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The Black Plumber
Chapter 1: The Unexpected Visitor
In the quiet, tree-lined suburb of Oakwood Heights, where every lawn was manicured to perfection and Sunday mornings echoed with the distant chimes of church bells, lived Emily Thompson. At thirty-two years old, she embodied the very picture of a conservative Christian wife—devout, modest, and utterly devoted to her husband, Mark. Her wardrobe consisted of knee-length skirts in soft pastels, high-necked blouses that buttoned all the way to the collar, and sensible flats that never drew attention to her slender ankles. Her long, golden-blonde hair was always pinned back in a neat chignon, and her blue eyes, framed by delicate lashes, held a gentle warmth that spoke of years spent in Bible study groups and volunteer work at the local food pantry. Emily and Mark had been married for nine years, a union blessed by their pastor and sealed with vows of purity and fidelity that they upheld with unwavering commitment. They attended services three times a week, prayed together every evening before bed, and had never once allowed passion to overshadow their spiritual bond. Intimacy between them was infrequent, respectful, and always conducted in the dark with the lights off, a quiet duty rather than an indulgence. Children had not yet come, though they prayed for them fervently, trusting in God’s perfect timing.
Their modest two-story home, with its white picket fence and blooming rose bushes along the walkway, was Emily’s sanctuary. She kept it spotless, the air always carrying the faint scent of lemon polish and fresh-baked bread from the recipes she clipped from church newsletters. But on this particular Tuesday morning, as the early spring sunlight filtered through the lace curtains of the kitchen window, that sanctuary was disrupted by a persistent drip-drip-drip from the sink. Emily had noticed it days ago—a small leak beneath the faucet that had grown steadily worse, pooling water on the countertop and threatening to ruin the cabinet below. Mark was away on a three-day church leadership retreat in the next county, leaving her to handle household matters alone for the first time in months. She had tried tightening the handle herself, whispering a quick prayer for guidance as she worked, but the drip only grew louder, mocking her efforts.
With a sigh that carried the weight of her reluctance to venture outside her carefully ordered world, Emily picked up the phone and dialed the number for Mr. Hargrove’s Plumbing Service, the same reliable company her husband had used for years. The receptionist answered cheerfully, but her tone shifted when Emily explained the issue. “Oh dear, Mrs. Thompson, Mr. Hargrove is out on a big job across town and won’t be back until tomorrow. But we’ve got a new associate who can come right over—Jamal Washington. He’s excellent, highly recommended, and available now. Shall I send him?”
Emily hesitated, her fingers tightening around the receiver. She had never dealt with a stranger in her home without Mark present, and the idea of a man she didn’t know stepping into her kitchen made her stomach flutter with unease. But the drip was insistent, and she could already imagine the sermon her husband might deliver if he returned to water damage. “All right,” she said softly, her voice laced with polite reservation. “Please send him over. But tell him to be quick—I have Bible study preparations to finish this afternoon.”
Less than thirty minutes later, a heavy knock echoed through the house. Emily smoothed her hands over her modest floral skirt, checked that every button on her blouse was fastened, and opened the door with a practiced smile of Christian hospitality. What greeted her made her breath catch in a way she couldn’t quite explain. Standing on her porch was a towering figure of a man, easily six-foot-four, with broad shoulders that strained against the dark blue uniform shirt embroidered with the plumbing company’s logo. His skin was a deep, rich brown, smooth and glistening slightly under the morning sun, and his arms—thick with muscle from years of manual labor—were exposed where he had rolled up his sleeves. Jamal Washington carried a heavy toolbox in one large hand, his posture relaxed yet commanding, and when he smiled, it revealed straight white teeth that contrasted sharply with his complexion. His dark eyes, framed by short-cropped black hair and a neatly trimmed beard, met hers with an easy confidence that seemed to fill the doorway.
“Morning, ma’am,” he said, his voice a deep, resonant baritone that carried the faint warmth of the South. “I’m Jamal from Hargrove’s. Got a leaky sink that needs fixing?”
Emily felt a flush creep up her neck, not from attraction—she would never allow herself such a thought—but from the sheer unfamiliarity of it all. She had never stood this close to a Black man before, not in her sheltered life of church picnics and women’s prayer circles. Mark had once mentioned in passing how diversity was God’s beautiful tapestry, but in their quiet corner of the world, such encounters were rare. She stepped back quickly, clutching the doorframe as if it might steady her. “Yes, um, thank you for coming so promptly, Mr. Washington. The kitchen is this way. Please, come in—but mind your boots on the rug. I just cleaned it this morning.”
Jamal wiped his feet thoroughly on the welcome mat, his movements deliberate and respectful, though his eyes swept over the immaculate entryway with quiet appreciation. “Nice place you got here, Mrs. Thompson. Real homey. Smells like fresh bread—my grandma used to bake like that.” He followed her down the short hallway, his heavy work boots thudding softly against the hardwood floors, and Emily couldn’t help but notice how the space seemed smaller with him in it, how his presence radiated a quiet strength that made her own slender frame feel even more delicate by comparison.
In the kitchen, she pointed to the sink with a hesitant gesture, keeping a careful distance. “It’s right here. Just started dripping a few days ago. My husband usually handles these things, but he’s away on retreat. I tried to fix it myself with a wrench from the garage, but… well, I’m not very handy.” She offered a small, self-deprecating laugh, the kind she used in ladies’ group meetings to deflect attention.
Jamal set his toolbox down with a soft clink and knelt beside the cabinet, his powerful frame folding with surprising grace. He opened the doors, peered inside, and let out a low whistle. “Looks like a worn-out washer in the faucet assembly. Common enough, but these old pipes back here are a bit corroded too. I can patch it up temporary-like so it stops dripping right now, but to do it proper, I’ll need to replace a section of the line and order a new cartridge. Might take a couple visits. That okay with you?”
Emily clasped her hands in front of her, standing awkwardly near the doorway as if ready to flee to the living room at any moment. “A couple of visits? Oh, I… I suppose that’s fine. Mark will be back in a few days, and he can oversee the rest if needed.” Her voice held a note of reluctance, a quiet insistence that this was merely a practical matter, nothing more. She watched as Jamal worked, his large hands moving with surprising dexterity—twisting valves, checking connections, the muscles in his forearms flexing under the strain. There was something mesmerizing about the contrast of his dark skin against the white porcelain of the sink, but she quickly averted her eyes, whispering a silent prayer for strength against wandering thoughts. This was God’s servant helping her, nothing else.
He worked efficiently for the next twenty minutes, the temporary fix halting the drip almost immediately. When he stood up, wiping his hands on a rag from his pocket, he towered over her once more, close enough that she caught the faint scent of clean soap and something earthy, masculine. “There we go, ma’am. Good as new for now. But like I said, that corrosion back there could cause bigger problems if we ignore it. I can come back tomorrow afternoon with the parts—say around two? I’ll make sure it’s done before your husband returns, no extra fuss.”
Emily nodded, forcing her gaze to the floor rather than meeting his steady eyes. “Tomorrow at two would be acceptable. Thank you, Mr. Washington. Let me show you out.” She led him back to the door, her steps quick and measured, as if the faster she moved, the sooner this unfamiliar presence would leave her peaceful home. Yet as he stepped onto the porch and turned to offer her one last smile—a warm, disarming curve of his lips that crinkled the corners of his eyes—she felt an odd flutter in her chest, one she attributed to the relief of having the leak stopped.
“You have a blessed day now, Mrs. Thompson,” Jamal said softly, his voice lingering in the air like a gentle echo. “And don’t you worry none. I’ll take real good care of things for you.”
As she closed the door behind him and leaned against it, her heart beating just a touch faster than usual, Emily told herself it was only the excitement of handling a household crisis alone. She returned to the kitchen, wiped down the already spotless counter, and opened her Bible to the book of Proverbs, seeking comfort in familiar verses about diligence and faithfulness. But even as she read, the image of those strong, dark hands working so capably in her space lingered at the edge of her mind. Tomorrow, she decided, she would keep the interaction brief and professional. After all, she was a married woman of faith, and nothing—not a leaky sink, not a helpful stranger—could change that.
Little did she know, as the afternoon sun climbed higher and the house settled back into its quiet rhythm, that Jamal Washington had already begun to see the subtle cracks in her carefully guarded world, cracks he planned to explore with the patience of a man who knew exactly how to turn a simple repair into something far more transformative.
Chapter 2: The Second Visit
The next morning dawned soft and golden over Oakwood Heights, the kind of spring day that made the rose bushes outside Emily’s kitchen window tremble with new buds. She had risen at six as always, said her morning prayers kneeling beside the bed, and prepared Mark’s favorite breakfast even though he wouldn’t be home for another two days. The routine steadied her. Routine was safety. Routine was faith made manifest in small, obedient acts.
Yet as she washed the breakfast dishes—still only one plate, one cup, one fork—the memory of yesterday refused to stay neatly tucked away. She kept seeing Jamal’s hands: large, dark, steady, moving with such calm authority beneath her sink. The way his forearms had flexed when he tightened the valve. The low timbre of his laugh when he’d caught her watching him work and said, “You’re gonna make me nervous staring like that, ma’am.” She had blushed then, turned quickly to wipe an already spotless countertop, and murmured something about needing to check the laundry. Now, alone again, the blush returned unbidden. She pressed cool fingers to her cheeks and whispered, “Forgive me, Lord. Keep my thoughts pure.”
By one-thirty she had changed into a fresh blouse—pale lavender, long sleeves, every button done up—and pinned her hair so tightly that not a single strand escaped. She told herself she was simply being presentable. A good Christian woman did not greet workmen in a state of disarray. When the knock came at two minutes past two, her heart gave a ridiculous little jump. She smoothed her skirt one final time, took a steadying breath, and opened the door.
Jamal stood there in the same dark blue uniform, toolbox in one hand, a length of new copper piping coiled over his broad shoulder like a silver serpent. Today he wore the top button of his shirt undone, revealing the strong column of his throat and the very edge of a collarbone. A thin gold chain rested against his skin, catching the afternoon light. He smiled—slow, easy, warm—and Emily felt the air in the hallway shift, grow thicker.
“Afternoon, Mrs. Thompson,” he drawled. “Brought everything we need to do this right. Shouldn’t take more than an hour if the pipes behave themselves.”
She stepped aside, careful not to let her body brush his as he passed. “Thank you for being punctual, Mr. Washington. The kitchen is… well, you know where it is.”
He chuckled under his breath as he walked ahead of her. “You can call me Jamal, ma’am. ‘Mr. Washington’ makes me feel like I’m about to give a history lesson.”
Emily’s lips parted in automatic protest—“Oh, I couldn’t possibly”—but the words died when she saw how easily he filled the narrow kitchen doorway. He set the toolbox down, shrugged the copper pipe off his shoulder, and knelt again in front of the sink. The motion pulled his shirt tight across the wide muscles of his back. She swallowed and turned to the counter, pretending to organize a stack of recipe cards.
For the first ten minutes he worked in near silence save for the soft clink of tools and the occasional murmur to himself. Emily busied herself brewing tea she had no intention of drinking, the kettle’s whistle giving her something to do with her hands. When she poured two cups—because hospitality demanded it—she carried them to the small breakfast table and set one near him without quite meeting his eyes.
“I thought… you might be thirsty,” she said. “It’s herbal. Chamomile and mint. No caffeine.”
Jamal straightened, wiped his brow with the back of his wrist, and accepted the cup with a nod of thanks. His fingers brushed hers for the barest instant—warm, callused, deliberate—and Emily jerked her hand back as though burned. He didn’t comment on it. Instead he took a slow sip, eyes closing briefly in appreciation.
“That’s real good,” he said. “Reminds me of my mama’s tea. She always said chamomile settled the spirit.” He looked at her then, really looked, dark gaze steady and unhurried. “You always this kind to folks who come fix your pipes, Mrs. Thompson?”
Heat climbed her throat. “It’s only polite.”
“Polite,” he repeated, tasting the word. “Most folks don’t bother. They hand me a bottle of water from the fridge if I’m lucky, or they just disappear into another room till I’m gone.” He set the cup down and leaned one hip against the counter, arms crossing casually over his chest. The posture made his biceps swell against the rolled sleeves. “You’re different.”
Emily clutched her own cup like a shield. “I try to live by Matthew 25. ‘Whatever you did for one of the least of these brothers and sisters of mine, you did for me.’”
Jamal’s smile deepened, showing a flash of white teeth. “You know your Scripture. That’s rare these days.” He tilted his head. “You go to church regular?”
“Three times a week,” she answered automatically, proud of the number. “My husband is on the elder board.”
“Sounds like a good man.”
“He is. Very good.” The words came out too quickly.
Jamal studied her for a long moment, then nodded as though she’d confirmed something he already suspected. “Must be hard, him being gone so much. All this house to take care of by yourself.”
