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CLAIMED BY BLACK NEIGHBOR
Chapter 1: The New Neighbor
The late-spring sun hung warm and golden over the quiet cul-de-sac in suburban Atlanta, bathing everything in that soft, lazy light that made the white picket fences and manicured lawns look almost too perfect. Sarah Thompson knelt in the flowerbed beside her front porch, her slender fingers buried in dark soil as she pressed petunias into place. At thirty-two she was still the kind of woman who turned heads without trying—long, naturally blonde hair pulled into a loose ponytail, milky-white skin that flushed pink at the slightest exertion, innocent blue eyes framed by thick lashes, and a body that had softened just enough after motherhood to make her curves even more inviting. Her white cotton sundress clung lightly to her full breasts and flared hips, the hem riding up her long, smooth legs as she worked.
Inside the house, little Emma—five years old and all golden curls—was napping on the living-room couch, the baby monitor clipped to Sarah’s waist humming softly with the sound of her steady breathing. Mark was at the office, as usual, buried in spreadsheets and client meetings. Their marriage was comfortable, steady, loving in the way long-term partnerships often become—predictable, safe, warm. Sex had settled into a gentle routine: lights off, missionary mostly, quick and tender, over in ten or fifteen minutes. Mark always made sure she came first, always kissed her forehead afterward, always told her he loved her. It was nice. It was enough.
Or at least Sarah had convinced herself it was enough.
The moving truck had been parked next door since early morning, its back doors flung wide, men in gray uniforms hauling boxes and furniture across the lawn. Sarah had glanced over now and then, curious in that polite, neighborly way. Then she saw him.
He stepped out of the cab of a black pickup that had pulled up behind the truck—tall, impossibly tall, easily six-foot-eight, shoulders broad enough to block out half the doorway when he turned sideways. His skin was a deep, rich ebony that seemed to drink the sunlight rather than reflect it. A sleeveless black compression shirt hugged every ridge and swell of muscle across his chest and arms; sweat already glistened along his thick neck and powerful forearms. Basketball shorts hung low on narrow hips, the dark fabric stretched taut over thighs like tree trunks—and lower still, where the heavy, unmistakable outline of something thick and long shifted lazily with each step he took.
Sarah’s trowel froze mid-air.
He caught her looking. Of course he did.
Their eyes met across the low hedge that separated their properties. His were dark, almost black, framed by short-cropped hair and a neatly trimmed beard. A slow, easy smile spread across his full lips—polite, friendly, but with something else behind it, something knowing, something that made the fine hairs on the back of Sarah’s neck stand up. He lifted a huge hand in a casual wave. She felt heat bloom across her cheeks, sudden and embarrassing. Quickly she waved back—small, fluttering—then ducked her head and returned to the petunias, pretending the soil required all her concentration.
Her heart tapped a little faster against her ribs.
A few minutes later the doorbell chimed.
Sarah wiped her hands on the skirt of her dress, smoothed a stray lock of blonde hair behind her ear, and opened the door.
He filled the entire frame.
Up close he was even more imposing. The top of the doorway barely cleared his head. His chest rose and fell with slow, deep breaths, the thin fabric of his shirt clinging to every slab of pectoral muscle. Sweat darkened the material between his pecs and along his flat stomach. And lower—God help her—lower, the front of those basketball shorts bulged obscenely, the thick ridge of his cock lying heavy against his left thigh, so pronounced she could see the faint outline of the head even through the dark cotton.
“Afternoon, ma’am,” he said. His voice was deep, smooth, carrying that warm Southern drawl that somehow sounded richer coming from such a powerful black throat. “Name’s Darius King. Just moved in next door. Hate to bother you, but I was hoping I could borrow a cup of sugar? Kitchen’s still in boxes and my coffee’s tasting like dirt without it.”
Sarah blinked. Swallowed. Tried to keep her eyes on his face.
“Of—of course,” she stammered, stepping back. “Come in, please. I’m Sarah. Sarah Thompson.”
He ducked slightly to clear the doorway and stepped inside. The air in the foyer seemed to shrink around him. She could smell him now—clean sweat, faint cologne, something masculine and dark that made her stomach flutter in a way she hadn’t felt in years.
She led him to the kitchen, acutely aware of how small her bare feet looked padding across the tile in front of his massive black sneakers. At the counter she reached for the sugar canister, feeling his gaze on her back—on the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips, the way the sundress swayed against her thighs.
