate and starts eating, before stopping. "No, I can't do that. I don't want to gain any more weight. I'm fat enough already."
"You're not fat," he immediately says, making her quirk her eyebrows and touch her own slightly protruding belly. "Well, I mean, maybe you have a few extra pounds but still I think you are pretty. You can slowly work them off, you know? No need to beat yourself up over it and call yourself fat." He desperately tries to find the right words, only for her to start giggling. It is the sweetest sound he has ever heard and now he realises why people want to have boyfriends and girlfriends.
In the last two classes of the day, he could barely focus. Rob feels the smile threatening to break out across his face and barely manages to hide it. He is inwardly grinning like an idiot. He has a girlfriend! And a really nice one too, who is so cute. It's a miracle that he manages to answer the teacher's question well despite being so distracted by the latest development in his life. At the end of the class, he hurriedly leaves, wanting to go home so he can moon over it. But he doesn't go home before getting her phone number though. It's the first time he ever got a girl's number and he is overjoyed.
At home he smiles constantly, making his mom and dad feel very curious. They have never seen him like this before in his fifteen years of life and are starting to worry that he might be on drugs or something. When his parents ask him why he's so happy, Rob just says "I got a girlfriend now," before he skips back to his room, leaving his parents sitting there on the couch, completely stunned.
Two years later
Despite them starting out at a very young age, both Rob and Layla were mature enough to make their relationship last. They are now two years into it, having dated throughout those years without having any problems. It seems like that would remain the case too, but there are actually secret issues lying deep down that Rob has no idea would one day surface and threaten to tear them apart. All he knows is that he is very happy right now in his relationship with Layla. They have only kissed and cuddled, and haven't done any sexual stuff together yet, despite both of them already being 17, but he is fine with that, being a consummate gentleman.
Layla has lost some of the excess weight but is still carrying extra fat. She knows her boyfriend doesn't mind, since he's never let it be a problem between them before. All he's done is be an encouraging partner who supports her as she tries to lose those pounds. He is so sweet and kind and caring to her. Layla doesn't know if she could ever love anyone as much as she loves him. Just being near the boy makes her forget about everything else. A meteor could strike Earth and wipe out all other life forms and she wouldn't care, as long as she is with him.
They go everywhere together. She would accompany him to the bookstore and he'd wait while she shops for new shoes or jackets. Even if he personally dislikes shopping, Rob puts up with it because he loves Layla so much and just wants to spend time with her. It doesn't matter where, just as long as they are together. The black girl really appreciates her white boyfriend always being there and makes sure to let him know it too.
One day, as he is about to leave the house, Rob's mother asks him "So are you two planning to go to the same university?" He pauses to think about it. "It could be good, you know. Just make sure you're focussing on studying instead of letting her kiss you all day long like I know she wants to." His dad snickers at this part and she turns to him and glares, making the man go silent. "Believe me, Rob. It will be fine as long as you dedicate time to studying."
Rob thinks about this, considering the feasibility of what his mother suggested. "You know, Layla doesn't want to kiss me all day. She isn't that into making out with me," he tells them. His father snickers. Right, he did catch her sticking her tongue into Rob's mouth before. "Okay, so maybe she does kiss me a lot but it's perfectly healthy. Anyway, I think that we might apply to the same places. I will have to talk to her about this first before making any final decisions. Now I have to go meet her. I promised here we'd get some ice cream together."
"After what I've seen of you two, I can see her licking it all off your lips," his father muses, making him go red in the face. Laughing at how he made his son grimace, Rob's dad gets up and walks over to pat him on the back. "No go on out, son. Better not leave a lady waiting." It turns out to be a perfectly fine date once he forgets about how his parents teased him earlier. His ears are still red but she doesn't look at them so much and he manages to conceal how embarrassed he was earlier.
But despite how wonderful he is, Layla still has some problems with the boy, ones that she has tried to ignore before, but can't. It has been the source of her irritation since they were 15. She finds him to be too much of a dork and wants him to stop spending all his time reading, and start socializing. The girl has aspirations to become even hotter and more popular than the bitches who harassed her over the years. That's why she has been steadily losing weight and getting newer, way more fashionable clothes. She is still a bit of an ugly duckling but is now moving slowly away from that. The fact that Rob has no sense when it comes to fashion doesn't help since being next to him makes some of that rub off onto her. It bothers her so much that she's taken him to the shopping mall several times but he still refuses to throw out his old dorky clothing.
"I'm happy with the clothes that I have and don't want any new ones," he says to her one day. "And why do we have to try to impress all those horrible bitches who have always been nasty to us over the past couple of years? We're okay the way we are. There is no reason to try to be like them." He places his hands on his hips, completely unable to understand why she wants to change just to be a cool kid. It's all pointless in the boy's mind. To try to be like one of those shallow girls who made her life hell is a mind-boggling pursuit that he has tried to stop her from pursuing several times already, without any success.
"It's not just about impressing them. I want to be hotter and more popular than they are. That means I have to be in better shape, wear better clothes and be cooler in general," she tells him. "Now, I can take care of my shape by myself. I can also get new clothes without your help too. But I can't be cool if I'm dating a loser, and that's what you are. So can you please maybe stop being such a loser and start making yourself look cooler too, so you won't keep me down?" It's only afterwards that she realises what she just said to her cute boyfriend.
Rob looks at her in disappointment. He can't believe he is hearing her say this. "Loser? Is that what you think of me now? Am I a loser because I wear my old, boring T-shirts and don't get any new ones? Fine! Maybe I am a loser. Know what that means? You're dating a loser," he says to her. For the first time in two years, he's raised his voice at her. He never did it before and is quite surprised by his own little shout.
Layla, meanwhile, is startled. She then glares back at him. "How dare you? You don't get to shout at me! I can't believe you think you can do that. Now like I said before, I don't want to be a tiny little dork and if I'm dating one then that's how I'm going to be seen too. I want to finish high school with a bang. We only have less than a year left. Just some months to go so I want to finish this well. It's not just your clothes by the way. You're also a massive geek too. I mean, I could understand reading school books to do well on exams but reading for pleasure?"
If Rob was upset by her talking about his clothes, he is completely livid now with her bringing his reading habit into it. "Hey, there's nothing wrong with reading for fun, Layla. I've been doing that since the beginning of our relationship, so why are you raising an issue now?" he demands. He has never seen her act so unreasonably before. She never treated him like this, not even once. Now she is acting like she owns him or something.
"Well, maybe I put up with it for two years! I love you and that's why I tolerated it for so long. But I'm not sure if I can tolerate it anymore, Rob," she says. Then the girl freezes. She realises that she might have gone too far. But then another part of her tells her that it doesn't matter. Layla has to be strong for herself. It means having to leave Rob behind because he can't keep up with the program. That would hurt, but it would be for the best. One day she will recover from it.
The white boy is looking at his black girlfriend in shock. He couldn't believe she would say that to him. His sweet, kind girlfriend has always been so gentle. "Did you just say you want to break up with me? Because you can't tolerate my lack of fashion sense and fascination with reading? I can't believe this. I've been a dork for two years and you were fine but now you want to dump me over it because it's hampering you when you're trying to be like one of the girls who made our lives hell."
"I'm so sorry, Rob. I will always love you but I can't be with a loser like you anymore. I hate to do this but we are done now," she says, tears in her eyes. Rob's eyes area also full of tears that he struggles to wipe away with the back of his hand. "Please don't cry. I can't bear seeing you hurt. Move on from me. You deserve someone better." He quickly rushes out of the house and she stands there in the middle of her living room, wondering if she made the biggest mistake of her life.
Given that her mother is a high school principal, Layla grew up surrounded by academic literature and is very well read. But she isn't good with social cues. Rob made her feel more confident with how understanding he is and the way he cares for her. And she just tossed her away. Was it a huge mistake? She is pursuing revenge on the girls who tortured her, intending to become even sexier than them and take all the limelight for herself. It sounds pretty great but is it worth losing the only boy she has ever loved? She guesses she will have to find out now.