“I manage.” She turned back to the counter, rinsing her untouched tea down the drain. “Do you… need anything else? Tools? A flashlight?”
“Nah, I’m good.” He pushed off the counter and returned to his work, but the atmosphere in the small kitchen had changed. The silence between them now felt charged, intimate. Every time he shifted, every soft grunt of effort, every scrape of metal against metal seemed louder, more present.
Twenty minutes later he stood, stretching his arms overhead. The motion lifted his shirt just enough to reveal a narrow strip of taut, dark abdomen ridged with muscle. Emily’s gaze darted there before she could stop it. She spun toward the window, pretending fascination with the rose bushes.
“Almost done,” Jamal said behind her. “Just gotta solder this last joint and pressure-test it. You mind if I take my shirt off? Gets hot under here, and I don’t want to ruin your nice clean cabinets with sweat.”
Her mouth went dry. “I—um—no, of course. Whatever’s… comfortable.”
She heard the rustle of fabric, the soft pop of buttons, then the faint sound of cotton sliding over skin. She did not turn around. She stared fixedly at a single pink rosebud that had just begun to unfurl, counting petals as though they were prayer beads. One. Two. Three. Four—
“Better,” Jamal said, voice lower now, closer. “Thanks for understanding.”
When she finally risked a glance over her shoulder, he was shirtless, broad chest gleaming faintly with perspiration, gold chain resting against the smooth plane between his pectorals. His skin looked like polished mahogany in the afternoon light streaming through the window. Every ridge and valley of muscle was sculpted from years of heavy lifting, hard work, life. Emily’s breath caught audibly.
Jamal noticed. Of course he noticed.
He didn’t smirk. He didn’t leer. He simply held her gaze for three long heartbeats, letting her look. Letting her see. Then he turned back to the sink with the calm of a man who knew exactly what effect he was having and was in no hurry to press it.
Emily pressed her thighs together beneath her skirt, shocked at the sudden, shameful pulse of heat between them. She had never felt anything like it—not with Mark, not ever. She whispered a frantic, wordless prayer and fled to the living room under the pretense of folding laundry.
From the safety of the hallway she could still hear him: the hiss of the torch, the quiet tap of his hammer, the occasional low hum of satisfaction when something fit just right. She folded the same towel three times, hands trembling.
When he finally called her name—“Mrs. Thompson? All finished”—she forced herself to walk back into the kitchen on legs that felt unsteady.
Jamal had put his shirt back on, though it remained unbuttoned halfway down his chest. He was wiping his hands on a rag, looking pleased with himself.
“Solid as a rock now,” he said. “No more leaks, no more corrosion worries. I’ll just clean up and be out of your hair.”
Emily nodded mutely. She watched him pack his tools, watched the play of muscle beneath dark skin, watched the way his fingers moved with the same deliberate care he’d used on her pipes. When he straightened and faced her again, the distance between them felt smaller than it should have.
“I appreciate your hospitality,” he said quietly. “Not many folks would’ve offered tea. Or let me work without hovering.” He paused. “You ever need anything else fixed around here—anything at all—you call me direct. No need to go through the office. I’ll come quick.”
He reached into his pocket and pulled out a plain white business card with only a cell number handwritten on the back in bold black ink. When he held it out, their fingers brushed again—this time longer, warmer, intentional.
Emily took the card. Her pulse thundered in her ears.
“Thank you,” she whispered.
Jamal’s eyes dropped to her mouth for the briefest second, then lifted again. “You have a blessed evening, Emily.”
He used her first name.
She stood frozen in the kitchen doorway long after the front door clicked shut behind him, the card burning a hole in her palm, the memory of his bare chest searing behind her eyelids, and a strange, unfamiliar ache blooming low in her belly—an ache she did not yet have a name for, but one that refused to be prayed away.
Chapter 3: The Third Call
Three days passed like pages turning too slowly in a book Emily didn’t want to finish reading.
Mark returned from the retreat on Thursday evening, tired but full of stories about fellowship and vision-casting sessions. He kissed her cheek, complimented the spotless house, and thanked God aloud for a safe trip before collapsing into his recliner with the remote. Emily smiled, served him reheated pot roast, and listened to every detail with the attentive nod she had perfected over nine years of marriage. That night they prayed together as always—hands clasped, eyes closed, voices soft in the lamplight—and when he reached for her in the dark, she let him. It was quick, familiar, almost mechanical. She whispered “I love you” into his shoulder afterward, and he was asleep within minutes.
She lay awake staring at the ceiling fan’s slow rotation, waiting for the familiar peace to settle over her. It didn’t come.
Instead her mind kept drifting to the plain white card still tucked inside the drawer of her nightstand, beneath a stack of devotionals. She had not thrown it away. She had not even told herself she would. She simply left it there, like a secret sin too small to confess yet too persistent to ignore.
Friday morning Mark left early for the church office. Saturday was filled with errands and a potluck planning meeting at the fellowship hall. Sunday was worship—two services, nursery duty for Emily during the second, the usual round of handshakes and “God bless you”s in the parking lot. She wore her favorite modest navy dress, the one with the high collar and long sleeves, and pinned a silver cross to the lapel. She smiled at everyone. She sang every hymn with feeling. She took notes during the sermon on Colossians 3—putting off the old self, putting on the new.
And still, every quiet moment—while folding bulletins, while waiting at a red light, while brushing her teeth—brought the memory of Jamal’s bare chest gleaming under her kitchen lights, the slow way he had said her name, the heat of his fingertips when he handed her the card.
On Monday the garbage disposal began making an angry, grinding noise.
Emily stood at the sink, flipping the switch again and again, listening to the metallic protest. Mark was already at the office; he wouldn’t be home until after six. She could wait. She should wait. She could call Mr. Hargrove’s main line tomorrow, ask for the usual technician.
Instead she opened the nightstand drawer.
The card felt heavier than it should have. She turned it over in her fingers, tracing the bold black ink of the handwritten number. Her thumb hovered above the keypad of her phone for nearly a full minute. Then she pressed call before she could talk herself out of it.
It rang twice.
“Jamal,” came the deep, easy voice.
Emily’s mouth went dry. “Mr.—Jamal. It’s Emily Thompson. From Oakwood Heights. The sink.”
A soft chuckle rolled through the line, warm as summer asphalt. “I remember you, Emily. How’s that new piping holding up?”
“Fine. The sink is fine. It’s… the garbage disposal now. It’s making this terrible sound. I think something’s stuck, but I don’t know how to get to it safely.”
“You don’t want to mess with those blades,” he said immediately. “Good call not trying. I can be there in about forty minutes. That work for you?”
She swallowed. “Yes. Thank you.”
“See you soon, then.”
He hung up first.
Emily set the phone down with shaking fingers. She told herself this was practical. Responsible. Mark would approve of her handling household emergencies efficiently. She changed into a fresh skirt—cream linen this time, knee-length—and a pale green blouse with tiny pearl buttons. She brushed her hair until it shone, then pinned it up again. She wiped the already spotless counters. She prayed silently, asking for strength, for purity, for wisdom.
When the knock came she opened the door too quickly.
Jamal filled the frame again, toolbox in hand, wearing a charcoal-gray T-shirt today instead of the uniform. The fabric stretched tight across his chest and shoulders; the sleeves ended just above the swell of his biceps. No company logo. Just him.
“Afternoon,” he said, eyes sweeping over her in one slow, appreciative pass before returning to her face. “You look real pretty today, Emily.”
The compliment landed like a stone in still water. Ripples spread through her chest. She stepped back, cheeks burning. “Thank you. The kitchen’s this way.”
He followed, boots soft on the hardwood. This time he didn’t comment on the smell of bread or the cleanliness of the house. He simply went straight to the sink, set the toolbox down, and knelt.
Emily hovered near the doorway, arms crossed over her stomach as though holding herself together.
Jamal worked the disposal’s bottom reset button first, then flipped the wall switch. The grinding returned—harsh, metallic. He shook his head. “Something’s jammed in there good. Probably a spoon or a bone. I’ll have to take the unit apart from underneath.”
He lay on his back on the floor, knees bent, sliding under the cabinet. The T-shirt rode up as he stretched, exposing several inches of hard, ridged abdomen and the deep V of muscle that disappeared into the waistband of his jeans. Emily stared. She couldn’t stop herself. The dark skin gleamed under the fluorescent light; a thin line of sweat already traced down the center of his stomach toward his navel.
She turned abruptly to the refrigerator, opened it, closed it again without taking anything out.
“You all right over there?” Jamal’s voice came muffled from under the sink.
“Fine,” she said too brightly. “Just… getting water.”
She filled a glass she didn’t drink from.
He worked for fifteen minutes—grunts of effort, clank of tools, the occasional soft curse under his breath that he immediately apologized for. “Sorry, ma’am. Slipped out.”
“It’s all right,” she whispered.
When he finally slid out, the front of his shirt was smudged with grime and a thin sheen of sweat darkened the fabric over his chest. He sat up, forearms resting on his knees, and looked straight at her.
“Got it,” he said, holding up a bent teaspoon. “Must’ve fallen in when you were scraping plates.”
Emily forced a laugh. “I’m so clumsy sometimes.”
“Nah. Accidents happen.” He stood in one smooth motion, towering over her again. Close. Too close. She could smell him now—clean sweat, faint soap, something deeper, male, intoxicating. “Mind if I wash up before I head out?”
“Of course. The powder room is down the hall, first door on the left.”
He nodded and disappeared.
Emily stayed in the kitchen, gripping the edge of the counter until her knuckles whitened. She heard the faucet run. Heard the soft sounds of him scrubbing his hands. Heard the towel being pulled from the ring.
When he returned he had rolled his sleeves higher and un-tucked the hem of his shirt, letting it hang loose. Droplets of water still clung to his forearms. He dried them slowly, deliberately, watching her the entire time.
“Anything else acting up around here?” he asked quietly.
She shook her head. “No. Just the disposal. Thank you.”
He stepped closer. Not touching. Not yet. Just shrinking the space between them until she had to tilt her head back to meet his eyes.
“You called my cell,” he said. Not a question.
“I… yes.”
“You could’ve called the office.”
“I know.”
A long silence stretched between them. The kitchen clock ticked. Somewhere outside a lawnmower droned.
Jamal lifted one large hand and brushed the very tip of his index finger along the edge of her jaw—barely a touch, feather-light, gone almost before she registered it. Her breath hitched.
“You’re shaking,” he murmured.
“I’m married,” she whispered back, the words sounding thin even to her own ears.
“I know.” His voice was velvet. “I’m not asking you to forget that.”
“Then what are you asking?”
He didn’t answer with words. Instead he leaned down—slowly, giving her every chance to step away—and brushed his lips against her temple. Just once. Warm. Dry. Reverent almost.
Emily’s eyes fluttered closed. A sound escaped her throat—half sob, half sigh.
Jamal straightened. “I’ll let you think on it,” he said softly. “You got my number. You need anything—anything at all—you call. No pressure. No rush.”
He picked up his toolbox, walked to the door, paused with his hand on the knob.
“Emily?”
She looked at him, eyes wide, lips parted.
“You’re beautiful when you’re fighting yourself,” he said. “But you don’t have to fight forever.”
Then he was gone.
She stood in the empty kitchen for a long time afterward, one hand pressed to the place on her temple where his mouth had been, the other clenched around the bent teaspoon he’d left on the counter like a promise.
When Mark came home that evening she smiled, kissed his cheek, asked about his day. She cooked dinner. She prayed with him. She let him touch her again in the dark.
But this time, when he entered her, she closed her eyes and saw not her husband’s familiar face, but the slow glide of dark skin, the gleam of sweat, the patient hunger in a pair of deep brown eyes.
And for the first time in nine years of marriage, Emily Thompson came—quietly, shamefully, helplessly—while thinking of another man.
Chapter 4: The Line Crossed
Tuesday morning arrived with a soft rain tapping against the bedroom window, the kind of gentle drizzle that made the world feel smaller, more contained. Mark had already left for an all-day deacons’ meeting followed by hospital visitation rounds. He’d kissed Emily’s forehead before dawn, whispered that he might be late, and reminded her to water the potted herbs on the back porch if the rain stopped. She nodded sleepily, murmured “I will,” and listened to the front door close behind him with a soft finality.
She stayed in bed longer than usual, sheets tangled around her legs, staring at the ceiling. The ache from Sunday night lingered between her thighs—not soreness, but a restless, unsatisfied heat that no amount of prayer had cooled. She had come again last night while Mark slept beside her, one hand pressed between her legs beneath the cotton nightgown, biting her lip to stay silent as images of Jamal’s sweat-slicked torso flashed behind her closed lids. Afterward she had wept quietly into her pillow, asking forgiveness, promising never to do it again.
The promise felt thinner with every passing hour.