“Here you go,” she said, turning and holding out the small measuring cup filled with white granules.
Darius took it with one enormous hand. His fingers brushed hers—warm, deliberate, lingering just a heartbeat too long. Electric heat raced up her arm.
“Thank you, Sarah,” he said, voice dropping lower. “Real kind of you. Pretty thing like you, out there gardening in that dress… makes a man feel welcome already.”
Her cheeks burned hotter. She laughed—a nervous, breathy sound—and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear again. “Oh, it’s nothing. Just being neighborly.”
His dark eyes flicked down her body and back up, slow and unhurried. “Neighborly looks real good on you.”
She opened her mouth to say something—anything—but nothing came out. Her nipples had tightened into hard little points beneath the thin cotton of her dress. She prayed he couldn’t see them.
He lifted the cup in salute. “I’ll bring this back later. Maybe with a thank-you pie if I can find my baking stuff.” That smile again—slow, white teeth flashing against midnight skin. “You have a good day now, Sarah.”
And then he was gone, ducking back through the doorway, leaving the faint scent of him lingering in the kitchen.
Sarah stood there for a long moment, fingers pressed to her flushed cheeks. Her thighs felt strangely warm, a faint dampness gathering between them. She glanced toward the baby monitor—Emma still sleeping peacefully—then down at her own body, at the way her breasts rose and fell a little too quickly.
She shook her head, laughed softly at herself.
Just a new neighbor. Just being friendly.
She went back outside to finish the petunias, but every few minutes her eyes drifted toward the house next door. Toward the black pickup in the driveway. Toward the memory of that thick, heavy bulge shifting beneath dark cotton.
Mark would be home in a few hours.
She told herself the strange, guilty tingle low in her belly was nothing.
Just curiosity.
Just neighborly curiosity.
But when she bent to pat down the last flower, her sundress rode up again, and she wondered—only for a second—if Darius was watching from his window.
And whether he liked what he saw.
Chapter 2: The Helpful Hand
Mark had left for Charlotte at dawn, suitcase in hand, kissing Sarah on the forehead with that familiar, gentle peck. “I’ll be back Friday night, sweetheart. Call if you need anything.” She’d smiled, waved from the porch as his sedan disappeared down the cul-de-sac, then gone inside to start the day. Emma was at kindergarten until three. The house felt bigger, quieter without him.
By mid-morning the drip in the garage faucet had turned into a steady plink-plink-plink against the utility sink. Sarah had tried tightening it herself—wrench slipping, knuckles scraped—but the leak only mocked her. She sighed, wiped her hands on her shorts, and stepped outside into the humid Georgia air.
Darius was in his driveway, shirtless now, washing his truck with a hose. Water streamed in rivulets down the slabs of his ebony chest, tracing the deep grooves between his pecs, following the ridges of his eight-pack, disappearing into the low-slung waistband of gray basketball shorts. The fabric clung wetly to his thighs, and there—God help her—there it was again: that thick, heavy outline snaking down the inside of his left leg, the dark material molded so tightly she could make out the flared ridge of the head, the subtle vein running along the shaft. It swayed slightly as he moved the sponge across the hood, lazy and obscene in its size.
Sarah’s mouth went dry.
She should have gone back inside. Should have called a plumber. Instead she cleared her throat and called across the hedge.
“Darius? Hi. Um… sorry to bother you again.”
He turned, hose in hand, water still dripping from his massive arms. That slow, knowing smile spread across his face. “Sarah. No bother at all. What’s up?”
She gestured vaguely toward the garage. “There’s a faucet in there that’s been leaking for weeks. Mark’s away on business, and I… I tried to fix it, but I’m hopeless with tools. I don’t suppose you know anything about plumbing?”
His dark eyes flicked over her—white tank top clinging to the swell of her breasts, denim cutoff shorts hugging the curve of her hips, bare feet with pink-polished toes against the concrete. “I know a thing or two,” he said, voice low and smooth. “Let me grab my kit. Be right over.”
She waited on the porch, arms crossed over her chest to hide how her nipples had already pebbled against the thin cotton. When he returned he carried a small toolbox, still shirtless, skin gleaming with a fresh sheen of sweat in the heat. He ducked through her garage doorway, filling the space like he owned it.