Her mother returns home a few hours later. Mrs. Durham is shocked to see her daughter sitting in a chair with some crumpled tissues on the table, her eyes still red and puffy from crying. She quickly sweeps her teenage daughter into her arms protectively. "Oh sweetie. Tell me what happened to you," she says soothingly, caressing her hair gently and cradling her face. "Did one of those girls make fun of your appearance again? You know that they are just saying it to be mean. What they think doesn't matter. Me and your dad love you. Rob loves you. We are all you need, baby."
At the mention of Rob's name, Layla starts crying even more. This makes Mrs Durham look at her in confusion. Finally, Layla stops sobbing long enough to explain. "I broke up with him," she says. "He might still love me since it is so recent, but one day he will stop loving me and then it will be my fault. I don't know what to do anymore Mom. Please, tell me what to do. I'm so lost right now. I just dumped the only guy who has ever been nice, sweet and gentle to me."
Layla's words left Mrs Durham in shock. She tries to process all this and feels a headache coming on. The middle aged woman likes Rob and considers him to be a good match for Layla, yet Layla went ahead and dumped him. She truly does not know what to say. Finally, she manages to ask "Why would you break up with him though? You two love each other a lot. He's a perfectly nice boy who listens to you and has always been around when you need him. What went wrong between the two of you? If it's not too bad then maybe you can sit down and work it all out together."
"I dumped him because I thought he's too geeky. I want to become a popular girl like one of those who bullied me, so I could outshine them. Now I don't know if it was worth it."
....
In the beginning of the summer break, Layla spends her first few days moping about. She is highly depressed after breaking up with her wonderful ex-boyfriend. The 17 years old African American teen misses him greatly. Layla misses his cute smile, infectious laughter and the warmth of his embrace. She misses cuddling with him on the sofa as they watch TV together. God, how much she wishes he is here right now, letting her hold him and kiss him all over his face and neck. How could she mess up something perfect so badly? All she had to do was ignore the others and focus on the greatest thing in her life.
She then realises that it is stupid to mull over what is already done. Layla already dumped him. It was the worst decision in her entire life but she did it already. She can not bring him back. That is why she has to make the sacrifice worth it. Now that that loser is out of her life, she can focus on becoming a better version of her life. The black teen will always love him but she has to be able to function by herself now. No more crying hysterically because she needs him to hug her and whisper sweet words in her ears, and kiss her chubby cheeks.
And that's why she immediately ups her game plan. The girl has already been regularly working out to try to shave those final pounds of fat off. Over the months, she exercises vigorously, hitting the gyms multiple times a week. Layla works on both cardio and strength-training. Soon, she has a flat stomach with light six pack abs. All the excess weight has completely vanished from her frame. She is now extremely fit, in the best shape of her life thanks to all her effort. But that isn't enough yet either. No, she goes even further up in terms of appearance.
Layla starts growing her hair out. She used to wear it short but now lets it flow down to the middle of her back. The ebony also takes much better care of it, combing it regularly and using better shampoo to make it more glossy, increasing her attractiveness. She pays more attention to her hygiene and that, along with the implementation of a much healthier diet, means that her acne all clear up and she is left with a pimple free face. Layla is now no longer an ugly girl. No, she is now a very beautiful teen, with a perfect face and amazing hair. She also no longer needs the braces.
Her looks improve even more when she turns 18. Layla's legs were already muscular as the result of working out but now her ass is wonderful too, being round and thick. She now has a muscular ass she can be proud of. The girl would stare at the curve of her booty in the mirror and squeeze it, loving the feel of the hard muscle of her buttocks. Yes, all the working out is more than worth it. Now Layla is easily hotter than most of the girls who bullied her, and she is ready to go back to confront them at school. She has always had her wealth going for her, with her dad being a highly successful lawyer, and now she has extreme good looks to go with it too.
The newly gorgeous black girl walks in wearing her most expensive clothes and smiles at people's reaction to her new physical appearance. She could hardly contain her laughter as her former tormentors all gawk at all in disbelief. Penny, in particular, is staring at her ass, clad in a tight booty short. "Hey, bitch. What's the matter? Didn't think I'd grow a better ass than yours, did you?" Layla asks her sassily, getting right in her face the way Penny did to her before. All of Penny's friends are too shocked to say anything in their ring leader's defence. Besides, it's not like they can deny it if they wanted to. Layla's ass is now clearly bigger than Penny's.
Finally, Penny manages to get over her stupor. She glares at the black girl hatefully. "You bitch," Penny snarls before attempting to slap her. But Layla is now incredibly fast after constant working out and reacts swiftly, slapping Penny across the face before the latter could land the blow. The force of the snap twists Penny's head to the side and makes her stumble, almost falling to the ground. Everyone is shocked, never having thought that one day Penny would be the one getting hit instead of hitting others. Many of her victims look at Layla gratefully, silently thanking her for doing what many of them wished they had the guts to do.
She then walks off like a queen and, to her delight, some of the girls who were Penny's cohorts abandon the blonde bimbo. They have seen that Layla is now the stronger one and choose to follow the ebony beauty instead. Now she has her own following. Layla reflects on this as she strolls to her first class of the day like a total badass, her new followers close behind, offering to hold her bag for her and do various things to please the newly popular chick.
But then something happens. She sees Rob sitting in the corner of the room. Her feelings for him have always remained there and she's debated with herself over the summer about what to do when she sees him again. Now all the love comes flooding back as she looks at her nerdy ex who is still reading by himself like he did before their breakup. It's been three and a half months since she last saw him and he hasn't changed one bit, still being a poorly dressed but still adorkable guy, while she is now one of the hottest girls in school.
He suddenly looks up from his book. Rob's eyes meet her and he momentarily gasps in shock. The boy is stunned to see how perfect his ex looks now. But then he reminds himself of how she dumped him so cruelly. So the white boy glares at her, almost petulantly, before looking away. It makes Layla feel a stab of pain in her heart as she is reminded of what she had to give up in exchange for her new found popularity. Fortunately, none of her new friends notice the sadness in her beautiful brown eyes.
Later the same day, the gorgeous ebony joins the cheerleading squad, becoming a cheerleader.
That night she spends some time by herself in the bathtub. Layla begins masturbating while thinking of Rob, who also turned 18, albeit a few weeks after she did. She rubs her cunt almost furiously. At first she blamed herself for giving him up, but now she blames him. How could he glare at her like that, after everything they've been through together? She made a mistake when she dumped him but two wrongs doesn't make a right. He should have stayed there and wait until she inevitably goes back to him.
As the black goddess orgasm, everything becomes clear to him. She is upset at him for not asking her to take him back because she wants them to be back together. If Rob won't initiate it, then she would. Layla would go to him the next day and lay down the law. She gets what she wants and what she wants is to have him back as her boyfriend. And not a pure, innocent relationship between them like before, either. She wants Rob to fuck her and he is going to do it. If she has to find a way to force him into it, then she will. It doesn't matter how she does it.
The next day, she makes sure to take extra care of her appearance. It is very important that she looks her best when she goes to reclaim the love of her life and make him hers again. Or rather, make him realize that he never stopped being hers, because Rob didn't. The boy never stopped being Layla's. She only dumped him in a mistake, which she is about to correct today. If he tries to stop her from getting back together with him, then she will pull no punches and do everything to make sure that he is back in her arms again.
She finds him in the library and walks up to the boy, swaying her hips as she goes. "Hey, baby," Layla whispers as she leans in from behind, one hand on the table and the other grabbing Rob's genitals. Rob flinches in shock as she exhales on his pale cheek. He jumps up and dislodges her hand from his crotch. "I'm thinking about taking you home and fucking you senseless. Would you be my boyfriend again and let me do that? Or am I going to have to do it to you against your will Rob?" Even Layla herself can't believe how confident she is, now that she is so fucking sexy.