At ten-thirty the rain slowed to a mist. Emily rose, showered longer than necessary, letting the hot water beat against her shoulders until her skin turned pink. She dressed carefully: a simple white cotton sundress she rarely wore because the neckline dipped just low enough to show the barest hint of collarbone, the hem fluttering at mid-calf instead of her usual knee. No stockings today. Bare legs. Bare feet in soft house slippers. She told herself it was because the house felt warm after the shower. She told herself many things.
She opened the nightstand drawer and stared at the white card for the tenth time since Monday. Then she picked up her phone.
Her thumb hovered.
She pressed call.
It rang once.
“Emily,” Jamal answered, voice low and knowing, as though he’d been waiting.
She swallowed. “The… the kitchen faucet is dripping again. Just a little. I thought maybe the temporary fix didn’t hold.”
A pause. Then that slow, velvet chuckle. “That so?”
“Yes.”
“I can be there in twenty minutes.”
“Okay.”
She hung up before either of them could say more.
When he arrived the mist had turned back to light rain. Water glistened on his dark skin, droplets catching in the tight curls of his hair and tracing slow paths down the sides of his neck. He wore a plain black T-shirt today, sleeves cut off at the shoulders so the powerful curves of his arms were fully exposed. Rain-darkened jeans clung to thick thighs. He carried no toolbox this time—just a small canvas satchel slung over one shoulder.
Emily opened the door before he could knock.
He stepped inside without waiting for an invitation, dripping slightly on the entry rug. The door closed behind him with a soft click that sounded louder than it should have.
“You’re wet,” she said stupidly.
Jamal’s eyes dropped to her mouth, then lower, taking in the thin white sundress now clinging slightly to her damp skin from the steam of her shower. Her nipples had pebbled beneath the fabric; the outline was unmistakable.
“So are you,” he murmured.
Heat flooded her face, her chest, her core. She turned toward the kitchen on unsteady legs. He followed.
In the small bright space he set the satchel on the counter and leaned back against it, arms crossed, watching her. No pretense of tools. No kneeling at the sink.
“The faucet isn’t dripping,” he said quietly.
Emily’s back was to him. She gripped the edge of the sink. “I know.”
Silence stretched, thick with rain and unspoken want.
“Why’d you call me, Emily?”
Her voice came out small. “I don’t know.”
“Yes you do.”
She closed her eyes. “I can’t stop thinking about you.”
He didn’t move closer yet. “Tell me what you think about.”
Shame and hunger warred inside her. “Your hands. Your… your body. The way you looked under my sink. Shirtless. Sweating. Strong.”
Jamal exhaled through his nose, a sound of pure masculine satisfaction. “You touch yourself thinking about that?”
A sob caught in her throat. “Yes.”
“How many times?”
“Every night since you left Monday.” The confession tore out of her like a wound finally lanced. “Even when Mark is… when we’re… I close my eyes and see you.”
He stepped forward then—slow, deliberate—until his chest nearly brushed her back. She could feel the heat radiating off him, smell rain and clean skin and that deep, earthy scent that made her knees weak.
“Turn around,” he said softly.
She did.
Up close he was overwhelming: towering height, broad shoulders filling her vision, dark eyes burning with something patient and predatory at once. Raindrops still clung to his lashes.
He lifted one large hand and cupped her cheek, thumb brushing the corner of her mouth. “You ever been kissed by a Black man, Emily?”
She shook her head, eyes wide.
“You want to be?”
A tear slipped down her cheek. She nodded.
Jamal leaned in slowly—giving her every heartbeat to pull away—and covered her mouth with his.
The kiss was gentle at first, almost reverent. His lips were warm, full, tasting faintly of mint and rain. Emily froze, stunned by the softness, by how different it felt from Mark’s quick, dutiful pecks. Then Jamal angled his head, deepened the kiss, and his tongue slipped past her parted lips.
She whimpered.
His other hand found her waist, fingers splaying wide, pulling her flush against him. She felt the hard ridge of his erection pressing into her stomach through his jeans—thick, insistent, far larger than anything she had ever known. Panic and desire crashed together inside her.
She tried to pull back. “We can’t—I’m married—I promised—”
Jamal didn’t release her. He simply gentled the kiss, brushing soft, open-mouthed caresses along her jaw, down the side of her throat. “I’m not asking you to divorce him,” he whispered against her skin. “I’m asking you to let me give you what you’ve been aching for. Just once. Let me show you.”
Her hands fisted in his wet T-shirt. “Mark—”
“Mark’s not here.” His teeth grazed her earlobe. “And your body’s already saying yes.”
He slid one hand down her side, over the curve of her hip, and gathered the hem of her sundress. Slowly—agonizingly slowly—he drew the fabric upward until cool air kissed the backs of her thighs.
Emily trembled. “We shouldn’t…”
“Tell me to stop,” he said against her neck. “Say the word and I walk out that door right now. No hard feelings. No second visit unless you call.”
She opened her mouth. The word hovered on her tongue.
It never came.
Instead she lifted her arms.
Jamal pulled the dress over her head in one smooth motion, leaving her in nothing but plain white cotton panties and a simple bra. Her breasts were small but full, nipples straining against the thin fabric. He looked his fill—unhurried, reverent—then reached behind her and unhooked the bra with practiced ease.
When it fell away he groaned low in his throat.
“Jesus, Emily,” he breathed. “You’re perfect.”
He palmed one breast, thumb circling the tight peak. She gasped, arching into his touch. He bent and took the nipple into his mouth—hot, wet suction—and she cried out, fingers digging into his shoulders.
He lavished attention on her breasts until she was panting, until her hips rocked helplessly against his thigh. Only then did he drop to his knees in front of her.
Emily stared down at him—beautiful dark skin against her pale thighs, strong hands sliding her panties down her legs. She stepped out of them on shaking limbs.
Jamal parted her folds with gentle thumbs. She was already slick, swollen, aching. He looked up at her, eyes blazing.
“You’re so wet for me,” he murmured. “This all for me?”
“Yes,” she sobbed.
He leaned in and dragged his tongue slowly along her slit—from entrance to clit—in one long, firm stroke.
Emily’s knees buckled.
He caught her hips, held her steady, and devoured her.
There was no hesitation, no timid exploration. He ate her like a starving man—lips and tongue and suction and teasing flicks—until her thighs shook and her hands tangled in his short curls and broken cries spilled from her throat. He sucked her clit hard, flicked it rapidly with the tip of his tongue, then plunged two thick fingers inside her.
She came apart almost instantly—back arching, mouth open in a silent scream, pulsing hard around his fingers while he drank every drop of her release.
When the spasms finally slowed he rose, kissing her deeply so she could taste herself on his tongue. She moaned into his mouth, clinging to him.
Jamal lifted her effortlessly onto the kitchen counter, spreading her thighs wide. He unbuckled his belt, shoved jeans and boxers down just enough.
His cock sprang free—heavy, thick, veined, the dark head already glistening. Emily stared, wide-eyed, a fresh wave of fear and hunger twisting inside her.
“It’s… it’s too big,” she whispered.
He kissed her softly. “We’ll go slow. I promise.”
He notched the head at her entrance, rubbing it through her slickness, coating himself. Then—inch by torturous inch—he pressed inside.
Emily gasped at the stretch, the burn, the impossible fullness. He paused every few seconds, letting her adjust, kissing her tears away, murmuring praise against her lips.
“So tight… so perfect… taking me so good, baby…”
When he was fully seated—hips flush to hers, both of them trembling—he stilled.
“Look at me,” he commanded gently.
She did. Tears streaked her cheeks, lips swollen from his kisses.
“You feel that?” he whispered. “That’s me inside you. All of me. No one else has ever been this deep.”
She nodded, whimpering.
He began to move—slow, rolling thrusts that dragged every ridge along her sensitive walls. Each stroke built the pleasure higher, tighter, until she was clawing at his back, begging incoherently.
“Harder,” she gasped. “Please—Jamal—harder—”
He obliged.
The counter creaked beneath them. Rain drummed harder against the windows. Emily’s cries echoed off the pristine tiles as he fucked her with deep, powerful strokes—claiming her in a way her husband never had, never could.
When she came again it was shattering—whole body convulsing, nails raking down his shoulders, his name torn from her throat in a broken sob.
Jamal followed moments later—growling low, hips jerking, flooding her with heat she felt pulse after pulse.
They stayed locked together for long minutes, breathing hard, foreheads pressed together.
Finally he kissed her—slow, tender, almost sweet.
“I’m not done with you yet,” he murmured against her lips. “Not even close.”
Emily closed her eyes, tears slipping free, knowing—with terrible, thrilling certainty—that the line she had crossed could never be uncrossed.
And worse: she didn’t want to go back.
Chapter 5: The Kitchen Inferno
Jamal stayed buried to the hilt inside her, his massive black cock still twitching with the last pulses of his release, stretching Emily’s tight, married white pussy in a way that made her feel impossibly full. Thick ropes of his hot cum leaked out around the thick shaft where it split her pale pink lips, dripping slowly down her inner thighs and onto the pristine kitchen counter. She was trembling, her small hands clutching his broad, dark shoulders, tears of shame and overwhelming pleasure streaking her flushed cheeks. Her blue eyes, usually so demure and prayerful, were wide and glassy as she stared up at him, lips parted in a soft, broken whimper.
“We… we can’t do this again,” she whispered, even as her walls fluttered greedily around his girth, milking him. “Mark… oh God, what have I done…”
Jamal didn’t pull out. Instead he cupped her face with one large, calloused hand, his thumb brushing away a tear, and leaned in slowly. “Shhh, baby,” he murmured against her lips, voice deep and soothing, the same velvet tone that had first slipped past her defenses. “Just feel me. Feel how deep I am. Your body knows what it needs. Mark’s never been here, has he? Never filled you like this.” Then he kissed her—deep, hungry, possessive. His full lips claimed hers completely, tongue sliding into her mouth with slow, deliberate strokes that mimicked the way his cock had just fucked her. Emily moaned into the kiss, her reluctance melting as their tongues tangled wetly, saliva mixing in hot, slippery strokes. She tasted herself on him from earlier, and the forbidden flavor only made her whimper louder, her hips rocking helplessly against his.
While their mouths devoured each other, Jamal began to move again—slow, rolling thrusts that dragged every thick vein of his black cock along her sensitive inner walls. Emily’s eyes fluttered, her moans vibrating into his mouth. Then he broke the kiss just enough to trail his lips down her throat, sucking hard on the pale skin until a red mark bloomed. Lower still, he latched onto her left breast, drawing the stiff pink nipple into his hot mouth with a wet, obscene suck. He swirled his tongue around the sensitive bud, then sucked harder, hollowing his cheeks, teeth grazing just enough to send electric jolts straight to her clit. Emily arched her back sharply, crying out, both hands fisting in his short black hair as he moved to her right breast, lavishing the same hungry attention—sucking, licking, biting gently while his hips kept up that maddening slow grind.
“Oh… Jamal… please… my nipples… they’re so sensitive…” she gasped, voice cracking with guilt and bliss. Her face was a picture of sinful surrender—eyelids heavy, lips swollen and shiny from his kisses, cheeks flushed a deep crimson that spread down her chest.
He released her nipple with a wet pop, grinning up at her with pure male satisfaction, his dark eyes gleaming. “That’s it, Emily. Let me hear you. Your white Christian tits were made to be sucked like this.” He thrust harder once, twice, making her breasts bounce against his face, then sucked the left one back into his mouth while pinching the right between thick fingers.
She came again—sudden and violent—her pussy clamping down around his cock like a vice, a fresh gush of her juices mixing with his cum. Her face contorted in ecstasy, mouth open in a silent scream, eyes rolling back until only the whites showed, tears spilling freely. “Oh God… forgive me… I’m cumming… again…”
Jamal growled in satisfaction, feeling every pulse of her orgasm around him, but he wasn’t finished. Slowly, almost reluctantly, he pulled his massive cock free with a wet, obscene sound. Thick strands of their mixed fluids stretched between her gaping pussy and his still-hard, glistening black shaft—veins bulging, the huge dark head shiny with her cream. Emily stared down at it, mesmerized and horrified at how much bigger it looked now, slick and angry.
“On your knees, baby,” he said softly, guiding her down with gentle but firm hands. “You’ve never done this before, have you? Never taken a real cock down that pretty throat.”
She knelt on the cool kitchen floor, white sundress still bunched around her waist, bare breasts heaving. “Jamal… I… I’ve never… not even with Mark. I don’t know if I can—”
“You can,” he coaxed, voice low and reassuring, one hand stroking her golden hair like a lover. “Just open for me. Let me show you. It’ll feel so good once you relax.” He tapped the heavy head against her lips, smearing their combined juices across them. With a shaky breath and a final flicker of reluctance in her eyes, Emily parted her lips. The thick head stretched her mouth wide, and she took him in—tongue swirling tentatively at first, tasting the salty-sweet mix of cum and her own arousal. Jamal groaned deeply, his dark face tightening in pleasure as she tried to take more.