“Show me where it is, darlin’.”
She led him to the sink. He set the box down, bent low to inspect the faucet. The muscles across his broad back flexed and rolled; a bead of sweat slid down the deep valley of his spine and vanished beneath the waistband. Sarah stood a few feet away, trying not to stare at the way his shorts rode low, the elastic stretched tight across the top of his ass, the front bulging forward with that impossible thickness.
He straightened, turned to her. “Simple fix. Just needs a new washer and a little tightening. Won’t take long.”
“Thank you,” she murmured. “I really appreciate it.”
He reached for the wrench, then paused. “Mind if I lose the shirt? It’s hotter than hell in here.”
She blinked. “Oh. Um… no, of course not. Whatever’s comfortable.”
He peeled the soaked tank top over his head in one fluid motion and tossed it onto the workbench. Up close his body was even more overwhelming—midnight skin stretched taut over slabs of muscle, veins standing out along his biceps and forearms, nipples dark and flat against the powerful chest. And lower… the wet gray shorts now clung like a second skin, the massive black snake outlined in perfect, shameless detail, so thick it looked almost painful, the head clearly defined, pressing insistently against his thigh.
Sarah’s breath hitched.
Darius didn’t seem to notice—or pretended not to. He knelt in front of the sink, tools in hand, and got to work. She hovered nearby, handing him things when he asked, trying to focus on anything but the way his muscles bunched and released with each turn of the wrench. Every so often he shifted, and his hip brushed the outside of her thigh—barely a graze, accidental, innocent. But each time it happened her milky-white skin flushed hotter, her pulse jumped, and a shameful warmth bloomed low in her belly.
At one point he reached past her for a rag on the shelf behind her. His bare chest nearly pressed against her breasts; she felt the heat radiating off his skin, smelled the clean, musky scent of his sweat. His arm grazed her side, the back of his hand brushing the underside of her breast through the tank top. She gasped softly—barely audible—but he froze for a second, dark eyes lifting to meet hers.
“Sorry,” he said quietly. “Tight space.”
“It’s… it’s fine,” she whispered, voice trembling. Her hand shook as she stepped back. “I’ll… I’ll get us some lemonade.”
She fled to the kitchen on unsteady legs, heart hammering so hard she could feel it in her throat. In the cool dimness of the house she pressed her palms to her flushed cheeks, took deep breaths. Her nipples were painfully hard, aching points against the fabric. Between her thighs she was slick, embarrassingly so, the cotton of her panties damp and clinging.
She poured two tall glasses of lemonade, added ice, carried them back on a tray like some kind of offering.
Darius was finishing up, wiping his hands on a rag. He stood as she approached, towering over her again. Sweat glistened in the hollow of his throat, along the ridges of his abs. That thick black outline in his shorts had thickened noticeably, straining the wet cotton, the head now clearly swollen and pushing forward.
“Here,” she said, holding out a glass. Her voice sounded small.
He took it, fingers brushing hers deliberately this time—warm, strong, lingering. “Thank you, Sarah.” He drank deeply, throat working, Adam’s apple sliding under dark skin. A drop of lemonade escaped the corner of his mouth and trailed down his chin, dripped onto his chest, slid slowly between his pecs.
She couldn’t look away.
He lowered the glass, eyes locked on hers. “You’re a beautiful woman, Sarah. Real beautiful. Ain’t many like you around here—milky white skin, those long legs, that soft blonde hair. Pure perfection. Makes a man stop and stare.”
Her cheeks flamed crimson. “Darius… please. I’m married.”
“I know,” he said softly. “Don’t mean I can’t appreciate what’s right in front of me. Don’t mean you can’t enjoy a compliment.”
She opened her mouth to protest, but the words died when she felt her nipples tighten even more, traitorous little peaks tenting the front of her tank top. She crossed her arms quickly, but it was too late—he’d seen.
His gaze dropped to her chest, then lifted again, slow and heated. “Looks like you’re feelin’ the heat too, darlin’.”
“I… I should check on Emma,” she stammered, turning toward the door. “Thank you again for the faucet. Really.”
He didn’t move to stop her. Just watched her go, that thick black snake still straining obscenely against his shorts. “Anytime, Sarah,” he called after her. “You know where to find me.”