Rob glares at the beautiful black girl defiantly. Then he tells her "I moved on and have a new girlfriend. Her name is Charlotte. We've already been dating for two weeks so you should keep your hands off my sexual parts." Layla is so shocked by this that she is momentarily speechless. He waits for her to get it and leave but she doesn't. Instead, she just glares back at him with an equal level of fierceness, if not greater. Rob feels himself shiver with fear as Layla leans down so her face is dangerously close to his. He shifts his body to make sure she can't grope him again.
Now she is livid. The girl looks at Rob angrily. "Listen to me, dork. You are mine and mine alone. I don't care what you think you can do. You have no right to be with anyone but me. You can't say no to me because I own you. I'm going to get you to be my boyfriend again and you are going to fuck me the way I want to be fucked. Mark my words." Then she walks away, swaying her large ass in the most enticing way. The boy looks away, hating himself for being even a bit tempted by the obscene sight.
He had no idea that the ex girlfriend who dumped him would end up so hot. But it doesn't change the fact that Layla broke up with him because she thought he's a loser who kept her down and felt she needed to get rid of him to soar. He can't go back to being with her after she did that to him. No, he has to respect himself and protect his heart from that sort of pain. If he has to go through it all again he doesn't know if he would survive it intact like the last time that it happened.
Last week he was surprised when one of his classmates Charlotte asked him out. The white boy has spent more than three months sitting around depressed after his now ex dumped him, so when Charlotte said that he's cute and she wants to be with him, he immediately said yes. Now the two of them are going steady, and he has finally started to put the breakup behind him. But then Layla had to try to rekindle the flames of their romance and get him to go out with her again, which makes the teen wonder what the hell he is supposed to do.
He knows that deep down he still loves her but how can he ditch Charlotte who has been nothing but the perfect, kind girlfriend, just to go back to his ex? His ex might have gotten hot but she is still the one who abandoned him. Charlotte was the one who picked up all the pieces of his broken heart and helped him patch it all up together again. He can't leave her to go running back to Layla. No, that isn't right. Little does he know that he won't be having much of a choice for much longer.




Chapter 2

After Rob rejected her in the library, Layla is feeling very pissed off. He had no right to say no to her! She can do whatever she wants to his body. And the nonsense about him having a new girlfriend now too. Just who the hell is that little tramp? The more she thinks about it the more infuriated Layla is. It is getting hard to think clearly when her head is filled with angry thoughts. But then she realizes she need to be cool if she want to get Rob back. She needs a well thought out plan, and she needs it fast, before Rob moves on from her completely.
She spots Charlotte sitting by herself in a corner of the library, before one of the girls who are now Layla's followers starts harassing her. A brilliant, yet evil idea occurs to Layla. The black goddess smiles wickedly as she watches. That little Charlotte is the exact sort of girl that Layla used to be before she turned hot. Chubby nerd with pimples all over her face and wearing braces. Layla can see that her scheme will definitely work if she says the right things to her. She waits for a few moments longer before deciding to put it into action.
The stunning ebony sits down next to Charlotte and says to her "Hi, I used to go out with your boyfriend Rob. He is my ex and I want him back." Charlotte is surprised by the beautiful girl saying this about geeky Rob. Layla waits for that to sink in and then continues "You should break up with him. That way I can go out with him again and have sex with him. Just tell him you don't like or want to be with him anymore. I'll then swoop in and comfort the boy with my black pussy." She gives the other girl a shit eating grin, waiting for her reply.
Charlotte looks at her in shock. This is just unbelievable. She now stares at the other girl who just made the audacious statement so casually. "What the fuck do you think gives you the right to say that? Why should I listen to what you tell me to do?" Charlotte demands in an angry voice. "I like Rob a lot and will not break up with him, just because you are telling me to. You are going to have to get over her! Now if you will excuse me, I have to get right back to studying." She then grabs her book and starts to flip through the pages again.
"You're being bullied, aren't you?" Layla asks her, making Charlotte look up. "I know because I've been bullied before too. I can understand how hopeless you are feeling about your current situation. I can help make your life easier by getting them to stop." She then puts on a false sympathetic front, looking her in the eyes. "All you have to do is give up Rob and I will order all those girls to stop bullying you. Help me get laid by Rob and I will make sure that you are left alone by them for the remainder of our time here. I can even get my mother to expel them. She is the school principal."
Charlotte considers this. She does like Rob very much. But the two of them have only been dating for a week and there is no real deep emotional bond between them. Plus she has had to deal with the others' bullying for years now. It has become way more than she can handle. If Layla could help her get rid of those bitches, then she is all game for whatever the black girl wants. She knows losing Rob would be hard but it is a sacrifice she is willing to make. With a reluctant sigh, she finally nods.
.......
Rob feels confused when he sees all the ropes on Charlotte's bed. She brought him over to her house and showed him all the stuff on her bed. Now he is very puzzled as to the purpose. Charlotte is sneaking glances at him, worrying over whether the plan Layla came up with will work or not. "Why are you showing me all these ropes, baby?" he asks her in a gentle voice that makes her rethink her decision to do this to him. No, she can't afford to chicken out now. She has to see this thing through to the end.
The dorky girl puts on a cute face and then kisses him on the lips, knowing it will be the very last time she gets to do so. She smiles at him softly as he looks at her, still confused. "I wanted to try something with you, cutie," Charlotte says. "Will you please let me tie you up and have my way with you? I promise to be gentle." This is so crazy. No boy would actually let a girl take advantage of him so soon. It won't work, Charlotte thinks to herself, yet also praying that it would. It has to or she'll still be bullied.
And then, to her shock, her boyfriend actually nods. He is letting her tie him up! "You can do it but please stop when I say 'Red' okay? That will be my safe word." Charlotte tells him to take all of his clothes off and watches as he obeys her instructions. Then she makes him lie down on her bed, naked as the day he was born, before tying his wrists and ankles to the bed posts securely. "Can you please loosen it up a bit so I can get the circulation?" She nods and makes him a little more comfortable. "Thank you, Charlotte."
Charlotte then leaves the room without saying another word. As he lies there, Rob finds himself getting slightly erect from the feel of the cool silk against his balls. Being tied up is turning him on and he wonders why his girlfriend left the room. The teen assumes she went to grab something and doesn't start a ruckus. Instead he ponders on why the restraint is arousing him. He has never known he could be into bondage play before, but now it is perfectly clear, with the throbbing rod between his legs as an evidence.
Suddenly, the door opens and a girl walks in. Only, it isn't Charlotte. Rob watches in shock as his ex Layla enters the room, wearing nothing but red panties, revealing a large part of her toned body. Her black skin provides a good contrast with the sexy lingerie and in his shock the boy barely realizes how much harder the sight of her muscular thighs got him. "Layla, what on earth is going on? Why are you here in your underwear, watching me while I'm naked like this? And where is my girlfriend? Is this some sort of prank?"
Layla starts laughing, making him glare at her. The black cheerleader then sits down on the bed, placing her fingers around the turgid rod between his legs. Rob looks at her in shock as she starts caressing him. "I am here to fuck your brains out, baby. I know you said you didn't want to have sex with me but I don't care what you want," she tells him with an arrogant smile on her face as she jerks his dick. Her other hand yanks her panties down and he can now see her fat pussy lips. Shockingly, his cock gets even harder. The girl's chocolate skin is covered in sweat, a bit flushed with her arousal.
"Please stop, Layla," he begs the horny cheerleader as she continues taking advantage of him. Her hand squeezes, pumping his tool as it moves up and down. "Let go of my cock. I don't want this." But despite his words she keeps on stroking the shaft. Soon he is helplessly moaning from her lewd touch, as she moves her other hand up to shamelessly rub his balls. Layla had read up how to give a perfect handjob the other night. Being a fast learner, the stunning cheerleader has memorized all the best techniques and is now using them on him. They are clearly working, based on the pre-cum flowing out of his tip.