“Good girl… just like that,” he praised, guiding her head slowly forward. Emily gagged when he hit the back of her throat, eyes watering instantly, tears streaming down her cheeks as her throat convulsed around the invading thickness. But he held her gently, not forcing, just waiting. “Breathe through your nose, baby. Relax that throat for me.” She tried—gagging again, drool spilling from the corners of her stretched lips—but she pushed forward, taking another inch, then another, until nearly half his massive black cock was buried in her virgin throat. Her face was flushed crimson, mascara running in black streaks, eyes wide with effort and strange, growing hunger. Jamal’s expression was pure masculine triumph—jaw clenched, lips parted in a satisfied groan, eyes locked on the sight of the prim conservative wife choking on his cock.
He began to move—shallow thrusts at first, fucking her throat with wet, gagging sounds that filled the kitchen. “Fuck… look at you. Taking this big black dick down your throat like a good little slut. Your husband would die if he saw this.” Emily moaned around him, the vibration making him shudder in satisfaction. Her hands came up to grip his thick thighs, not pushing away but pulling him closer. She was learning fast, bobbing her head, taking him deeper each time until her nose brushed the coarse hair at his base.
After several long, sloppy minutes of deep-throating, Jamal pulled free with a gasp, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his throbbing cock. He lifted her effortlessly back onto the counter, spinning her around so she was bent over the sink, pale ass presented to him. “Now I’m really gonna fuck you,” he growled.
Emily looked back over her shoulder, face still tear-streaked and messy from the blowjob, eyes wide with fresh reluctance. “Jamal… it’s too big… it hurt last time—”
He rubbed the fat head up and down her dripping slit. “Just breathe, baby. You’re already soaked for it.” Then he pushed in—slow but relentless. The thick black head forced her sore, cum-filled pussy lips apart again, the burning stretch making her cry out sharply. “Ahhh! It hurts… oh God, it burns!” Her face twisted in pain-pleasure, brows furrowed, mouth open in a gasp, knuckles white as she gripped the sink edge. But inch after veiny inch sank deeper, until his heavy balls pressed against her clit and he was buried to the root once more.
The first full thrust was devastating. Jamal pulled back until only the head remained inside, then slammed forward—hard. The wet, loud slap of his muscular hips meeting her soft white ass echoed through the kitchen: PLAP! Her whole body jolted forward, breasts swinging heavily. PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! The rhythmic, filthy sound of flesh slapping flesh filled the air as he fucked her deep and hard, each powerful stroke making her pale ass ripple and jiggle. His heavy balls slapped wetly against her swollen clit with every thrust.
Emily’s face was a masterpiece of corrupted ecstasy—eyes squeezed shut at first in pain, then flying wide as the burn turned to blinding pleasure, mouth slack and drooling, tongue lolling slightly as she moaned like an animal. “Jamal… oh fuck… it’s so deep… you’re splitting me… I can feel you in my stomach!” Her conservative Christian voice—once so soft and proper—now cracked with raw lust. Tears of overwhelming satisfaction streamed down her cheeks as another orgasm built fast and brutal.
“That’s it, take every inch of this big black cock,” Jamal groaned, his own face a mask of dark satisfaction—eyes half-lidded in pleasure, full lips curled in a triumphant smile, sweat glistening on his rich brown skin. “Your tight white pussy is gripping me so good. Mark could never fuck you like this. Never make you scream like this.” He reached around to pinch and roll her nipples while pounding her, the wet slapping sounds growing louder, faster, wetter.
She came again—harder than ever—her entire body convulsing, pussy squirting around his pistoning cock, soaking his balls and the floor. “I’m cumming! Oh God, I’m cumming on your black cock!” Her face went slack with pure bliss, eyes rolling back completely, a long, broken wail tearing from her throat as waves of satisfaction crashed through her.
Jamal didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, then through a third shattering orgasm, until finally he roared and buried himself to the balls one last time, flooding her womb with another huge load of thick, hot cum. The satisfaction on his face was absolute—head thrown back, powerful neck corded, a deep groan rumbling from his chest as he pumped her full.
They stayed locked together for long moments, panting, bodies slick with sweat. Emily’s legs were shaking so badly she could barely stand, her mind reeling with guilt and the terrifying new addiction blooming inside her. Jamal finally pulled out slowly, watching with dark satisfaction as a river of his cum poured from her ruined, gaping pussy.
But he wasn’t done—not even close. He scooped her limp, trembling body into his strong arms as if she weighed nothing, her head lolling against his broad chest.
“Your husband’s bed is next, baby,” he murmured against her hair, carrying her toward the stairs. “I’m gonna fuck you properly now… until you can’t even remember your own name. You’re my little white addict now.”
Emily closed her eyes, a final tear slipping free even as fresh heat pooled between her thighs at his words. The kitchen was left behind—counter smeared, floor wet, air thick with the scent of their sin—but the fire he had lit inside her was only just beginning to rage.
Chapter 6: The Bedroom Claiming
Jamal carried her up the stairs like she weighed nothing, her naked body draped over his powerful arms, legs still trembling from the kitchen orgasms. Emily’s head rested against his broad chest, listening to the steady, powerful thud of his heart beneath dark skin that smelled of clean sweat, rain, and sex. Her own body was a wreck—inner thighs slick with their combined fluids, pussy swollen and gaping, leaking thick streams of his cum with every step he took. The white cotton sundress lay abandoned somewhere on the kitchen floor like a shed skin she would never wear the same way again.
He kicked open the bedroom door with one booted foot. The room was immaculate, as always: queen bed with crisp white sheets tucked military-tight, Mark’s Bible open on the nightstand to the passage they’d read together last night, a small wooden cross hanging above the headboard. The faint scent of lavender from the diffuser Emily kept running competed with the raw musk rolling off their bodies.
Jamal didn’t hesitate. He carried her straight to the marital bed and laid her down in the center—on her back, legs splayed wide, pale skin glowing against the white sheets now destined to be stained. He stood at the foot of the bed for a long moment, simply looking at her: golden hair fanned across the pillow, small breasts heaving with every ragged breath, pink nipples still swollen and glistening from his earlier sucking, her shaved mound flushed dark pink and puffy, the lips of her once-modest pussy now parted obscenely, still drooling his thick white seed.
“Mark sleeps here every night,” Jamal said quietly, voice thick with dark satisfaction. “And tonight I’m gonna ruin this bed for him. Gonna make sure every time he lies down he smells me on these sheets.”
Emily whimpered, covering her face with both hands. “Please… don’t say that… this is wrong…”
He stripped quickly—boots kicked off, jeans and boxers shoved down, black T-shirt peeled away—until he stood naked and magnificent. His cock jutted straight out, still rock-hard despite two loads already pumped into her, veins thick and pulsing along the dark shaft, the fat mushroom head slick and angry. Heavy balls hung low, glistening with her juices.
He climbed onto the bed, knees sinking into the mattress on either side of her hips. “Hands down, baby. Let me see that pretty face while I fuck you in your husband’s bed.”
She obeyed slowly, arms falling to her sides, tears slipping sideways into her hair. Her blue eyes were glassy, pupils blown wide with shame-laced lust.
Jamal leaned down and captured her mouth in a deep, filthy kiss—tongue plunging straight in, claiming every corner, sucking on her tongue until she moaned helplessly into him. Their saliva mixed in wet, sloppy strings when he pulled back just enough to speak against her lips.
“You taste like sin now,” he growled. “My good little Christian wife, mouth full of black cock spit.”
He moved lower, latching onto her left breast again—sucking hard, teeth grazing the sensitive bud while his hand kneaded the right one roughly. Emily arched, crying out, fingers twisting in the sheets. He switched sides, sucking the other nipple deep into his hot mouth, tongue flicking rapidly over the peak until she was writhing beneath him.
Then he sat back on his heels, gripped her thighs, and spread her wide—ankles hooked over his thick forearms so her hips tilted up, presenting her dripping, cum-filled cunt like an offering.
“Look at this married white pussy,” he murmured, rubbing the fat head of his cock through her soaked folds, coating himself in their mess. “Already stretched, already leaking my cum, still begging for more.”
Emily’s face contorted—shame, fear, desperate need all warring across her features. “It… it still hurts a little… you’re so big…”
“I know, baby.” He pressed forward slowly. The thick head forced her tender lips apart again. She gasped sharply as the burning stretch returned—worse this time because she was already sore. “Ahhh—Jamal—it burns—slow—please—”
He paused, only the head inside, letting her adjust while he leaned down to kiss her again—deep, slow, tongue stroking hers in reassurance. “Breathe,” he whispered into her mouth. “You took it all before. You’ll take it again. And you’ll love it.”
Then he pushed deeper—inch by thick, veiny inch—watching her face the entire time. Her eyes squeezed shut, mouth falling open in a pained whimper, brows knitted together, tears leaking from the corners. “Oh God… it’s splitting me… I can feel every vein… it’s too much…”
When his heavy balls finally pressed against her ass and he bottomed out completely, both of them groaned in unison. Emily’s entire body shuddered, walls fluttering wildly around the impossible fullness.
Jamal held still for a long moment, savoring the tight, wet heat gripping him like a fist. Then he began to move—long, deep strokes that pulled almost all the way out before slamming back in. The wet, filthy slap of his hips meeting her ass filled the quiet bedroom: PLAP… PLAP… PLAP… Each powerful thrust made her small breasts bounce, made the headboard tap rhythmically against the wall, made her cry out in broken, rising moans.
“Fuck… listen to that,” he growled, voice rough with pleasure. “Hear how wet you are for black cock? Hear how your pussy’s sucking me back in every time?”
Emily’s face was a portrait of utter corruption—eyes half-lidded now, mouth slack and drooling, tongue peeking out as she panted. “Yes… oh fuck yes… I hear it… I feel it… you’re so deep… hitting places Mark never… never touched…”
He sped up—harder, faster—each thrust driving the air from her lungs in sharp cries. The slapping sounds grew louder, wetter, more obscene: PLAP-PLAP-PLAP-PLAP! His heavy balls smacked rhythmically against her ass, the sound echoing off the walls like a drumbeat of sin.
Jamal hooked her legs over his shoulders, folding her nearly in half, allowing him to plunge even deeper. The new angle made her scream—high, keening, animalistic. “There—right there—Jamal—oh God—right there—don’t stop—don’t stop—”
Her face contorted again, pleasure overtaking pain completely. Eyes rolled back, mouth wide in a continuous wail, tears streaming as another massive orgasm built. “I’m gonna cum—I’m gonna cum again—on your big black cock—in my husband’s bed—forgive me—forgive me—I’m cumming!”
She shattered—pussy clamping down like a vice, squirting hard around his pistoning shaft, soaking his groin, the sheets, everything. Her whole body convulsed, toes curling, fingers clawing at his back, leaving red trails across dark skin.
Jamal fucked her through it—relentless—growling low in his throat. “That’s it… cream all over this dick… mark this bed with your juices… show me how much you love it…”
He kept pounding—deep, punishing strokes—until her second orgasm crashed into the first, blending into a continuous wave of pleasure that left her limp and sobbing with ecstasy.
Only then did he let himself go—thrusting erratically, hips snapping, balls tightening. “Gonna fill you again, baby… gonna pump another load deep in this cheating white cunt…”
With a guttural roar he buried himself to the hilt and erupted—hot, thick spurts flooding her womb, overflowing, leaking out around his shaft in creamy white rivers. His face twisted in raw satisfaction—eyes squeezed shut, mouth open in a silent snarl, powerful neck corded, sweat dripping from his brow onto her trembling breasts.
They stayed locked together for long minutes, breathing in harsh pants, his cock still twitching inside her. Emily stared up at the ceiling, tears drying on her cheeks, body limp and ruined and utterly satisfied in a way she had never known existed.
Jamal finally pulled out with a wet slurp, watching his cum pour from her gaping, ruined hole onto Mark’s side of the bed. He leaned down, kissed her softly—almost tenderly—then murmured against her swollen lips:
“Bathroom’s next, baby. I’m gonna fuck you under the shower… make you clean me with that pretty mouth again… then fill you one more time while the water washes away your tears.”
Emily closed her eyes, a final, broken sob escaping her.
She didn’t say no.
She couldn’t anymore.
Chapter 7: The Bathroom Baptism
Jamal cradled Emily against his chest as he carried her down the hallway toward the master bathroom, her limp limbs dangling, head lolling against his shoulder. Her breathing was still ragged—short, hiccuping gasps that came between soft, involuntary whimpers. Cum continued to leak from her abused cunt in slow, viscous trails, smearing along the dark skin of his forearm where he held her thighs apart. Every few steps the thick fluid would drip onto the hardwood floor, leaving a faint trail of evidence behind them.