She closed the garage door behind her, leaned back against it, eyes squeezed shut. Her breath came in shallow pants. Between her legs the dampness had become a steady, shameful ache. She pressed her thighs together, trying to ease it, but only made it worse.
Just a compliment. Just a helpful neighbor.
But when she finally went inside and locked the door, she couldn’t stop picturing it—that massive, jet-black outline, the way it had thickened while he looked at her, the heat of his body so close to hers.
She pressed a hand to her stomach, whispered to the empty kitchen, “Stop it, Sarah. Just stop.”
But deep down, in the quiet, guilty part of her she didn’t want to admit existed, she already knew she wouldn’t.
Chapter 3: The Late-Night Text
The garage faucet had been fixed for three days, but the memory of Darius shirtless in the dim light, sweat tracing paths down his midnight-black chest, refused to fade. Sarah had replayed it in quiet moments—while folding laundry, while pushing Emma on the swing, while stirring pasta on the stove. Each time the image surfaced she felt that same shameful warmth bloom between her thighs, followed by a sharp stab of guilt. She was married. She loved Mark. This was nothing.
Still, when Darius had wiped his hands on the rag and asked for her number—“Just in case something else breaks around here, or if you need a hand with anything while Mark’s away”—she’d given it to him without hesitation. Polite. Neighborly. Practical.
That was what she told herself.
Mark was home now, snoring softly beside her in their king-sized bed, the faint glow of the hallway nightlight spilling through the cracked bedroom door. It was just past one in the morning. Sarah lay on her back, eyes open in the dark, staring at the ceiling fan turning slow lazy circles. Sleep wouldn’t come. Her body felt restless, skin too sensitive against the sheets.
Her phone buzzed once on the nightstand—soft, muffled under the pillow she’d shoved it beneath so it wouldn’t wake Mark.
She froze.
Another buzz. Then silence.
Heart tapping faster, she slipped her hand under the pillow and pulled the phone free, screen dimmed low. The notification was from an unknown number, but she knew.
Darius.
She glanced at Mark—mouth slightly open, chest rising and falling in steady rhythm—then tapped the message open.
A single photo.
Darius, fresh from a workout, standing in what looked like his garage gym. Shirtless again, but this time the lighting was harsher, shadows carving deep lines between every slab of ebony muscle. His broad shoulders glistened with fresh sweat, beads of it clinging to the ridges of his abs, trailing down the sharp V that disappeared into low-slung black gym shorts. The waistband rode dangerously low—low enough that she could see the thick, dark root of his cock where it flared out from his groin, the base so girthy it stretched the elastic, veins faintly visible even in the photo. The rest of that massive black snake was tucked downward, bulging obscenely against his left thigh, the outline unmistakable, heavy, potent.
Sarah’s breath caught in her throat—a sharp, involuntary hitch that made her clamp her lips shut.
She stared.
The caption beneath was simple:
Late night grind. Thought you might like to see what a real workout looks like. Goodnight, beautiful.
Her thumb hovered over the delete button. She should delete it. Right now. Before she looked again.
But she didn’t.
She zoomed in—just a little. The contrast was hypnotic: glossy black skin against the dark fabric, the sheer size of him even soft, the way the head of that thick shaft pressed forward like it had a mind of its own. Her nipples tightened instantly, aching beneath the thin silk of her nightgown. Between her legs a slow, liquid heat gathered, soaking the cotton panel of her panties.
She deleted the photo.
The screen went dark.
She set the phone face-down, rolled onto her side, squeezed her thighs together. It didn’t help. If anything it made the ache sharper, more insistent.
Mark snored on, oblivious.
Sarah closed her eyes, tried to think of anything else—tomorrow’s grocery list, Emma’s school project, the dry-cleaning she’d forgotten. But her mind kept drifting back to that image. To the way Darius’s sweat had gleamed. To the impossible thickness at the base of his cock, promising so much more hidden beneath the shorts.
Her hand moved almost without permission—sliding beneath the waistband of her panties, fingers brushing the soft blonde curls, then dipping lower. She was already slick, embarrassingly so. One gentle circle over her clit and her hips jerked involuntarily. She bit her lip to stifle the tiny whimper.
She shouldn’t.
She was married.
But her fingers kept moving—slow, tentative circles at first, then firmer, dipping inside just enough to feel how wet she was, how ready. In her mind the photo came back sharper: Darius stepping closer, peeling those shorts down, that massive jet-black snake springing free—thick as her wrist, veins pulsing, the plum-sized head already glistening with clear venom.