The black girl moves up to straddle his head, sitting on Rob's face. Layla then face fucks the only boy she ever loved, shoving her pussy against his lips. "You are going to eat me out or I'll flog you," she threatens. He quickly kisses her fat pussy lips and sticks his tongue inside the warm canal, before switching and sucking on her clitoris, focusing on the little button instead. This makes the ebony goddess moan and she throws her head back, sighing in pleasure. He eats her out like this for a few more minutes until she squirts all over his face and into his waiting mouth.
She then gets up off of him, grabbing the phone that Charlotte left on the table and switching it on. Then she starts to record him as she mounts the boy. Her greasy pussy rests on his thigh as she says "I'll start fucking you and record your expressions while we do it, baby. Remember, you can say no but I can ignore it." She grinds her slit against the pole, feeling it expand as all the blood in Rob's body rushes down to his nether region, feeling the appendage up. Just the sight of her hairy cunt is almost enough to shatter his mind.
Rob shakes his head with tears in his eyes. "Please don't do this. Stop, Layla. I don't want it," he begs her as the tall black girl grabs his cock and slides it up inside her pussy, taking it all in one move. She rests on top of him with her full ass on his balls. "Please don't fuck me," Rob pleads one more time before she shakes her head with a smile and starts riding him, bouncing up and down on his dick. Her large ass crashes into Rob's balls as she pounds him into the bed. "Stop, please!" He thrashes about on the mattress, getting fucked for the first time in his life, having his virginity ripped away and hers forced onto him. Even if he didn't want it, Rob can't deny that it feels extremely good. Her tightness is perfect, giving him the friction that he never knew is possible. It is so warm inside her molten vagina.
"You have no right to deny me sex, baby. I can have sex with you whenever I want. Nothing you say matters," Layla informs him, slamming her black pussy down on his white cock really hard. She clenched her orifice around the shaft tightly, giving it squeezes as she fucks him. His eyes roll into the back of his skull as his mouth hangs open. The boy's entire body is so weak right now, completely wrecked with the pleasure. She is screwing him silly, fucking him out of his mind with her black cunt. "So keep saying no if you want but I'll still keep fucking you." The girl rides him harder and faster, setting his cock on fire. She is burning him with the flames of her interior. It is rapidly becoming too much for him to handle. "You're going to cum inside me baby. Fill my black pussy with your cum."
Her words trigger a massive orgasm and he cries as she forces him to cum inside her, filling up her womb with his semen. Rob's dick keeps throbbing as she steals his seed and makes him pour more of it into her waiting tunnel, milking him until he is finished. Layla then gets up from on top of him, with Rob's cum leaking out of her freshly fucked pussy. She unties and flips him onto his back and leaves the room, returning with a six inches strap on dildo. "You and I are going to try this just once."
When Rob can see what she brought in her hands, his eyes go wide. But he is now way too weak to even get up after she fucked him and forced him to fill her with cum. So all he could do is moan in protest as she lubricates his asshole and the plastic cock. Layla then thrusts a finger into his ass, followed by one more to loosen him up. It doesn't hurt as she trimmed her fingernails and when her fingers find his prostate he lets out a small moan of pleasure in surprise. "Ohhhh, that feels so good."
Layla smirks as puts on the strap on dildo, before pressing at his entrance with the tip of the plastic dick. Then she gently enters him, sliding it inside one inch at a time. She carefully puts it in him until the thing is all the way in, buried inside the boy's ass. It is painful at first, being stretched out like this. But as she starts fucking, the pain turns to pleasure and he starts thrusting his ass backwards. "That's it, baby. This is just a little experiment. After this we can go back to regular fucking, okay?"
She keeps fucking his ass roughly. The girl slams the plastic cock in and out of him. Layla has an orgasm of her own as the base of the toy rubs against her clitoris. Feeling the tip of the dildo press on his prostate, Rob screams as he climaxes for the second time of the day, ejaculating on the bedsheets. He collapses on the bed as she lies down next to him. "By the way, after experiencing my black pussy, you won't ever be able to get aroused by white girls anymore. Only black girls can turn you on now. Go watch porn when you are home and you'll see," she tells him with a kiss on the side of his neck.
....
The next day Rob still feels very dirty. Charlotte betrayed him and he was just treated like an object by his ex who he actually still loves. The boy just couldn't admit it after how badly she hurt him when they were together the last time. Why does his life have to be so complicated when it's near the end of high school? Couldn't this have just occurred earlier when he still had time to deal with it, instead of now when he has to think about university? And why does his heart have to beat madly just because he is thinking of the absolutely sexy black girl who earlier just fucked his brains out?
Thinking of her chocolate skin is now making him hard, and he finds himself stroking to her. But then he realizes he won't get over the ebony cheerleader if he masturbates to her so he turns on his phone and goes to his favorite porn site and looks up some hot porn stars. To his confusion, his cock instantly goes soft at the sight of the actress' ass. He doesn't understand why since she has a fantastic booty. No matter how much he tries rubbing it, his dick just refuses to get hard again. Then Rob recalls what she said earlier before she left.
She told him that white girls won't be able to get him hard anymore and he would only get hard for black girls. But Layla couldn't have possibly blacked him with just one fuck right? With an increasing fear in his heart, he searches up several more white porn stars and find that they can't make him erect, even as he tugs on his meat while watching them. Then he looks up a black porn star and his cock instantly stands up, engorged and throbbing at the sight of an ebony woman. He has been blacked! None of the white women could get him hard no matter how much he tried touching himself to them but one look at this chocolate skin woman and he is already ready to go.
Realizing that he has been mindfucked, Rob could do nothing but jerk off to the hot black woman, masturbating hard. He can still remember the feeling of Layla's muscular pussy sliding up and down his shaft, pumping him and then milking him for his seed, making him empty himself inside her. It felt so good to cum in her after she fucked him silly with her black pussy, driving him out of his mind. He has been turned into her brainless white bimbo who can think of nothing but getting fucked now. Soon, he sprays his cum all over the place with a loud cry.
It is only after nutting that Rob grasps the significance of what just happened to him. The sexy ebony cheerleader has blacked him so well in that he can't even get hard for white girls anymore. He will never be able to have sex with a white girl now. It is so embarrassing to realize this and he just wants to cry. Is he such a whore that getting fucked by Layla's black pussy once is enough to make him a slut for her? Has he always been a hoe deep inside? The boy wipes his seed away and gets dressed quickly.
A few hours later, almost as if she knew what happened, his now gorgeous ex turns up. She has a smug grin on her perfect face and he can only blush and glare at the black girl. Layla grabs his right hand, sniffing it. "I can smell your semen. You jerked off, didn't you?" she asks. Rob nods, ashamed of himself for not being able to lie and deny it to the ebony goddess. The black bombshell smirks even more. "I bet you tried to jerk it to a white woman first. But she can't get you hard so you had to look up a black woman. You can only get it up for us black women now, right?"
Rob nods again. Just being next to her is already making him erect. She eyes the tent in his pants, licking her lips. The black teen places her hand on his balls and squeezes them through his pants. All he could do is gasp. "I don't know why it happened that way. How did you do it?" he sobs out. The boy looks up at her in a way that almost makes Layla feel sorry for him. Almost. He belongs to Layla so she has the right to do anything she wants to him. It doesn't matter that he said no. "Can you maybe fix it for me? Please? You screwed up my mind so you must be able to undo it somehow. There must be something you can do about it."
Layla cackles madly, unzipping the boy and taking his shorts and boxers off. "I defiled your white cock with my black pussy already. Your pretty little cock will never, ever get hard for a white girl again. Once you go black, you never go back," she says, spitting into her palm and tugging his cock, stroking it carefully. He moans loudly, feeling extra sensitive after already finishing once. "And now I'm going to fuck you silly again. I'm gonna leave my sticky pussy juices all over your white cock."
Rob lurches up, trying to stop her from jerking him off. He can't believe that she has the audacity to do this to him again after yesterday. But she wouldn't stop pumping his cock no matter how hard he tries to dislodge her hand. "I don't want this. Stop now," he tells her, only for Layla to start laughing. The tall African American bombshell then takes her mini skirt off, and he realizes that she's not wearing panties. Seeing the hairy pussy that fucked him senseless makes him throb in the black girl's tight fist.