He shouldered the bathroom door open. The space was small and pristine: white subway tiles, fluffy cream towels folded precisely on the rack, a single orchid in a ceramic pot on the windowsill. The large walk-in shower stood at the far end, glass doors spotless, rainfall showerhead gleaming overhead. Mark’s razor and Emily’s lavender body wash sat side by side on the marble ledge like silent witnesses.
Jamal set her down gently on the closed toilet lid. Her legs wouldn’t hold her; they trembled and buckled almost immediately. She sat there naked, thighs spread, pussy still gaping and red, swollen lips glistening with their mixed spend. Her golden hair clung damply to her tear-streaked face. Her blue eyes—once so clear and devout—were now hazy, pupils dilated, staring up at him with a mixture of exhaustion, guilt, and helpless craving.
He reached into the shower and turned the water on hot. Steam began to rise almost instantly, fogging the glass. The sound of water drumming against tile filled the quiet space.
“Stand up, baby,” he said softly, voice low and commanding in that velvet baritone she could no longer resist. “We’re not finished until I’ve washed every inch of you… and then dirtied you again.”
Emily pushed herself upright on shaking legs. She swayed. Jamal caught her waist with one large hand, steadying her while the other cupped her chin, tilting her face up.
“Look at me.”
She did. Tears welled fresh in her eyes.
“You still want this?” he asked, thumb brushing her swollen lower lip. “Or do you want me to leave right now, let you try to scrub me off your skin and pretend none of this happened?”
Her lips trembled. A long moment passed—only the hiss of the shower and her uneven breathing.
Then she whispered, so quietly it was almost lost in the steam:
“Don’t leave.”
Satisfaction darkened his gaze. He kissed her then—deep, slow, filthy. Tongues sliding together in wet, hungry strokes, his full lips devouring hers until she moaned into his mouth and her small hands clutched at his broad shoulders. When he broke the kiss, a thick string of saliva connected their lips for a heartbeat before snapping.
He guided her into the shower.
Hot water cascaded over them both the moment they stepped under the rainfall head. Emily gasped at the sudden heat, skin prickling as rivulets ran down her pale breasts, her flat stomach, between her thighs where it mingled with the cum still leaking from her. Jamal stepped in behind her, towering over her, water streaming over his powerful dark frame, tracing every ridge of muscle, making his skin gleam like polished obsidian.
He turned her to face him, pressing her back against the cool tile wall. The contrast—hot water pouring down, cold tile at her spine—made her shiver violently.
Jamal dropped to one knee in front of her.
He lifted one of her legs, hooking it over his thick shoulder, spreading her wide under the spray. Water pounded against her swollen clit as he leaned in and dragged his tongue slowly up the length of her slit—tasting their combined mess, salt and cream and her own sweet arousal. Emily cried out, hands flying to his head, fingers tangling in his short wet curls.
“Jamal—oh God—your tongue—it’s too much—”
He didn’t stop. He ate her ravenously—lips sealing around her clit, sucking hard while his tongue flicked rapidly over the sensitive nub. Two thick fingers plunged into her sopping cunt, curling upward to stroke that spot inside that made her knees buckle. Water poured into her open mouth as she gasped and moaned, choking on her own cries.
He pulled back just long enough to growl against her mound:
“Cum for me again, Emily. Right here. Squirting all over my face while your husband’s shower runs.”
She shattered almost instantly—back arching off the tile, hips bucking against his mouth, a high, broken scream tearing from her throat as she came hard. Clear fluid gushed from her, mixing with the shower water, splashing against his cheeks and chin. Jamal drank it greedily, groaning in deep satisfaction as her thighs clamped around his head.
When the spasms finally eased he rose, spinning her around so her front pressed to the tile, ass presented. He kicked her feet wider apart.
“Hands on the wall,” he ordered.
She obeyed, palms flat against the wet surface, forehead resting on her forearms.
Jamal gripped her hips, lined up his throbbing black cock, and thrust in one brutal stroke—burying every thick inch to the hilt in her sore, dripping pussy.
Emily screamed—raw, animalistic—the sound echoing off the tiles. The stretch was merciless this time, her walls still fluttering from the last orgasm, tender and overstimulated. Pain flared bright and hot, then melted instantly into blinding pleasure as he bottomed out and his heavy balls slapped wetly against her clit.
PLAP!
The first thrust was devastating.
PLAP! PLAP! PLAP!
He fucked her hard and fast under the pounding water—hips snapping forward with punishing force, each deep plunge making her small breasts bounce and slap against the tile. The wet, obscene sound of flesh meeting flesh was amplified by the enclosed space: loud, rhythmic, filthy. Water sluiced down their bodies, carrying away sweat and cum only for more to replace it.
“Look at you,” Jamal growled against her ear, one hand sliding up to palm her breast, pinching the nipple hard. “Bent over in your own bathroom, taking this big black dick like you were born for it. Your tight little Christian cunt is gripping me so fucking good.”
Emily’s face was pressed to the tile—cheek flattened, mouth open in a continuous wail, eyes rolled back, drool mixing with shower water on her chin. “Yes—yes—fuck me—harder—Jamal—please—I need it—I need your cock—fill me again—make me yours—”
He reached around with his free hand, finding her clit and rubbing fast, rough circles while he pounded into her from behind. The dual assault was too much. She came again—violently—pussy spasming, squirting around his pistoning shaft, legs shaking so badly he had to hold her up.
Jamal didn’t slow. He fucked her through the orgasm, then through the aftershocks, until she was sobbing with overstimulation and still begging for more.
Finally his rhythm faltered—thrusts turning erratic, hips slamming forward with bruising force.
“Gonna cum, baby—gonna flood this cheating white pussy one more time—right here where you wash your sins away every morning—”
With a guttural roar he buried himself balls-deep and erupted—hot, thick jets of cum painting her insides, overflowing instantly, running down her thighs in milky streams that the shower water couldn’t quite wash away.
He held her there, cock still twitching inside her, both of them panting under the hot spray.
When he finally pulled out, a gush of cum poured from her ruined hole, swirling down the drain with the water. Emily’s legs gave out completely. She sank to her knees on the wet tile, trembling, spent, utterly broken and remade.
Jamal knelt behind her, pulling her back against his chest, wrapping strong arms around her shaking body. He kissed the side of her neck softly—almost tenderly.
“You’re mine now, Emily,” he whispered against her wet skin. “Every time you step into this shower, every time you lie in that bed, every time you look at your husband—you’ll feel me. You’ll ache for me. And you’ll call me again. Because you can’t go back to vanilla anymore.”
She didn’t answer. She only turned her face into his neck, closed her eyes, and let the hot water continue to pour over them both—washing nothing away.
Chapter 8: The Aftermath and the Hunger
Emily remained on her knees in the shower long after Jamal turned off the water. Steam still hung thick in the air, curling around her like smoke from a dying fire. Her body felt foreign—every muscle loose and quivering, skin flushed and oversensitive, the space between her thighs a constant, throbbing ache. Cum continued to seep from her in slow, lazy pulses, mixing with the last trickles of shower water that swirled down the drain. She stared at the white porcelain floor, watching the milky evidence of what they’d done disappear, knowing it would never truly be gone.
Jamal stood above her, toweling off slowly. Water droplets traced lazy paths down the hard planes of his chest and abdomen before he wiped them away. His cock—still semi-hard, thick and dark and glistening—hung heavy between his powerful thighs. He looked down at her with quiet possession, eyes tracing the red marks his mouth and hands had left on her pale skin: faint bruises blooming along her hips where he’d gripped her, a dark hickey at the base of her throat, swollen nipples still glistening from his earlier sucking.
He crouched in front of her, cupping her chin gently, forcing her dazed gaze to meet his.
“You okay, baby?” His voice was softer now, almost tender.
Emily swallowed. Her throat felt raw from crying out, from taking him so deep. “I… I don’t know what I am anymore.”
He brushed a wet strand of golden hair from her cheek. “You’re still you. Just… more awake now.”
She closed her eyes. Fresh tears slipped free—not from regret exactly, but from the terrifying realization that regret was no longer the dominant emotion. Hunger was.
Jamal helped her to her feet. Her legs shook violently; he had to half-carry her out of the shower. He wrapped her in one of the fluffy cream towels—Mark’s favorite, the one he always used after his morning run—and dried her with careful strokes, almost reverent. When he reached between her thighs she flinched at the contact, still too sensitive, but he only wiped gently, collecting the last of their combined fluids on the soft fabric.
“Mark comes home tonight,” she whispered, staring at her own reflection in the fogged mirror. Her lips were puffy, cheeks blotchy from crying and orgasms, eyes red-rimmed. She looked like a woman who had been thoroughly, repeatedly claimed.
“I know,” Jamal said simply. He stepped behind her, pressing his still-naked body to her back, letting her feel the heat and weight of him one more time. His semi-hard cock nestled against the small of her back. “You gonna be able to look him in the eye? Sit across the dinner table from him with my cum still leaking out of you?”
A violent shiver ran through her. “I have to.”
He kissed the side of her neck—soft, lingering. “You will. And every time he kisses you goodnight, every time he reaches for you in the dark, you’ll feel the ghost of me instead. You’ll compare. You’ll ache. And when the craving gets too strong…” He reached around, slid two thick fingers between her swollen folds, gathering the slick remnants of his seed. “…you’ll call me.”
He brought his fingers to her lips. Emily opened without hesitation, sucking them clean—tasting salt, musk, herself, him. Her eyes fluttered closed in shameful bliss.
Jamal groaned low in his throat. “Good girl.”
He stepped away then, giving her space to breathe, to think. He dressed quickly—jeans, black T-shirt, boots—while she stood wrapped in the towel, watching him with wide, haunted eyes.
When he was clothed again he pulled her into his arms one last time. The hug was surprisingly gentle, almost protective. He pressed a slow, deep kiss to her forehead.
“I’m not disappearing, Emily. You’ve got my number. You know where to find me. But I’m not gonna chase you. This has to be your choice—every single time.”
She nodded against his chest, unable to speak.
He released her, stepped back, gave her one last long look—dark eyes burning with promise—and walked out of the bathroom. She heard his boots on the stairs, the front door opening and closing softly, the rumble of his truck starting in the driveway.
Silence rushed back in.
Emily stood there for a long time, towel clutched to her chest, listening to the house settle around her. The clock on the wall ticked past four. Mark would be home in three hours.
She moved like someone in a dream.
First she stripped the bedsheets—both the marital bed and the guest-room spares she’d have to pull out later. The fabric was ruined: wet spots, streaks of cum, the unmistakable scent of sex clinging to every thread. She bundled them into the washing machine on the hottest cycle, added extra detergent, prayed the machine would erase what her body refused to forget.
She showered again—alone this time—scrubbing until her skin was pink and stinging, trying to wash him off. It didn’t work. Every time she closed her eyes she saw his dark hands on her pale breasts, felt the stretch of his thick cock splitting her open, heard the wet slap of their bodies and her own broken cries echoing off the bathroom tiles.
She dressed carefully: modest navy skirt that fell below the knee, high-necked white blouse buttoned to the collar, hair pinned in its usual neat chignon. She looked like the same conservative Christian wife who had opened the door to a plumber days ago.
But she wasn’t.
When Mark walked through the front door at seven-fifteen, calling her name with his usual cheerful “Honey, I’m home!”, she was in the kitchen stirring spaghetti sauce. The scent of garlic and tomatoes filled the air—normal, domestic, safe.
He kissed her cheek. “Smells amazing. Rough day?”
She forced a smile. “Just… busy.”
He didn’t notice the faint tremor in her hands, the way she kept her thighs pressed tightly together to stop the slow leak that still trickled from her. He didn’t see the way her gaze flicked to the sink where Jamal had first fucked her, or the way her breath caught when Mark’s hand brushed her waist—gentle, familiar, utterly inadequate compared to the bruising grip she now craved.
They ate dinner at the small kitchen table. Mark talked about his day—church business, a parishioner in the hospital, plans for the upcoming youth retreat. Emily nodded, murmured appropriate responses, pushed pasta around her plate.
Afterward they cleared the dishes together. Mark’s hand rested on the small of her back as he reached past her to put a glass in the drying rack. She stiffened.
“You okay?” he asked, frowning slightly.
“Fine,” she lied. “Just tired.”
He kissed her temple. “Early night then. I’ll lock up.”
In bed that night, lights off as always, Mark reached for her under the covers. His touch was gentle, familiar—fingers tracing her hip, lips brushing her neck in the same soft pattern he’d used for nine years.
Emily closed her eyes.
And saw Jamal.
Felt the ghost of thick black cock stretching her, filling her, owning her.
Mark slid inside her—small, careful, loving.
She faked it beautifully—soft moans, gentle gasps, the same quiet “I love you” she always whispered when he finished.