She imagined touching it. Wrapping her milky-white fingers around it. Feeling it throb, grow even bigger under her hand.
A soft moan escaped her—barely audible, but she froze, eyes flying to Mark. He didn’t stir.
She kept going.
Faster now. Two fingers sliding in and out, thumb rubbing frantic circles over her swollen clit. Her hips rocked in tiny, secret motions under the sheet. She pictured Darius’s deep voice murmuring in her ear—“That’s it, Sarah… stroke that big black snake… feel how hard you make it…”—and the fantasy tipped her over.
Her orgasm hit quietly but fiercely—back arching off the mattress just enough to make the bedsprings creak, thighs clamping around her hand, a muffled cry caught behind her knuckles. Waves of shameful pleasure rolled through her, leaving her trembling, breathless, tears pricking the corners of her eyes.
When it passed she pulled her hand free, wiped her slick fingers on the inside of her nightgown, and lay there panting softly.
Guilt crashed in almost immediately—hot, choking, suffocating.
She loved Mark.
She turned onto her side, facing away from him, curling into a ball. Silent tears slipped down her cheeks.
The phone buzzed again—once, softly.
She didn’t look.
Morning came gray and ordinary. Mark kissed her goodbye before heading to the office, oblivious as ever. Emma chattered about her day at breakfast. Sarah moved through the routine on autopilot—packing lunches, wiping counters, smiling when she was supposed to.
Around noon her phone pinged again. This time a normal message.
Hey Sarah, hope you’re having a good day. Saw a picture you posted on Instagram last week—Emma on the swing. You both look beautiful. That sundress was something else on you. Have a great afternoon.
No photo. No innuendo. Just… nice.
She stared at the words for a long moment, cheeks warming again.
Thank you, she typed back. That’s sweet of you. Busy day here.
His reply came almost immediately.
No problem. Just wanted to say hi. Let me know if you need anything. Anything at all.
She set the phone down, heart doing that stupid fluttery thing again.
Over the next few days the texts stayed innocent—polite, friendly, careful.
How’s Emma doing in school?
Weather’s turning nice—perfect for gardening again.
Saw you out walking yesterday. You move like you were made for those shorts.
Each one landed like a pebble in still water, sending tiny ripples through her. She answered every time—short, polite replies at first, then a little longer, a little warmer. She told herself it was harmless. Neighborly.
But every night, when Mark was asleep, she found herself checking her phone first thing—hoping for another message, another glimpse, another spark of that forbidden thrill.
And every time she felt it—the quickening pulse, the damp heat between her legs—she told herself it would stop.
Tomorrow.
It would stop tomorrow.
But tomorrow never quite came.
Chapter 4: The Backyard Encounter
Mark’s suitcase sat by the front door like a quiet promise of absence. He’d kissed Sarah goodbye that morning—longer than usual, lingering at her lips, murmuring how much he’d miss her and Emma while he was gone for the week at the accounting conference in Orlando. “Call me every night,” he’d said, squeezing her hand. She’d smiled, nodded, waved from the porch until his car turned the corner and disappeared. The house felt suddenly too big, too silent, even with Emma’s cartoons playing in the living room.
By mid-afternoon the little girl was napping upstairs, and Sarah stood in the kitchen staring at her phone. A text from Darius had come in just after lunch—casual, friendly, perfectly timed.
Hey Sarah. Remember you said you wanted to get toned up again? Got a full gym setup in my garage if you ever want to check it out. No pressure—just thought it might help while Mark’s away. Door’s open if you’re interested.
She’d stared at the message for ten full minutes, thumb hovering over the reply. She should ignore it. Delete it. Go fold laundry or weed the garden or do anything normal. But the memory of that late-night photo—of the thick black root disappearing into those shorts—had been haunting her dreams, slipping into her thoughts at the worst moments. Her body remembered too: the way her fingers had moved under the sheets, the guilty rush of release, the shame that followed.
She typed back before she could talk herself out of it.
Maybe. Emma’s napping. I could come over for a quick look?
His reply was instant.
Perfect. Come on through the side gate. I’ll be in the garage.