"I still have the video of me fucking you," she tells him arrogantly. "If you don't let me have sex with you now I will send it to all the other guys. They will know what a whore you are, moaning like a slut when I fucked you. Do you want everyone to know you are a slut, Rob?" He gives in and hangs his head low in shame. "Good boy." She leads him over to his own bed and makes him lie down on it, kissing him on the lips. If she didn't call him a loser and leave him before summer she wouldn't have had to force him like this.
"Now I want you to start fingering my ass and then suck your fingers after, so you could taste my asshole," she says to him. She grabs a bottle of lubrication from her purse and tosses it to Rob. He squirts some of it out all over his index finger and gently presses on her orifice. Layla's brown hole expands, dilating a little to allow him to slip his finger into her. She sighs in pleasure as he buries his entire forefinger inside her ass. The girl clenches her sphincter tightly around the base of Rob's finger. "Good slut. Start thrusting, then add your middle finger too." Then she kisses him as his finger is still inside her booty.
Rob obeys her, pausing long enough to lubricate the second finger and insert both in her asshole. He can feel just how tight Layla's asshole is, fingering her ass while they make out. The boy can't believe he allowed her to coerce him into finger fucking her black ass so easily. Her chocolate skin is stretched over her taut booty. It makes him so hard to have his fingers inside his ex's tight ass, thrusting them up into her again and again. "Take them out and taste my asshole on your fingers," she tells him. He does what Layla says and tastes her dirty ass on his fingers.
"Worship my asshole with your mouth. It's foreplay, just like the fingering. You will be fucking my ass afterwords," she tells him, getting on all fours. He gets behind her, burying his entire face right between her asscheeks. Then he stops, deciding to kiss each thick globes of flesh first, before returning his lips to her asshole. Rob is surprised by how good her black ass tastes. The boy licks her nasty asshole and kisses it gently. He finds his cock even harder than it was before. It's shocking how depraved he can be when pushed.
He then probes inside her ass with his tongue, French kissing her asshole the way only a slutty white boy could. He's really Layla's whore now, Rob muses to himself. The boy eats her ass hungrily. Sucking her asshole is making him harder than he ever thought possible. "I don't think I'm ready to fuck your ass today," he says, still angry at her for how she treated him. She turns around to slap him in the face and then get back onto all fours again, all while he is still feeling the sting on his cheek from her viciousness.
"If you don't fuck my ass I am going to show everyone the video of us having sex to everybody and they will all know what a whore you are," she threats him again. He surrenders, grabbing Layla's muscular ass and spreading her round, powerful asscheeks. Looking at the nice wrinkly star, he inches his way in. Rob has already prepared the hole with his fingers and tongue, and it isn't so hard to penetrate with his cock. He can not believe how tight it is. Layla's pussy was a snug fit but her ass is gripping him even tighter.
"Yes, that's it," she tells him, playing with her clit while he rests inside her. "I want you to fuck my ass hard. Do it or everyone will see the video." The boy has a few drops of tears in his eyes as he starts fucking his black ex girlfriend. He feels really good with his cock in her ass but can't bring himself to admit it. She hurt him really badly and he does not want her to see him as a whore who is letting her have her way with him. "Only a slut like you would still fuck me after what I did to you."
Rob suddenly feels the need to defend himself. As he seesaws in and out of her black ass, the small white boy says "Ohhhhh No! I am not a slut!" This only makes Layla chuckle. She slams her ass back hard and he moans out loud in incredible pleasure, his cock now entirely sheathed by her backdoor tunnel. "Stop calling me a whore! Ahh!" Her laughter only increases as Layla impales her black ass with his shaft and gets off from rubbing her hard button. The way he denied it is just so cute.
"Then why are you fucking me? Yes, I blackmailed you but you gave in very quickly, didn't you?" Layla asks him in a sassy tone, reaching behind to grab his swaying balls, holding them in her strong grip. "No, you didn't put up a real fight because you are a whore Rob. You are a whore who wants sex with a superior black woman." She slams her large booth back at him and clenches her asshole around the base of his dick. Layla then twerks around the shaft in an incredibly arousing movement.
The sight proves too much for Rob to bear and he buries his whole dick in her, pumping cum deep into her ass. His prick fires multiple loads of semen inside her, filling up Layla's bowels. It doesn't take long for him to paint the insides of her large ass white with his seed. She unclenches her hole and he withdraws his cock, seeing his cum leaking out of Layla's asshole. "Clean up after yourself," she orders. Rob takes in the order and then does what she said, sucking his seed out of her ass.
...
After having anal sex with Rob, Layla goes home feeling conflicted. The girl knows that she has already started to make her ex boyfriend crumple with all the lewdness she used on him. It is all going well right now. But she is also a little worried that squeezing his cock in her ass might not have been enough to completely break his mind yet. She has to do something else to make him fuck her one more time. That way he would definitely be broken. The blackmail won't work now since he said he would live with it if she sent the video out, right after cumming in her ass.
Rob said, as they were lying on his bed that afternoon, that he would forgive her and go out with her again if Layla apologize for how she dumped him and treated him recently. But Layla believes she doesn't have to apologize, since he belongs to her and she has the right to do whatever she wants to his cock. He just has to get with the program. That is what the issue is. She will show him she is the boss by making him fuck her again when he doesn't want to, just to let him know he has no chance of disobeying her.
How to do that is the ultimate question. Suddenly, her mother comes into their house after shopping and Layla gets the perfect idea in her head. The ebony girl quickly makes her mom some coffee and gives her the sweetest smile ever as she sets the steaming cup down in front of Mrs Durham. "Mom, I really need your help with something," Layla says to her, sitting down next to her mother. "It is very important to me. Only you can help me about it, and you have to, or else everything will be ruined. You really have to help me out here, mom."
Mrs Durham frowns. She is surprised by this because her daughter usually doesn't beg for help with desperation like this. The woman leans forward and looks Layla in the eyes, worrying that she might have gotten into some sort of trouble. "Did you get into a fight?" she asks. "Busted for alcohol or drugs like the other girls on the cheer squad?" Her daughter shakes her head rapidly. "Well, what is it? Tell me and if I can help you, I will." She can only hope that it isn't anything too horrible.
Layla takes a deep breath. She knows her mother would not be happy with the idea she is going to propose, so she plans to take it slowly. The girl knows it could seriously upset her if she jumps right in without any warning. "This is about a guy," Layla begins, carefully keeping an eye on her mom's face. "Do you remember Rob. This is all about him, mom." She pauses, thinking over what she is planning to say to her mom next. Layla really needs to convince her to help with this. Otherwise it couldn't work. Her mother is the essential part to the plan and she knows it, having spent a lot of time going through all the other possibilities.
Her mother frowns slightly. Of course she can remember Rob. That boy is the love of her daughter's life. The two of them only broke up three months ago. Layla moped around after she dumped him. "You dated him for two years. Of course I remember him," she says to her daughter. "What, do you want to be with him again?" Layla nods rapidly. "I think you have to go ask him out, not talk to me about it. Tell me that you're sorry for dumping him and that you want to be with him again."
Layla sighs in frustration. Her mother is clearly trying to end the conversation early so she can go back to her work. She decides that she would have to go straight to the point right away. "Well, I found out he got a new girlfriend so I bribed her to tie him up. Then I fucked him against his will. He is now angry at me though, and that's where you come in. If you could help get him to fuck me again, just one more time, it would be enough to break him completely and make him mine permanently. I want you to help me get laid mom."
Mrs Durham stares at her daughter in shock. "First of all, fucking that young boy against his will is bad. Not that I'm judging you for it since I also did the same thing to your dad, but you should know what you did," she says, making Layla raise her eyebrows in surprise. The girl had no damn idea her father went through the same thing. "How am I going to help you with that though? I would if I could but it's not like I can just call him to my office and tell him to fuck you."