But inside, her body screamed for more—for harder, deeper, rougher. For the brutal stretch, the relentless pounding, the filthy words growled against her ear.
When Mark rolled over and fell asleep, Emily lay awake staring at the ceiling.
Her hand drifted between her thighs.
She touched herself—slowly at first, then faster—picturing Jamal’s dark hands pinning her wrists, his powerful hips slamming into her, his deep voice commanding her to cum again and again.
She came silently—teeth sunk into her lower lip, body arching under the covers—while her husband slept peacefully beside her.
Afterward she stared at the nightstand drawer where Jamal’s card still waited.
She didn’t reach for it.
Not tonight.
But she knew—with sick, thrilling certainty—that she would.
Soon.
Very soon.
The hunger had taken root.
And it was only growing.
Chapter 9: The Banker's Revenge
Three days had dragged by in a haze of secret shame and gnawing hunger that no amount of prayer, cold showers, or desperate late-night masturbation could quench. Emily moved through her days like a ghost in her own life—cooking Mark’s meals, smiling through church committee meetings, folding laundry with mechanical precision—while every quiet moment replayed the relentless stretch of Jamal’s thick black cock, the wet slap of his hips against her ass, the taste of his cum flooding her throat and womb. She had come to crave it like oxygen. Mark’s gentle, familiar lovemaking now felt like a pale shadow, leaving her aching and empty even as he rolled off her and fell asleep.
On Thursday afternoon, with Mark safely at the church office until after dinner, Emily’s resistance finally shattered. She sat on the edge of the marital bed—still faintly stained despite three washes—and dialed the number she had sworn she would never use again.
Jamal answered on the second ring, his deep voice rolling through the phone like warm honey. “Hey, baby. Been waiting for this call.”
Emily’s breath hitched. “I… I can’t stop thinking about you. Please. I need… just once more. Mark’s gone all afternoon. Can you come over?”
A low chuckle. “Not today, Emily. I want you to come to me. My apartment. 1428 Pine Grove, apartment 3B. Be here in thirty minutes. Wear that pretty white sundress again—the one I ruined in your kitchen. And don’t wear panties. I want easy access when you walk through my door.”
Her cheeks burned. “Jamal, I—”
“Thirty minutes, baby. Or I’ll assume you don’t really need this anymore.” He hung up.
She dressed exactly as instructed, the thin cotton whispering against her bare, already-damp pussy with every step. The drive across town felt like walking a tightrope over hellfire—guilt clawing at her chest, arousal throbbing between her thighs. When she knocked on the plain wooden door of apartment 3B, her knees were shaking.
Jamal opened it wearing only low-slung gray sweatpants that did nothing to hide the heavy outline of his massive cock. His dark, muscular torso gleamed under the low lights. He pulled her inside instantly, kicking the door shut, and crushed his mouth to hers in a deep, devouring kiss—tongue plunging, claiming, sucking on hers until she moaned helplessly and melted against his broad chest.
“That’s my good girl,” he murmured against her swollen lips, hands sliding under the sundress to cup her bare ass. “So wet already. I can smell how bad you need it.”
He walked her backward into the small living room, never breaking the kiss, until the backs of her knees hit the couch. Only then did he pull away, eyes dark with lust and something else—something calculating.
“Before we start, baby, I want you to meet someone.”
Emily blinked, dazed, lips glistening. “What?”
A heavy shape shifted on the far side of the couch. A man rose slowly—enormous, easily three hundred pounds, his belly hanging over the waistband of stained khakis, thick rolls of fat straining a too-tight black polo shirt. His face was broad and ugly: puffy cheeks, small beady eyes set deep in dark skin, a wide flat nose, and thick lips stretched into a leering grin that revealed uneven yellow teeth. Greasy black hair clung to his scalp. He smelled faintly of cheap cologne and sweat.
Emily’s stomach dropped through the floor.
Marcus.
The bank teller. The one who had stared at her breasts during every deposit for over a year, who had once leaned too close and whispered, “Damn, white girl, that ass looks like it needs a real man,” loud enough for the line behind her to hear. She had yelled at him right there in the lobby—called him disgusting, demanded to see the manager, threatened to close her account. The memory burned hot in her cheeks.
Marcus’s small eyes raked over her body like hands, lingering on the hard points of her nipples poking through the thin sundress. “Well, well, well. If it isn’t the stuck-up little Christian bitch from the bank. Still looking all pure and proper… but we both know that’s a lie now, don’t we?”
Emily stumbled backward, clutching the hem of her dress. “Jamal—what is this? I’m leaving—”
Jamal caught her wrist gently but firmly, pulling her back against his hard chest. His voice dropped to that velvet tone that always melted her resistance. “Easy, baby. Marcus is my oldest friend. We grew up together. He told me all about the hot little blonde who humiliated him at the bank last year—how he’s jerked off thinking about pounding that tight white pussy ever since. I promised him a chance to get even… if you’re the good girl I know you are.”
Her eyes widened in horror. “You promised him—? Jamal, no! I’m not doing this! He’s… he’s disgusting! I yelled at him for a reason!”
Marcus laughed, a wet, phlegmy sound, and stepped closer. His massive belly jiggled with every movement. “Yeah, you did, bitch. Called me a pervert in front of twenty people. Made me look small. But look at you now—standing here with no panties, pussy dripping for black cock. Jamal says you’ve turned into a real black-cock addict. Says you let him ruin that married white cunt in your own kitchen, your own bed, your own shower. So I figure it’s only fair I get my turn.”
Emily shook her head frantically, tears pricking her eyes. “Jamal, please… I only want you. I’ll do anything for you—just not him. Not like this.”
Jamal cupped her face, forcing her to look at him. His thumbs stroked her cheeks tenderly even as his eyes burned with dark intent. “Here’s the deal, baby. You let Marcus have what he wants today—everything he wants—and I’ll fuck you afterward until you can’t walk. I’ll give you three loads, right here, right now, while he watches. But if you walk out that door… you never get this cock again. Ever. Your choice. Prove to me how bad you really need it.”
The words landed like a hammer. Emily’s body betrayed her instantly—fresh slickness coating her bare thighs, nipples aching, clit throbbing at the mere thought of Jamal’s cock. She glanced at Marcus again and shuddered. He was already palming the obscene bulge in his khakis, a thick, short but girthy shape straining the fabric.
“I… I can’t…” she whispered, voice breaking.
Marcus grinned wider. “Oh, you will, white bitch. I’ve waited two years to own this pussy. Dreamed about it every time I cashed your husband’s checks. Knew one day I’d have you bent over, screaming on my fat black dick. And today’s the day.”
Jamal kissed her again—deep, slow, tongue-fucking her mouth until her knees buckled and a helpless moan escaped her. When he pulled back, he whispered against her lips, “Be a good girl for me, Emily. Just this once. Let him touch you. Let him taste what I’ve turned you into.”
Tears spilled down her cheeks, but the hunger won. She gave one tiny, defeated nod.
Marcus wasted no time. He lumbered forward, grabbed the front of her sundress with meaty hands, and yanked it down to her waist, exposing her small, perfect white breasts. His beady eyes lit up with pure, ugly lust.
“Fuck, look at these tits. Been staring at them through that prim little blouse for years.” He palmed both roughly, thick fingers digging into soft flesh, thumbs flicking her stiff pink nipples. Emily gasped, shame flooding her as unwanted sparks of pleasure shot straight to her clit. Marcus leaned down—his heavy belly pressing against her stomach—and sucked one nipple into his hot, wet mouth with a loud, obscene slurp. He sucked hard, hollowing his cheeks, teeth grazing the sensitive bud while his other hand twisted the opposite nipple.
“Oh God… stop… please…” Emily whimpered, but her back arched involuntarily, pushing her breast deeper into his mouth.
Marcus released the nipple with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting his thick lips to her glistening peak. “Stop? Bitch, I’m just getting started. Remember when you yelled at me in the bank? ‘You’re disgusting, stay away from me’? Now look at you—tits out, letting this fat ugly nigger suck on your married white nipples like a whore.”
He switched sides, sucking the other breast even harder, one hand sliding down to shove two thick fingers straight into her soaked, bare pussy without warning. Emily cried out at the sudden stretch—his fingers shorter than Jamal’s but stubby and rough, curling viciously against her G-spot.
Jamal stood behind her, holding her upright, kissing the side of her neck. “That’s it, baby. Let him finger that greedy cunt. Feel how wet you are for him already? Your body knows what it needs.”
Marcus pumped his fingers faster, the wet squelching sounds filling the room. “Yeah, listen to that sloppy white pussy. I knew you were a secret slut. Knew I’d pound this hole one day. Gonna wreck it, bitch. Gonna make you my personal white cumdump.”
Emily sobbed—half in horror, half in building, traitorous pleasure—as Marcus’s ugly mouth continued devouring her breasts and his fat fingers fucked her relentlessly. She was already close, hips rocking shamefully against his hand, when he suddenly pulled his fingers free and shoved them into her mouth.
“Taste how much you want this, bitch,” he growled. “Suck them clean while I get my cock out. Time for you to choke on the dick you once called disgusting.”
Emily’s tear-filled eyes widened as Marcus unzipped his khakis and hauled out his cock—short but brutally thick, darker than Jamal’s, veined and already leaking precum from the wide, blunt head. The heavy, musky scent hit her like a slap.
She glanced desperately at Jamal. He simply nodded once, eyes gleaming with satisfaction.
Reluctantly, brokenly, Emily sank to her knees between the two black men, the sundress pooled around her waist, breasts heaving, pussy dripping down her thighs.
Marcus grabbed a fistful of her golden hair and slapped his thick cock against her cheek. “Open up, bank bitch. Time to pay for that yelling with your throat.”
And as Emily parted her trembling lips, tears streaming, the first humiliating inch of Marcus’s fat black cock pushed into her mouth—Jamal watching with dark approval—Emily knew the fall she had begun with one man was about to become something far darker, far more degrading.
And worse… some treacherous part of her was already throbbing for it.
Chapter 10: The Throat of Humiliation
Emily knelt on the worn carpet of Jamal’s small living room, the thin white sundress bunched around her waist like a discarded flag of surrender. Her small, pale breasts heaved with every shallow breath, nipples still glistening and swollen from Marcus’s rough sucking. Tears streaked her flushed cheeks in dark mascara trails, but the worst betrayal was lower—between her spread thighs, her bare pussy lips were puffy and slick, betraying how shamefully wet she had become from the fat man’s fingers and cruel words.
Marcus towered over her, his massive gut hanging over the open fly of his khakis, the thick, stubby black cock jutting out like a blunt weapon. It wasn’t as long as Jamal’s—maybe six inches—but the girth was obscene, easily as thick as Emily’s wrist at the base, veins bulging along the dark shaft, the wide mushroom head already smeared with a fat bead of precum that dripped slowly onto the carpet between her knees.
He grabbed a fistful of her golden hair with one meaty hand, yanking her head back so she was forced to look up at his ugly, leering face.
“Open that pretty white mouth, bank bitch,” he growled, voice thick with years of pent-up lust and resentment. “You yelled at me in front of everyone, called me disgusting. Said I’d never touch a woman like you. Well, look who’s on her knees now. Time to choke on the dick you said was beneath you.”
Emily’s lips trembled. She glanced sideways at Jamal, who leaned against the wall with arms crossed, sweatpants still tented obscenely, watching with dark, approving eyes.
“Be good for me, baby,” Jamal murmured. “Show Marcus how much you’ve learned. Take him deep. Swallow every inch like the addict you are. Then I’ll reward you.”
A broken sob escaped her, but her mouth opened anyway—slowly, reluctantly—pink lips parting just enough for Marcus to shove forward.
The fat head forced her jaw wide instantly. Emily gagged hard the moment the blunt tip hit the back of her throat, eyes watering instantly, tears spilling fresh down her cheeks. Marcus didn’t pause. He gripped her hair tighter and pushed deeper, the thick shaft stretching her lips into a thin, obscene O around his girth.
“Fuck—look at that,” Marcus groaned, hips rocking forward in short, brutal thrusts. “Tight little Christian throat finally getting what it deserves. Been dreaming about this for two years—picturing you gagging on my fat black cock every time I saw you walk into the bank in those prim skirts.”
Emily’s hands flew to his thick thighs, not pushing away exactly, but clutching in panic as her throat convulsed around the invading meat. Wet, choking gurgles filled the room—gluck-gluck-gluck—as he fucked her face with increasing force. Drool poured from the corners of her stretched mouth in thick strings, dripping onto her bare breasts, mixing with the saliva already coating her chin from Marcus’s earlier tit-sucking.
Marcus’s free hand reached down and slapped one of her tits hard—once, twice—making the soft flesh jiggle and turn pink. “These tits were made for black hands, weren’t they? Always bouncing under those buttoned-up blouses. I used to stare at your nipples poking through and jerk off in the break room thinking about slapping them while I fucked your face.”