She changed quickly—black yoga pants that hugged her long legs and rounded ass, a simple white tank top that clung to her full breasts, no bra because it was just a quick visit, right? She pulled her blonde hair into a high ponytail, slipped on sneakers, checked the baby monitor one last time, then slipped out the back door and through the hedge.
Darius’s garage door was rolled up, cool air spilling out from the industrial fan he had running. He stood in the center of the space, barefoot on the rubber mats, wearing nothing but black athletic shorts and a sleeveless gray hoodie unzipped to the navel. The hoodie hung open, exposing the wide planes of his midnight-black chest, the deep cuts of muscle running down his abs. When he saw her he straightened, that slow, knowing smile spreading across his face.
“Sarah. Glad you came.” His voice rolled over her like warm honey. “Come on in. Let me show you around.”
She stepped inside, acutely aware of how small the space felt with him in it. Dumbbells, a power rack, a bench press, a pull-up bar—everything clean, organized, masculine. The air smelled of rubber and faint sweat and something darker, something that made her pulse quicken.
He walked her through the equipment, pointing out the different stations, his deep voice calm and confident. “You mentioned wanting to tone up—maybe tighten the core, lift the glutes a little. This rack’s perfect for squats. Watch me first.”
He stepped under the bar, loaded it with plates that looked impossibly heavy, then squatted—slow, controlled, thighs flexing, ass tightening, the thick cords of muscle in his back rippling under glossy ebony skin. When he rose, the front of his shorts shifted, and there it was again—that massive outline, thicker now, longer, snaking heavily down his left thigh, the head pressing insistently against the fabric like it wanted out.
Sarah’s mouth went dry. She crossed her arms over her chest, trying to hide how her nipples had already stiffened into tight peaks.
“Your turn,” he said, racking the bar with a heavy clang. “Let’s see your form. I’ll spot you.”
“I… I don’t know if I can lift that much,” she said, voice small.
“We’ll start light. Just the bar first. Come here.”
She hesitated, then stepped under the bar. He moved behind her—close, too close—his heat radiating against her back. “Hands here,” he murmured, guiding her grip. “Feet shoulder-width. Chest up.”
His large black hands settled gently on her milky-white waist—fingers splayed wide, thumbs brushing the bare skin where her tank top had ridden up. The contrast was shocking: dark against pale, powerful against soft. She sucked in a breath.
“Breathe out on the way up,” he coached. “Good girl.”
She squatted—awkward at first, then steadier. On the third rep he stepped in tighter to spot her, his body brushing hers. She felt it immediately—the hard, unmistakable length of his cock pressing firmly against the cleft of her ass through their thin layers of clothing. Thick. Hot. Unyielding. It throbbed once, deliberately, as if letting her know exactly what it was.
Sarah froze mid-rep, thighs trembling.
Darius didn’t move away. He just held her waist a little firmer, voice low against her ear. “You felt that, didn’t you?”
She straightened fast—too fast—nearly knocking the bar. She spun to face him, cheeks flaming, blue eyes wide with panic. “I… I should go. Emma might wake up.”
He didn’t try to stop her. Just stepped back slowly, hands raised in gentle surrender, that thick bulge still straining obscenely against his shorts. His dark eyes locked on hers, calm, heated, unashamed.
“That’s what a real man feels like, Sarah,” he said quietly, voice like velvet over steel. “No games. No pretending. Just big, hard, ready. And you felt how much you make it want you.”
She couldn’t speak. Couldn’t breathe. Her heart hammered so hard she thought he could see it through her tank top.
She turned and fled—out the garage, across the yard, through the hedge, into her own house. She locked the back door behind her with shaking hands, leaned against it, chest heaving.
The baby monitor was silent. Emma still slept.
Sarah slid down to the floor, back against the door, knees drawn up. Her yoga pants were soaked—dark patch between her thighs, the cotton clinging wetly to her swollen lips. She pressed a hand there, gasped at how sensitive she was.
“No…” she whispered to the empty kitchen. “No… I can’t…”
But her fingers moved anyway—slipping under the waistband, finding her clit already throbbing, slick with shameful arousal. She rubbed furiously—fast, desperate circles—picturing it: that massive black snake pressing against her, throbbing, promising to stretch her, fill her, claim her in ways Mark never could.
She imagined peeling those shorts down, seeing it spring free—jet-black, thick as her wrist, veins pulsing, the plum head glistening with clear venom. She imagined wrapping her small white hand around it, stroking, feeling it swell even bigger under her touch.