Layla snickers. "Actually, that is kind of what I'm planning," she says. Her mom is even more shocked now. "Please hear me out. You are the principal and hold the power to suspend and even expel a student for misconduct. All you have to do is threaten to exercise this power. You can tell him you will expel him if he doesn't fuck me. He will do it. You just have to keep a straight face when you say that to him, mom. Please, this is really important to me. I've got to finish my job and pussywhip that boy completely."
Mrs. Durham thinks about it and then sighs. "Fine," she mutters. "But don't you screw up again. I will only do this for you once. You better fuck him hard enough to break him. Make him totally addicted to your black pussy. Got that?" Layla nods, promising her mom that she won't mess up. Then her mom surprises her with a rare moment of affection and hugs her. "I'm so proud of you right now. You know what you want and how to get it. Layla, you are a smart, beautiful girl and you deserve to have the boy you want. Go for it."
.........
The next day at school, Rob realizes that even though Layla didn't spread the video, she still told other girls on the cheerleading squad about what had happened between them. That is the only possible explanation for why they are pointing right at him and giggling, openly calling Rob a whore. One of them sneers and tells him that he's no more than a slutty white boy who goes in heat for black girls all the time. That is just not true! He only ever fucked one black girl. In fact, he only fucked just one girl, ever.
When Rob is summoned to the office of the principal, he feels very confused. He has no idea why the principal would want to talk to him. Sure, he wasn't a perfect student, but he always behaved and has never gotten into trouble before. At least he knows her on a much more personal level than other people since she is the mother of his ex girlfriend. Even if he did somehow do something wrong she wouldn't chew his ass out as much as she would for his classmates. Him having messed up somehow is the only reason that the boy could think of for Mrs. Durham summoning him.
He knocks, waiting for a few moments before hearing her tell him to come in. Mrs. Durham is an older version of his ex, except she's a few inches shorter than her daughter and slightly less fit. Still, the woman is damn intimidating. "I want to talk to you about something very important, Rob," she says. "Take a seat. I'll get us some coffee." She then walks over to the coffee machine on a table in a corner of her office. "Latte?" He nods, and she smiles. "Still like the same things huh, kid?" Mrs Durham then makes them both the coffee before returning to her chair opposite him.
Rob fidgets slightly, hoping that all the nervousness isn't plain on his face. But it is, given how much the boy sucks at hiding his feelings. He could tell that she knows he is nervous from the way her gaze becomes soft. Still, he is quite worried since he was never called over to the principal's office before. "What did I do, Mrs Durham?" he asks her in a meek voice, trying to sound braver than he actually is. Why does he have to squeak like that? At least he didn't stutter like he did when he was little.
"It's about my daughter," she finally tells him. He is a bit relieved that this has nothing to do with his academic or other school related stuff, but confused on why she called him to her office here to discuss Layla. "We have to talk about her right now. This is important, Rob," Mrs Durham tells the very perplexed boy as he nods dumbly, trying to figure out what is going on. Rob wonders if it has anything to do with Layla did to him but then pushes the thought aside. There is no way she gave her mother that sort of details, right?
Still, he feels a deep sense of unease all over and has to take several really deep breaths to calm his heart rate down. He knows that freaking out in front of the principal won't do any good. So he just pretends to be fully confident when he asks her "What are we going to discuss about Layla, Mrs Durham? There are many possible subtopics. I can't guess." Rob looks at her, his body trembling as he waits for her to say something.
At last she says "My daughter is still in love with you and wants you back. I want you to go out with her again and make her happy." He sits there, with his mouth hanging open in shock at her words. She then keeps on going "You'll do whatever she asks you to and make sure that she is pleased. I won't have you telling her no. You can't. Do you understand, Rob? What my daughter wants, my daughter gets. I'm willing to do anything to make sure Layla's happy and you need to be aware of that."
"B B But how?! How am I going to make Layla happy?" Rob protests as he tries to overcome the shock of hearing what he just heard. It is easily the most preposterous thing that ever happened to the boy, and that is saying a lot after all the shit's he's been through over the past few days. "What do you expect me to do, Mrs. Durham? Go on dates with her and hold her hands and kiss her goodnight? I would have happily done all that if she didn't dump me! Hell, I would still do them now if only Layla would apologize for breaking my heart like it was nothing."
"You're not only going to do all those things but you're also going to satisfy her sexually," Mrs Durham tells Rob. "You are going to keep fucking my daughter. If you don't I will expel you. Good luck on getting into a decent university without graduating from high school." She looks at him as his will power crumples before her eyes. "That's right. If you want to graduate then you will fuck my daughter, because she is a great girl who deserves to be fucked by the boy she loves and wants to have sex with."
As Rob leaves the room, he is totally overwhelmed by the feelings of shock and disbelief. He just can not believe that his high school principal just told him to fuck her daughter! The boy has no idea what to do as he spends the rest of the day walking about and taking notes in classes with a vacant look on his face.




Chapter 3

Rob's entire body is flushed. Right now he is in Layla's bedroom. The girl is on her bed, watching him with a smirk. She told him to give her a striptease so that she can get fully turned on before he fucks her. He obeys, partly from fear and partly because he is now a slut like she meant for him to be. Layla did turn him into a whore successfully. He runs his hands all over his body, cupping his own ass before unzipping his pants and sliding them down his legs. Then Rob bites his lower lip coyly, fluttering his eyelashes at her as he removes his red boxers and shows the girl his erection, before yanking his shirt off.
The black cheerleader is salivating at the sight of her adorable ex naked in front of her. "You know baby, with how cute you are, you're just begging to be violated," she says to him as he goes to the bed and lies down next to her. She leans over on her side to place a full scorching kiss on Rob's lips. "From now on I won't bother asking you for sex. I'll tell you to fuck me and you are going to do it. You have to or else you will get expelled. Got that, baby?" Rob nods, giving in to his ebony ex.
He watches Layla slip a hand into her soaked thong, fingering herself as she makes out with him. Layla moans into their kiss, before taking her fingers out of her pussy. She then sticks them in his mouth, forcing him to taste her juices. The African American beauty then shoves him down her body and presses his face against her crotch. "I just worked out earlier and didn't take a shower," the athletic girl tells him. Her cunt stinks and he can taste how sour it is as he is forced to eat her out.
Yet the pungent smell only turns him on more as he has been conditioned to get off on being humiliated by the girl. He plunges his tongue deep inside her and feels her tunnel contracting around it. The leggy black teen sighs in bliss as the object of her desire services her. She feels so lucky that her mother is the principal, allowing her to force him into doing this. "Come on, you slut. I want to squirt in your mouth," she tells him, grinding up against his face. He moves up slightly to wrap his lips around her clitoris and sucks it hard.
She orgasms with a scream, her nectar flowing out into his mouth. The black girl remains on her back with thick legs spread apart, revealing her drenched pussy. Layla tells them to stand up for a moment and surprises him by taking his cock between her thighs and then rubbing him off with the insides of her strong legs. Her thick thighs scissor back and forth on his dick, squeezing it tightly. Rob can't believe how good her perfect thighs feel on his staff. She uses them to get him throbbing, ready for the fucking.
"Shove your cock inside me now, and fuck my pussy until you cum in it," she tells him. "I want you to fill me with your cum." When he hesitates, she reminds him "Your feelings about this doesn't matter. If you don't fuck me now I will tell my mom to expel you." That and the slutty side of him that she created forces him to enter the molten orifice. He mounts the tall ebony and penetrates her, sliding his pole all the way in. Rob could feel the warm insides bunching around him, pumping his cock as her buttocks rise off the bed in her upward thrust. "Yes! You are mine, Rob. Mine. Now fuck me you dumb whore."
He starts fucking her, thrusting into the hole with all his strength. Rob fears that he could get expelled if he fails to make her feel really good. Little does he know that this is more about control. She is using her pussy to brainwash him, making him unable to think about anything other than how good he feels as he is seesawing in and out of her wet love channel. "Please aaah stop calling me ohhhh a whore!" he begs her as he bangs her pussy. But he doesn't really mean it though since he has grown so accustomed to hearing it now, and is only trying to prove to himself that he isn't really a whore.