Emily whimpered around his cock, the vibration making Marcus groan louder. Her eyes rolled back slightly as he pushed deeper—half his length now buried in her throat, the fat head bullying past her gag reflex. She choked violently, nose pressed into the coarse, wiry hair at his groin, the musky scent of sweat and old cologne overwhelming her.
“That’s it—take it all, you stuck-up little whore,” Marcus snarled, holding her there, hips grinding in slow circles so the thick base stretched her lips to their limit. “Feel that? That’s two years of blue balls you’re choking on. Every time you walked past my window and looked at me like I was trash—I knew. Knew one day I’d have this mouth stuffed full, your throat milking my dick while you cried like the bitch you are.”
He pulled back suddenly—just enough for her to gasp a desperate breath—then slammed forward again, balls slapping wetly against her chin. The wet, obscene sounds of her throat-fucking echoed through the apartment: gluck-gluck-slurp-gluck. Emily’s face was a mess—red, tear-streaked, mascara running in black rivers, lips swollen and shiny with spit.
Jamal stepped closer, stroking the massive bulge in his sweatpants. “Look at her, Marcus. She’s dripping. Spread those legs wider, baby—show him how wet this makes you.”
Trembling, Emily shifted her knees farther apart. Marcus reached down with one thick hand and shoved three stubby fingers straight into her sopping cunt without warning. The sudden stretch made her scream around his cock—muffled, garbled—but the vibration only made him thrust harder.
“Fuck, she’s soaked,” Marcus laughed, pumping his fingers roughly in time with his hips. “This married white pussy is gushing just from choking on my dick. Tell me, bitch—did you ever think the fat, ugly teller you screamed at would one day have his fingers knuckle-deep in your cheating cunt while you deepthroat him?”
Emily couldn’t answer—couldn’t do anything but gag and drool and take it—but her hips betrayed her completely, rocking forward onto his invading fingers, chasing the rough friction even as shame burned through her.
Marcus pulled his cock free with a wet pop, leaving her gasping, coughing, strings of thick saliva connecting her swollen lips to his glistening shaft. He slapped the heavy meat across her tear-streaked face—once, twice, three times—leaving shiny streaks of precum and spit on her cheeks.
“Beg for it,” he demanded. “Beg the disgusting nigger you hated to fuck your throat again.”
Emily’s voice was hoarse, broken. “P-please… fuck my throat again… I’m sorry… I’m sorry I yelled at you…”
Marcus grinned, yellow teeth flashing. “That’s right. Apologize with your mouth.”
He shoved back in—deeper this time—until his heavy balls rested against her chin and her nose was buried in his pubes. He held her there, grinding, letting her throat convulse and milk him while she struggled for air.
When he finally pulled out, Emily collapsed forward, coughing violently, spit and precum dripping in long strands from her chin onto the carpet. Her breasts heaved, nipples diamond-hard despite—or because of—the humiliation.
Marcus wasn’t finished. He grabbed her by the hair and dragged her toward the couch.
“Get on all fours, bitch. Ass up. I’m gonna wreck that pussy next—make sure every time you walk into my bank you remember who owns it now.”
Emily looked up at Jamal one last time—pleading, desperate, already ruined.
Jamal only smiled, dark and satisfied.
“Climb up, baby,” he said softly. “Let Marcus take what he’s waited for. Then I’ll fuck the memory of him right out of you.”
With a final, trembling sob, Emily crawled onto the couch—knees sinking into the cushions, ass presented high, sundress rucked up around her waist, bare pussy and tight pink asshole exposed and glistening.
Marcus stepped behind her, thick cock in hand, stroking slowly as he admired the pale, perfect curves he had lusted after for so long.
“Time to pay up, white bitch,” he growled, rubbing the fat head along her dripping slit. “This pussy’s mine now.”
And with one brutal, merciless thrust, he buried every thick inch inside her—stretching her sore, Jamal-stretched cunt to its absolute limit.
Emily screamed—raw, broken, echoing through the apartment—as Marcus began to pound her without mercy, heavy belly slapping against her ass with every vicious stroke.
The revenge had only just begun.
Chapter 11: The Pounding of Retribution
Emily’s scream tore through the small apartment the instant Marcus buried his fat black cock inside her. The stretch was brutal—different from Jamal’s long, deep invasions. Marcus was shorter but impossibly thick, his girth forcing her sore, Jamal-stretched walls apart in a burning, relentless pressure that made her feel like she was being split open from the inside. Her pale ass cheeks jiggled violently as his heavy belly slammed against her lower back with every savage thrust, the wet, meaty slap of flesh on flesh echoing louder than anything she had endured before.
PLAP! PLAP! PLAP!
The sound was obscene, rhythmic, unforgiving. Each powerful stroke drove the air from her lungs in sharp, broken cries. Her small breasts swung heavily beneath her, nipples scraping against the rough fabric of the couch cushions. Drool still dripped from her chin from the throat-fucking, mixing with fresh tears that fell in steady streams onto the upholstery.
Marcus gripped her hips with both meaty hands—fingers digging deep into soft white flesh, leaving red imprints that would bruise by morning. He didn’t ease in, didn’t give her time to adjust. He fucked her like a man reclaiming stolen property—hard, fast, punishing.
“Fuck—tight little white cunt finally getting what it deserves,” he grunted, voice thick and wet with lust. “Been waiting two years to wreck this pussy. Every time you strutted into my bank in those modest skirts, tits bouncing just enough to tease, I knew. Knew one day I’d have you bent over like this—screaming on my fat dick while your stuck-up husband prayed somewhere.”
Emily’s face was pressed sideways into the couch, cheek flattened, mouth open in a continuous wail. Her golden hair clung damply to her tear-streaked skin. “Please—Marcus—it hurts—too thick—slow—oh God—”
“Slow?” He laughed—a harsh, phlegmy bark—and slapped her right ass cheek hard enough to leave a bright red handprint. “Bitch, you don’t get slow. You get pounded. You get owned. This pussy’s mine now. Every time you deposit a check with that pretty smile, you’ll feel me stretching you again.”
He leaned over her, his massive gut pressing heavily against her back, smothering her smaller frame. The weight pinned her down, made every breath a struggle. His thick lips brushed her ear as he growled, “Remember when you yelled at me? ‘You’re disgusting, stay away from decent women’? Look at you now—ass up, cunt dripping, taking this disgusting nigger’s cock like a trained whore.”
Emily sobbed harder, but her hips—traitorous, addicted—rocked back to meet his brutal thrusts. The burn of the stretch was morphing into something darker, something hotter. Each deep plunge dragged his fat shaft along every sensitive ridge inside her, hitting places Jamal’s longer cock had grazed but never filled so completely. Her clit throbbed untouched, swollen and desperate.
Marcus reached around with one hand and pinched her clit between two thick fingers—rough, twisting. Emily bucked violently, a high, keening cry ripping from her throat.
“That’s it—cum for the ugly fat man you hated,” he snarled. “Cum on this dick you said was beneath you. Show Jamal how much you love being used.”
Jamal stood close now, stroking his massive black cock through his sweatpants, eyes locked on the sight of Emily’s pale body jolting with every punishing stroke. “Look at her take it, Marcus. She’s creaming already. That married white pussy is gripping you like a vice.”
Emily’s eyes rolled back, mouth slack, tongue lolling slightly as the pressure built to an unbearable peak. “No—no—I can’t—oh fuck—I’m gonna—Marcus—please—”
He slammed in harder—once, twice, three times—belly slapping her ass so violently the couch creaked.
She shattered.
Her entire body convulsed, pussy clamping down around his thick shaft in violent spasms. Clear fluid squirted around his pistoning cock, soaking his balls, dripping down her thighs onto the cushions. Her scream was raw, animalistic—high and broken—face contorted in shameful ecstasy, tears streaming, mouth wide in a silent wail as wave after wave crashed through her.
Marcus didn’t slow. He fucked her through the orgasm—harder if anything—growling in satisfaction as her walls milked him. “That’s right—squirt for me, bitch. Soak my dick like the slut you are. Your husband could never make you cum like this. Never make you scream like a whore.”
He pulled out suddenly—cock glistening with her cream—and flipped her onto her back with surprising strength for his size. Emily landed on the couch cushions, legs splayed wide, sundress still bunched around her waist, breasts heaving, pussy gaping and red, leaking a steady stream of her own juices mixed with traces of Jamal’s earlier loads.
Marcus climbed between her thighs, gut hanging heavily, and slapped his thick cock against her swollen clit—once, twice—making her jolt and whimper.
“Look at me while I fuck you,” he demanded, grabbing her chin and forcing her tear-filled eyes to meet his beady, triumphant ones. “I want to see your face when I fill this cheating cunt. Want to watch the moment you realize you belong to the fat, ugly teller you humiliated.”
He notched the fat head at her entrance and thrust in again—slow this time, deliberate, letting her feel every veiny inch as he sank to the root. Emily’s back arched sharply, mouth falling open in a silent scream, hands clawing at the cushions.
“Feel that?” Marcus groaned, beginning to roll his hips in deep, grinding circles. “That’s me owning you. Every thick inch claiming what you said I’d never have.”
He picked up speed—long, powerful strokes that made her small body bounce beneath his massive frame. Her breasts jiggled with every thrust, nipples hard and aching. The wet, filthy slap of his heavy balls against her ass resumed—louder now, wetter, more obscene.
PLAP-PLAP-PLAP-PLAP!
Marcus leaned down, capturing one swollen nipple in his mouth and sucking hard—teeth grazing, tongue swirling—while his hips never stopped pounding. Emily’s hands flew to his shoulders—not pushing away, but clutching, nails digging into rolls of fat as another orgasm built fast and merciless.
“Gonna cum again, aren’t you?” he taunted around her nipple. “Gonna cream all over the cock you hated. Say it, bitch. Tell me you love this fat black dick.”
Emily’s voice cracked, barely audible through sobs and moans. “I—I love it—oh God—I love your fat cock—please—don’t stop—fill me—Marcus—fill me—”
Marcus roared in triumph. His thrusts turned erratic—short, brutal, slamming deep. His heavy balls tightened, cock swelling even thicker inside her.
“Here it comes, white bitch—gonna flood this pussy—mark you as mine—”
With one final, bone-jarring thrust he buried himself to the hilt and erupted—hot, thick ropes of cum blasting against her cervix, overflowing instantly, leaking out around his shaft in creamy white rivers that soaked the couch beneath her.
Emily came with him—harder than before—pussy spasming wildly, milking every drop, squirting again in helpless pulses as her body shook beneath his crushing weight. Her face was a picture of utter ruin—eyes rolled back, mouth slack and drooling, tears streaming, cheeks flushed crimson with shame and shattering pleasure.
Marcus stayed buried inside her for long moments, panting, sweat dripping from his brow onto her trembling breasts. Finally he pulled out with a wet slurp, watching his thick load pour from her gaping, ruined hole.
He slapped her clit lightly—making her jolt—and grinned down at her.
“That’s just the warm-up, bitch. Turn over. I want that tight little asshole next. Time to claim every hole you’ve got.”
Emily’s eyes widened in fresh terror, fresh hunger.
She looked to Jamal—pleading, broken.
Jamal only nodded once, stroking his massive cock, eyes blazing.
“Give it to him, baby,” he said softly. “Show him how deep you can fall for me.”
And as Emily slowly rolled onto her stomach—ass presented, trembling, already knowing the pain to come—Marcus spat into his palm, coated his still-hard cock, and pressed the fat head against her virgin pink pucker.
The real punishment was only beginning.
Chapter 12: The Breaking of the Last Hole
Emily lay face-down on the couch, ass raised high, knees spread wide on the cushions, sundress still tangled uselessly around her waist. Her golden hair clung to her sweat-damp back in wet strands. Her small body trembled uncontrollably—legs shaking from the two shattering orgasms Marcus had already forced from her, pussy still gaping and leaking thick ropes of his cum down her inner thighs in slow, obscene trails. The air in the apartment was heavy with the musky scent of sex: sweat, cum, her own arousal, the faint tang of tears.
Marcus stood behind her, stroking his fat black cock—still rock-hard, glistening with her cream and his own spend. He spat a thick glob of saliva directly onto her tiny, untouched pink pucker, watching it slide down the tight ring of muscle before smearing it roughly with the blunt head of his dick.
Emily’s breath hitched in terror. “Marcus—no—please—not there—I’ve never—Jamal never even—”
“Shhh, bitch,” Marcus growled, pressing the wide head against her virgin asshole. The pressure was immediate and terrifying—his girth far too thick for the tiny, resisting hole. “You think I waited two years just to fuck the easy hole? Nah. I’m taking everything. Every tight little inch of this stuck-up white body. You’re gonna feel me in your ass every time you sit down at church, every time you kneel to pray. Gonna remind you who owns you now.”