Her other hand slid up under her tank top, pinching a hard nipple, twisting until it hurt so good.
“Oh God… no… I can’t… I shouldn’t…” The words tumbled out in broken whispers, but her hips bucked against her hand, chasing the edge.
She came hard—back arching off the door, a choked sob escaping her lips, thighs clamping around her wrist as wave after wave crashed through her. She bit her forearm to muffle the cry, tears slipping down her cheeks even as pleasure ripped her apart.
When it passed she slumped, panting, fingers still buried in her soaked panties. The kitchen clock ticked softly. Emma would wake soon.
Sarah pulled her hand free, wiped it on her pants, stood on trembling legs. She walked to the sink, splashed cold water on her face, stared at her reflection—flushed cheeks, dilated pupils, lips parted.
She whispered to the mirror, voice cracking.
“I can’t do this.”
But even as she said it, she knew the lie.
Because deep down, in the dark, wet place she tried to ignore, she already wanted more.
Chapter 5: The Wine and Confession
The fourth night without Mark stretched long and quiet. Emma had gone to bed early after a full day at her friend’s house, leaving Sarah alone with the hum of the air conditioner and the distant chirp of crickets outside the open windows. She’d showered, slipped into a simple cream-colored sundress—thin straps over her shoulders, soft cotton skimming her full breasts and flaring gently at her hips—and poured herself a small glass of white wine from the fridge. She was curled on the couch, legs tucked beneath her, scrolling aimlessly through her phone when the doorbell rang.
She froze.
It was past nine. Too late for deliveries, too late for neighbors dropping off mail. Her pulse quickened as she padded barefoot to the foyer and peered through the peephole.
Darius stood on the porch, towering even in the dim glow of the motion light, holding a dark bottle by the neck. He wore a fitted black polo shirt that stretched tight across his massive chest and shoulders, and dark jeans that did nothing to hide the thick, heavy bulge snaking down his left thigh. When he saw the peephole darken, that slow, easy smile spread across his face.
Sarah hesitated, hand on the knob. She should send him away. She should pretend she hadn’t heard.
Instead she opened the door.
“Evening, Sarah,” he said, voice low and warm like aged bourbon. “Brought you something. A thank-you for all the lemonade and hospitality. Figured you might enjoy a glass with me—since Mark’s still gone.”
She swallowed. “Darius… it’s late.”
“Just one glass,” he promised, lifting the bottle—a deep red cabernet, label expensive-looking. “I won’t stay long. Promise.”
Her eyes flicked to the bottle, then to his face, then—unintentionally—lower, where the denim hugged that obscene thickness so tightly she could trace the ridge of the head even in the porch light. Heat bloomed across her cheeks.
“One glass,” she whispered. “That’s all.”
She stepped aside. He ducked through the doorway, filling the foyer with his presence, the faint scent of clean soap and dark cologne trailing him. She led him to the living room, aware of every sway of her hips under the thin dress, every soft pad of her bare feet on the hardwood.
They settled on the couch—her at one end, him taking up most of the other, long legs stretched out, one massive black hand resting casually on his thigh, inches from that straining bulge. He opened the wine with practiced ease, poured two generous glasses, handed her one.
“To good neighbors,” he said, clinking her glass gently.
She sipped. The wine was rich, velvety, warming her from the inside out. They talked at first about safe things—Emma’s school projects, the heat wave coming, how the neighborhood was changing. But Darius steered the conversation slowly, skillfully, like a current pulling her deeper.
He told her stories—subtle at first. About his college days on the basketball court, the parties after games, the women who’d gravitated toward him. He kept it light, laughing low in his throat when he described how some girls “couldn’t stop staring once they saw what they were dealing with.” He didn’t say it outright, but the implication hung thick in the air: black men, big black cocks, white women who melted when they felt one pressed against them.
Sarah laughed at first—nervous, breathy—then felt the flush creep down her neck, across her chest. Her nipples tightened against the soft cotton of her dress, visible now as small, insistent peaks. She crossed her arms, trying to hide them.
“You ever wonder,” Darius said quietly, swirling the wine in his glass, “why some women—especially pretty white women like you—get so curious when they see a man built different?”