"Your hard cock is pretty slutty, fucking me like this," she tells him, clenching her vagina around the rod inside and milking him as she slams up violently. Then she locks her very powerful legs around his body, keeping him trapped inside her. "Don't deny it. Only a whore would still want to fuck someone who treated them the way I treated you," Layla smirks as she kisses him on his lips, enjoying his helpless expression as he fails to stop himself from fucking her harder and faster. "You are the sluttiest boy ever, Rob. Only you would give me your cock and cum after what I did to you."
Her cunt grips him tightly, sucking the shaft and milking it. She smiles up at the boy and says "But it's okay because I still love you, even if you are a whore. That's how lucky we are. You can be a slut but only for me. Be my slut and I will still love you the same." Her words make him throb inside her and she can feel it in her pussy, using her vaginal muscles to squeeze him harder as he gets closer to release. She thrusts up to meet his hips repeatedly and soon his balls are churning with cum, ready to burst.
It all becomes too much and Rob starts spewing inside her pussy, filling Layla up with his warm semen. His dirty cum enters her and is soon overflowing her vagina, leaking out all over the girl's muscular thighs. The black cheerleader smiles at him warmly as he collapses next to her, a strand of semen flowing out of her pussy. She holds him to her body as the two of them fall asleep together on the bed. Before she dozes off though, the girl smiles brightly as he, in a moment of vulnerability, says 'I love you.'
.........
The next day, Rob feels like he has to stop shying away from risks. He knows that he is still in love with Layla but he never told her that after she came back. Or rather, he thinks he didn't, since he did right before passing out yesterday. The boy decides that he is going to give her another chance today and tell Layla that he still loves and wants to be with her. She would have to say sorry to him for all the things she did first though. That much is obvious. He won't jump back in until she does. Rob needs to be sure that she's grown up now.
He thinks about how she told him that she still loves him. All he has to do is tell her that he still loves her. Then he can say that they can date again if she accepts the fact that she treated him badly during their breakup and after the summer break ended. That's all he has to say to her before waiting for her to make her choice. In the afternoon, he heads over to her place, with dozens whirling through his mind as he thinks about how he is going to put all of it. He should be direct in his approach.
When he arrives, the boy looks Layla right in the eyes. His eyes contain an intensity that she has never seen from him before. He is actually making her a little nervous as he says "I want to talk to you about us." She nods simply as he sits down on the couch next to her. The boy then takes a sip of water, steadying himself for what he is about to say. The two of them are now both nervous, not knowing how to go forward. "Sorry, I just need a few moments to sort of, um, compose myself," Rob says to her.
Layla grows increasingly anxious. What if he decides to tell her he doesn't care if she gets him expelled? No, that is just impossible. He cares too much about his education to do that. But what is it about them? Why is he being so clearly nervous? "Sure, just tell me what you want to talk about, sweetie," she says to him in a surprisingly sweet tone. "You know that I'm always here for you." Her hand comes to rest on his right leg. She looks at him, pleading with her eyes, silently begging him not to leave her.
Rob takes a very deep breath. "I still love you, baby. I want to be with you again as your boyfriend. You are the first and only girl I have ever loved, and I don't think I can ever stop loving you, no matter how hard I've tried. The three months we've been apart were the worst of my entire life." Pouring his heart out to her makes him feel like he has released a great burden and now he waits for her to say something, before he tells her what his conditions for going back into their relationship are.
Layla flings her arms around him and kisses him all over his face with totally unconcealed joy. She had never been happier before in her entire life. "Oh I'm so glad that you finally see common sense, baby. It's so obvious that you are meant to be mine. You shouldn't have tried to fight it for so long," she says. "I was right to force you to fuck me. That was the only way to make you face the fact. You belong to me, baby."
Rob leans back. "Actually, that is what we need to talk about," he says, making her puzzled. "You see, I think that you should apologize for coercing me and blackmailing me into having sex with you. Not to mention the time you and Charlotte tricked me into getting tied up so that you could fuck me when I was unwilling." He looks at Layla in a meaningful way. "I'm ready to forgive you for all that, baby. In fact, I have already mostly forgiven you. I just need to know that you've grown up now and aren't going to do something immature like that again."
"Immature? How the hell was I being immature when I did that? Rob, you know you belong to me!" Layla shouts at him, making the boy flinch in shock. "I have every goddamn right to fuck you whenever I want, and what you say doesn't matter." She grabs his balls and attempts to unzip him. "I'm going to fuck you right now just to show you!" But he shoves her hand away and then stands up. "Oh no you don't! Get back down here right now mister! Don't piss me off." Her eyes are blazing with fury. How dare he deny her his cock?
Rob shakes his head in disappointment and tells her "You still don't get it. Even if we still love each other, what you did to me was messed up. I won't hold it up over your head but I just want you to be able to accept that you really were in the wrong." He then starts to leave her room. "When you've had enough time to think about it, just call or send me a message. I still love and will wait for you, even if this will take some time." He then goes back to and kisses her on the forehead before leaving the house.
Layla sits there by herself, thinking over what he just said to her. But she did nothing wrong! He belongs to her so she can do whatever she wants, and that includes fucking him, even when he doesn't want it. No way is she going to apologize. She just had to find a way to make him accept his place as her boyfriend and whore.
....
Layla is still angry about it one day later. She can't believe Rob expects her to apologize for taking something that she has every right to take. How could her beloved be so stupid as to think he has a choice in the matter? No, Rob is hers and if she wants to fuck him, then he has no say about it whatsoever. She is going to have to make him accept it. But how is the question. The girl then realizes that there is someone who she could ask for advice from, and who would definitely help her out. The girl smiles to herself. Yes, she would get Rob to admit to being hers.
She walks over to her parents' room. Layla nods and then waits before she enters. The girl is amused to see her mother sniffing her dad's boxers and rubbing her clitoris. Her mom is as much of a horn dog as she is, always doing perverted stuff to her dad. Layla waits until her mother orgasms then clears her throat, getting her attention. Her mother is a little surprised. She puts her father's boxers away and then puts her skirt back on over her pussy. Both mother and daughter prefer to grow their bushes out and have never shaved their pussies.
"I want your advice about Rob," Layla announces, making her mom roll her eyes. "I know you told me you would help me with that only once and I am not asking you to do it again. I already scrambled his brains with my cunt and he is now willing to go out with me like before." Mrs Durham looks impressed by how her daughter has done this so quickly but also confused. She can't see why Layla would still need her help. "The problem is he expects me to go and apologize to him for what I did to him earlier."
Now she understands it. "Wow, I didn't expect that to be a problem for you two. Are you going to say sorry to him?" the high school principal asks her. Layla is soon rapidly shaking her head, telling her mother that she would never, ever apologize for what she did to Rob after coming back from summer. "Why not? You did force him to have sex with you. He is kind of right to demand that you say sorry for him, before going back to being together." She feels sort of bad after enabling her daughter to take advantage of the boy and is now trying to help him from afar.
"Because he is mine and I can do what I want to his cock. He needs to realize that. You have to help me figure out a way to do it. How did you pussywhip dad? He and Rob have quite similar personalities. I might be able to work something out with your help," Layla says to her mother all in one breath. She waits anxiously for her mom to tell her something that she doesn't already know, so she can figure out a good plan of action. Anything would do right now. "There must be something you can tell me."
Mrs Durham thinks about it. She tries to recall how she won her husband's heart back then. It was a real whirlwind romance in every sense of the word. "I did what you did but put in an extra bit of effort. With guys like that, you have to be extremely aggressive, just like you were already. Try to add in the element of confidence too. Tell him he belongs to you and can't say no to you, even if he wants to. Dazzle him with a cocky smirk on your face. It will make him go weak in the knees."