He pushed forward—slow at first, but relentless. The fat head forced her sphincter to stretch around it in a burning, tearing sensation that made Emily scream into the couch cushion. Her entire body tensed, back arching sharply, fingers clawing at the fabric.
“Ahhh—God—it hurts—it’s too big—stop—please—Marcus—it’s ripping me!”
Marcus didn’t stop. He gripped her hips harder, nails digging into bruised flesh, and sank another inch inside. The stretch was excruciating—her tiny ring stretched obscenely thin around his thick black shaft, the pale skin turning white at the edges from the strain. Emily’s face contorted in agony—eyes squeezed shut, mouth wide in a silent scream, tears pouring freely, snot running from her nose as she sobbed.
“Fuck—look at that tight white asshole swallowing my dick,” Marcus groaned in dark satisfaction. “Been dreaming about this hole for so long. Picturing you crying while I ream it open. And here you are—screaming just like I knew you would.”
Jamal knelt beside the couch, stroking her sweat-damp hair almost tenderly. “Breathe through it, baby. Push back a little. Let him in. You took my cock everywhere else—you can take his too. Show me how deep you’ll go for me.”
Emily whimpered, shaking her head frantically, but her hips—betrayed again—gave the tiniest rock backward. Another inch sank inside. The burn intensified into white-hot fire; she felt every vein, every ridge as her ass was forced to accommodate the brutal thickness.
Marcus pulled back half an inch—only to slam forward harder, burying another two inches in one cruel thrust. Emily’s scream cracked—high and raw—her whole body jolting forward on the couch.
PLAP!
The sound of his heavy belly slapping her ass cheeks was different now—deeper, more obscene with the tight resistance of her asshole gripping him like a vice.
“Take it, bitch—take every fat inch,” Marcus snarled, beginning to fuck her in short, punishing strokes. Each plunge dragged her sphincter outward on the out-stroke, then forced it inward again on the in-stroke, the wet, filthy squelch of spit-lubed flesh filling the room. “This is what happens when you humiliate a man in public. You end up ass-up, crying, while he reams your virgin shithole raw.”
Emily’s sobs turned to broken, gasping moans as the initial tearing pain began—against every instinct—to morph. The stretch was still agonizing, but beneath it a dark, forbidden fullness bloomed. Each deep thrust grazed nerves she didn’t know existed, sending unwanted sparks of pleasure shooting through her core. Her clit—untouched, swollen, dripping—throbbed in time with his brutal rhythm.
Marcus reached around with one thick hand and shoved three fingers back into her leaking pussy—curling them viciously against her G-spot while he pounded her ass. The dual invasion was overwhelming—her body stretched and filled in both holes, the pressure building to something unbearable.
“Look at her,” Marcus laughed to Jamal. “Crying like she hates it, but her cunt’s gushing again. This white bitch loves getting her holes wrecked by ugly black dick.”
Emily’s face was a ruin—cheeks flushed crimson, eyes glassy and unfocused, mouth slack and drooling onto the cushion. “Oh God—oh fuck—it’s too much—Marcus—your cock—it’s splitting my ass—I can feel it so deep—please—don’t stop—don’t stop—”
Marcus roared in triumph. He sped up—short, brutal thrusts that made her entire body rock forward with every slam. His heavy balls slapped wetly against her dripping pussy lips; the couch creaked dangerously beneath them.
“Gonna fill this tight white ass, bitch,” he grunted. “Gonna pump you so full you’ll leak my cum for days. Every time you sit next to your husband in church, you’ll feel it dripping out of your ruined hole.”
He slammed in one final time—burying every thick inch to the root—and erupted.
Hot, thick jets of cum blasted deep inside her bowels, flooding her in powerful spurts. Emily felt every pulse—felt her ass clench and milk him involuntarily as her own orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave. She screamed—voice hoarse and shattered—back arching violently, pussy squirting around his invading fingers, clear fluid soaking the couch in a fresh puddle. Her asshole spasmed around his pulsing cock, drawing out every last drop as waves of shameful, mind-breaking pleasure tore through her.
Marcus stayed buried for long moments, panting, sweat dripping from his brow onto her trembling back. Finally he pulled out slowly—watching with dark satisfaction as her ruined asshole gaped open, red and swollen, thick white cum bubbling out and running down her thighs in slow, creamy rivers.
He slapped her ass cheek—hard—leaving one last red handprint.
“That’s what you get for yelling at me, white bitch,” he growled. “Now you’re marked. Every hole. Every inch.”
Emily collapsed forward onto the couch—limp, trembling, utterly spent. Tears still leaked from her closed eyes, body twitching with aftershocks. Cum leaked from both her pussy and her freshly-fucked ass, pooling beneath her on the ruined cushions.
Marcus stepped back, breathing hard, cock finally softening. He looked at Jamal with a satisfied grin.
“She’s all yours now, man. I got what I came for.”
Jamal rose slowly, massive black cock still throbbing in his hand. He knelt behind Emily’s limp form, stroking her sweat-soaked hair.
“You did so good, baby,” he murmured, voice soft and possessive. “Took everything he gave you. Now let me remind you who you really belong to.”
He notched his long, thick cock at her gaping, cum-filled pussy—and slid inside with one smooth, deep thrust.
Emily moaned weakly—already stirring back to life at the familiar stretch, the deeper reach, the man who had first awakened her addiction.
Marcus watched for a moment, then turned toward the door.
“I’ll be seeing you at the bank, Mrs. Thompson,” he called over his shoulder. “Next deposit’s gonna feel real different.”
The door clicked shut behind him.
Jamal began to move—slow, deep, claiming strokes that erased every brutal memory of Marcus with pure, overwhelming pleasure.
Emily turned her head, tear-streaked face finding his.
“Jamal…” she whispered, voice cracked and needy. “Fuck me… please… make me forget…”
And as he did—harder, deeper, owning her completely—Emily knew the truth.
She would never forget.
She would only crave more.
Chapter 13: The Reclamation
Jamal slid into Emily’s cum-filled pussy with one long, deliberate thrust—slow enough that she felt every thick, veiny inch reclaiming the space Marcus had just brutalized. Her walls, still spasming from the anal orgasm and the rough pounding that preceded it, fluttered weakly around his familiar length. The contrast was immediate and devastating: where Marcus had been short, fat, and punishing, Jamal was long, thick in all the right places, and devastatingly precise. He bottomed out in one smooth glide, his heavy balls pressing flush against her swollen clit, and held himself there, letting her feel the difference.
Emily let out a long, broken moan into the couch cushion—half sob, half plea. Her asshole still throbbed and gaped behind her, leaking Marcus’s thick load in slow, warm trickles down the backs of her thighs. Her pussy, already stretched and raw, clenched greedily around Jamal’s cock as if recognizing its true owner.
“That’s it, baby,” Jamal murmured, voice low and velvet-smooth against her ear. One large hand slid up her spine, fingers threading into her sweat-damp golden hair, tugging her head back gently so he could see her ruined face. “Feel me inside you again. Feel how deep I go—how I fill every place he never could.”
He began to move—long, rolling strokes that dragged the thick head of his cock along her front wall, hitting that spot Marcus had only grazed with his stubby fingers. Each withdrawal left her empty and aching; each re-entry stretched her open again with perfect, punishing fullness. The wet, filthy sound of his shaft plunging through the creamy mixture of her juices and Marcus’s cum filled the room—slow and obscene at first, then building as he picked up rhythm.
PLAP… PLAP… PLAP…
Emily’s small body rocked forward with every thrust, breasts scraping against the couch, nipples still painfully hard from earlier abuse. Fresh tears leaked from the corners of her eyes—not from pain this time, but from the overwhelming relief of being filled by the man who had first broken her open.
“Jamal… oh God… you’re so deep… I can feel you everywhere…” Her voice cracked, hoarse from screaming. “He—he hurt me… but you… you make it feel so good… please… fuck me harder…”
Jamal obliged.
He straightened behind her, both hands gripping her bruised hips, and began to truly claim her—hard, deep, relentless strokes that made her entire frame jolt. His powerful hips snapped forward, balls slapping wetly against her clit with every plunge. The couch creaked dangerously beneath them; the wet squelching sounds grew louder, filthier.
“Look at this pussy,” he growled, pulling out almost to the tip just to watch her gaping hole cling to him, then slamming back in. “Still leaking his cum, but gripping me like it knows who it really belongs to. You took that fat ugly dick like a good little slut for me… now you’re gonna take mine until you forget his name.”
Emily’s arms gave out. She collapsed forward onto her elbows, ass still high, face pressed into the cushion as she sobbed and moaned in equal measure. “I—I can’t forget… it hurts… but I need it… I need you… Jamal—please—don’t stop—own me—make me yours again—”
He reached around with one hand and found her clit—swollen, oversensitive, still pulsing from the earlier abuse. He rubbed fast, rough circles while pounding into her from behind, the dual stimulation sending electric shocks through her core.
“You’re mine, Emily,” he said, voice rough with possession. “Every hole. Every orgasm. Every tear. That little Christian wife who opened her door to a plumber is gone. All that’s left is my addicted white slut who cums hardest when she’s being used.”
The words pushed her over the edge.
She came violently—back arching, scream muffled into the cushion, pussy clamping down around his pistoning cock in rhythmic spasms. Clear fluid squirted around his shaft again, soaking his balls, dripping onto the already-ruined couch. Her asshole clenched in sympathy, pushing out another thick glob of Marcus’s cum that ran down her crack and mixed with the mess below.
Jamal didn’t slow. He fucked her through the orgasm—harder—until her cries turned hoarse and broken, until her body shook with overstimulation.
Then he pulled out.
Emily whimpered at the sudden emptiness, hips rocking back instinctively, searching for him.
Jamal flipped her onto her back with effortless strength. Her legs fell open wide—thighs trembling, pussy and asshole both gaping and leaking, sundress still bunched uselessly around her waist. Her small breasts heaved, nipples dark red and swollen, face a wreck of tears, mascara, drool, and flushed shame.
He knelt between her thighs, gripping her ankles and pushing her legs back until her knees nearly touched her shoulders—folding her in half, exposing every ruined inch of her to his gaze.
“Look at me,” he commanded.
Emily’s glassy blue eyes found his dark ones.
He notched his massive cock at her entrance again and sank in—slow this time, letting her watch every inch disappear inside her. When he bottomed out, hips flush to hers, he leaned down and kissed her—deep, hungry, tongue claiming her mouth the same way his cock claimed her cunt.
Emily moaned into the kiss, hands clutching his broad shoulders, nails digging into dark skin as he began to move again—long, grinding strokes that hit her cervix with every plunge.
“You’re so fucking perfect like this,” he growled against her lips. “Spread open, leaking cum from both holes, crying for more. Tell me who you belong to.”
“You,” she sobbed into his mouth. “Only you… Jamal… I’m yours… please… fill me… breed me… make me forget him…”
Jamal’s rhythm faltered—thrusts turning erratic, deeper, harder. His heavy balls slapped against her ass with wet, rhythmic smacks. He broke the kiss to latch onto her neck—sucking hard enough to leave a dark bruise right above her collarbone, a mark Mark would see tomorrow.
“Gonna cum, baby,” he rasped. “Gonna flood this cheating white womb. Gonna wash his load out with mine. You ready?”
“Yes—yes—please—cum inside me—Jamal—fill me—own me—”
With a guttural roar he buried himself to the hilt and erupted—hot, thick jets blasting deep inside her, pulse after powerful pulse, overflowing instantly and running out around his shaft in creamy white rivers. Emily came with him—shattering again—pussy milking him greedily, asshole clenching in sympathy, fresh tears spilling as wave after wave of pleasure ripped through her exhausted body.
They stayed locked together for long minutes—his cock still twitching inside her, her legs trembling around his waist, both of them breathing in harsh pants.
Finally Jamal pulled out slowly, watching his thick load pour from her ruined hole—mixing with Marcus’s earlier deposit, creating a creamy, obscene puddle beneath her on the couch.
He gathered her limp, shaking body into his arms and carried her to his bedroom—past the living room mess, down the short hallway, laying her gently on clean sheets.
Emily curled into his chest immediately, still crying softly, still trembling.
Jamal stroked her hair, kissed her forehead.
“You did so good, baby,” he whispered. “Took everything. Proved how deep you’ll go for me.”
She looked up at him with red-rimmed eyes. “Will… will you ever make me do that again?”
Jamal smiled—slow, dark, possessive.
“Only if you beg for it,” he said. “And we both know you will… eventually.”
Emily closed her eyes, a final tear slipping free.
She didn’t deny it.
She couldn’t anymore.
The addiction had new layers now—darker, more twisted—and she was already sinking deeper.
The End
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