"I'll do that," Layla mutters. "It is just so bothering that he can't realize that he is mine yet. I've already marked his cock with my pussy. It belongs to me now and he still thinks he has the right to deny me what is already mine." She sits down, huffing slightly. "Was dad ever disobedient to you when you two started dating? No, he can't be. You've got him wrapped around your little finger for as long as I can remember. He never dared disagree with you, not once. How did you do it so well?" she asks.
Mrs Durham chuckles. "I completely broke your father when I made him drink my piss in front of all my friends. That destroyed whatever sense of self he had and reduced him to my whore." Layla is very impressed by her mom's ruthlessness. "You could do the same to him later. But not right now. Now you have to focus on the confidence part. Make him admit it by saying to him a lot of times, so that he internalizes what he is exposed to and can't tell it apart from what his own thoughts are. It is kind of gaslighting, really."
"Thanks mom," the girl says and hugs her mother tightly. Mrs Durham hugs her daughter back and pats her gently. The two of them leave the bedroom to go get some lunch together, with the older woman feeling extra hungry after having had an orgasm. Both of them eat healthily, taking good care of their perfect figures. "I need to stay in good shape to be able to fuck Rob's brains out, and you have to stay fit to bang dad senseless," Layla remarks as they eat together. She is having salad with smoked salmon for the protein.
After the meal, her mom leaves to go to a friend's house. This means Layla is home by herself. She rethinks what she and her mother discussed. Maybe she should just apologize to Rob once. She can be the bigger person and humor him, and then they can put it all behind them and resume their relationship. Yes, that is a good plan, Layla thinks to herself. It's what she is going to do when she gets the chance to. Rob and her will then be together again, just the way they are meant to be. She won't let his stubbornness stand in the way.
Later that day, she goes right over to his house, entering it and Rob's room with the spare keys he gave her, back when they were dating. The naive boy never knew how often she used it to sneak into his room at night to watch him sleep. Right now he is napping on his bed, looking really peaceful. The tall black girl thinks about shaking him till he is awake, so she can tell him that she is really sorry. That is, after all, the purpose of her going over to his house today. To say sorry and reconcile with him properly.
But then she gets an awesome idea. She takes her booty shorts off and stands on his bed with her hairy cunt poised over his face. Then Layla starts pissing all over Rob's sleeping face. Her urine splashing on his face wakes the boy up. Rob opens his mouth in shock and she pisses in Rob's mouth. She keeps on peeing on his face and in his mouth for several seconds before her bladders have emptied themselves. Rob is now staring up at her in shock as she starts to giggle at him almost maniacally.
Layla then sits down on the bed next to him and says "I'm so sorry, baby. Not for pissing on your face but for what I did to you before that. I'm sorry for dumping you before summer break and then forcing you to sleep with me when school started up again. I know I was a bitch to you but I did all of those things only because I love you, babe. Will you please, please give me a second chance Rob? I promise I won't screw up like that again." She pouts at him cutely, her hands propping her chin up.
Rob feels his heart soften and another part of him harden. Somehow, the way she urinated on his face made him very aroused. But he chooses to focus on her words instead. Layla just apologized to him. That's all that matters. He smiles. "Of course we can be together again! I'm so glad you finally said it, honey." He hugs her tightly and she embraces him back, but doesn't kiss him, since her piss is still all over the boy's face. "And next time you want me to drink your piss, just tell me," he says in a teasing tone.
Layla giggles, hugging him tightly. He is so cute, like a human teddy bear. She will never let him go again. If he ever tries to leave her, she already has plans for a dungeon to lock him up in. She is prepared to keep him prisoner for life if she has to, but thankfully Layla won't have to kidnap Rob now. "Oh, I love you so much, baby. And I'm going to spend the rest of my life showing you just how much." Then she decides, to hell with it, she'll kiss him even if her own pee is still all over his face.
"By the way, I owe you an apology too," he says to her. "I belong to you, baby. My body is yours. You can always fuck me anytime you want. I don't have any right to say no to you. I'm sorry I was a disobedient boyfriend." He leans into her arms and lets her hold him in a warm embrace. He knows he made the right decision to take her back. She is the only girl who has ever made him so happy. No one else can. Rob loves her more than anything in the world.
"It's okay, my love. I forgive you," Layla says to him, kissing him sweetly on the his forehead. The two of them make love and fall asleep in each other's arms. She wakes up before he does and writes him a cute note, leaving it on the table next to his bed before peeing on his cock, marking it as her territory. She then goes back home a very happy girl. This is all that she has ever wanted and she now has it all. Nothing can ever take the love of her life away from her. She is playing for keeps this time.
On her way home, she is still feeling ecstatic. It is an even greater high than when she got hot and joined the cheer squad. She enters her house and her mom watches as she puts her purse away and sits down on the couch, her feet propped on the coffee table. Layla has never looked so smug before in her entire 18 years of life. It's clear that she got some. Mrs Durham sees this and high fives her daughter, even before asking how it went, knowing that it must have been really good to make her so blissful.
"So what did you do to him? You look like I did the first time I managed to get your dad to give me a rimjob," the older woman says, making Layla roll her eyes and tell her mother that she already did that with Rob. "What is it then? Tell me just how depraved you were. I want all the juicy details." Her enthusiasm is making her appear much younger than she actually is. Layla just shakes her head and then starts laughing, before telling her mom what she did to her darling Rob.
"He was napping so I pissed all over his face to wake him up," she says, making her mother gasp. "Then I told him I'm sorry when I really am not, just so he would go out with me again. And it did work like I hoped. He is my boyfriend again now." She then skips up to her bedroom on the second floor. Layla has decided that she and Rob would marry right after graduation. He, like always, won't have a say in it. She has already made the decision. He just have to turn up. Everything else will be all up to her.
Seven years later
Layla looks at her sleeping husband with nothing but love in her eyes. She is seven months pregnant now. Due to all the hormones, the black woman has gotten even hornier than usual. Seeing his cute face makes her black pussy wet and she reaches for his cock. She starts jerking him off gently, stroking his tool as he moans in his sleep. Layla's right hand moves slowly up and down his shaft and she gently kissed his chest. It makes her feel so powerful to be able to do what she wants with him, without even having to ask first. Her free hand cradles his balls, rolling them tenderly.
She crawls down to kiss the tip of his engorged manhood and slide it inside her warm mouth. Her head bobs up and down as she gives him a wake up blowjob. Finally Rob's eyes flutter open and he sees what his pregnant wife is doing to him. "Morning, baby," he says to her with a smile on his face. "Feeling horny?" Rob asks with a teasing grin on his face. She smirks around his rod and sucks harder, wrapping her long tongue around the cockhead. Soon the boy is moaning loudly, his fingers digging into the bedsheets.
She blows him until he fires his load inside her mouth, letting her swallow all of it. "Thank you for the breakfast, baby," Layla tells him. "But I want you to feed my other hole too." She parts her thighs to reveal how drenched her hairy pussy is. "I'm going to fuck you till you cum again. I'll make you spray it all inside my cunt." Layla then pins him down by the shoulders and mounts him, allowing his prick to slide up in her. Rob moans as he feels how warm her tunnel is. She's gotten much tighter during her pregnancy and the friction is excellent, even better than it was when they were teenagers.
"Fuck me, baby. I belong to your pussy. Fuck me till I pass out," he tells her as she starts riding him. He places his hands on the swell of her massive baby bump as his pregnant wife bounces up and down his pole, clenching her tight vagina around him. Layla's pussy juices flow out all over his crotch as she bangs him, screwing Rob hard. She pounds him into the bed. Her black pussy fucks his white cock just as hard as the first time she took him. All he could do is let her have her way with him.
When he cums inside her, painting the inside of her pussy white with his seed, Layla lies down next to Rob. "You are going to fuck me whenever I want for the rest of our lives baby. I will never let you make any excuses. Even when you have a reason to say no, I'll make you do it anyway." He nods, and his wife kisses him on the lips fiercely. The two of them spend another half an hour resting in bed after the morning sex, before going to have their breakfast.
The End.
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