Her breath caught. “Darius…”
He leaned forward slightly, elbows on his knees, dark eyes locked on hers. “I’m not talking about anyone specific. Just… wondering. You seem happy with Mark. Real happy. But happy and satisfied ain’t always the same thing, are they?”
She looked down at her wine, cheeks burning. The silence stretched.
“My marriage is… fine,” she said finally, voice small. “Mark’s a good man. A great father. He loves me. We’re… comfortable.”
“Comfortable,” Darius repeated softly. He set his glass on the coffee table. “That’s a polite word for routine. For lights off, quick and gentle, over before you even get warmed up. Ain’t it?”
Tears pricked her eyes. She blinked them back. “Please don’t.”
“You deserve more than comfortable, Sarah.” His voice dropped lower, almost a growl. “You deserve to feel a real man stretch you. Fill you so deep you can’t think straight. Make that tight little white pussy come so hard you forget your own name.”
The words landed like a slap—and like a caress. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, the thin fabric of her panties already damp. She shook her head, blonde ponytail swaying.
“I’m married… please don’t say that.”
But she didn’t move. Didn’t stand. Didn’t ask him to leave.
Darius watched her for a long moment—her flushed cheeks, her parted lips, the way her chest rose and fell too quickly. Then, slowly, deliberately, he stood.
He towered over her, blocking the lamplight. His jeans had tightened across his hips, and now—God help her—now the full outline was impossible to ignore. The thick black snake had swollen, straining the denim so fiercely she could see every ridge, every vein, the heavy flare of the head pushing forward like it was trying to burst free. Thirteen inches of jet-black meat, thick as her wrist, pulsing visibly against the fabric.
Sarah’s milky-white hand twitched on the couch cushion—fingers curling, then uncurling—as if drawn by some invisible string. She stared, mesmerized, breath shallow. A single tear slipped down her cheek.
Darius didn’t touch her. Didn’t move closer. Just let her look.
“You see it, don’t you?” he murmured. “See how hard you make it. How bad it wants inside that pretty white body.”
She whimpered—a soft, broken sound. Her hand lifted an inch toward him, trembling, then jerked back as if burned. More tears followed the first.
“Please,” she whispered, voice cracking. “You have to go. Please go.”
He studied her for another heartbeat—her tear-streaked face, her hardened nipples tenting the dress, the way her thighs squeezed together like she was trying to trap the ache between them.
Then he nodded once, slow and calm.
“Alright, Sarah. I’ll go.”
He turned, walked to the door. Paused with his hand on the knob.
“When you’re ready,” he said quietly, without looking back, “you know where I am. One word. That’s all it’ll take.”
The door closed softly behind him.
Sarah sat frozen on the couch, wine glass forgotten, tears streaming freely now. Between her legs she throbbed—hot, wet, desperate. Her hand slipped beneath the hem of her dress almost without thought, fingers brushing the soaked cotton of her panties.
“No…” she whispered to the empty room. “No… I can’t…”
But her fingers pressed harder, rubbing slow circles over her swollen clit through the fabric. She pictured it—that massive black snake straining the denim, the way it would feel in her hand, hot and heavy and alive. The way it would stretch her, split her open, flood her with thick ropes of potent black seed.
She came quickly—too quickly—back arching off the cushions, a choked sob tearing from her throat as her hips bucked against her own hand. Pleasure crashed through her, sharp and guilty, leaving her trembling and spent.
When it passed she curled into a ball on the couch, dress hiked around her waist, panties twisted and wet, tears soaking the cushion beneath her cheek.
She whispered into the darkness, over and over, like a prayer and a curse.
“I can’t… I can’t… I can’t…”
But even as the words left her lips, she knew the truth.
The door between wanting and doing had cracked open.
And she wasn’t sure she could close it again.
Chapter 6: The First Touch – Chapter of Reluctant Exploration
The next evening arrived heavy with humidity, the kind that made the air feel thick and clinging even after the sun dropped below the horizon. Sarah had spent the day in a haze—folding laundry with mechanical motions, reading the same page of a book three times without comprehending a word, her mind drifting back again and again to Darius standing over her on the couch, that monstrous black outline straining the denim, the low promise in his voice: When you’re ready… one word.
She hadn’t said the word. She hadn’t needed to.
Mark was still in Orlando, texting sweet nothings every few hours—Miss you, babe. Conference is boring without you here. She’d replied with heart emojis and promises to call later, but her fingers had trembled each time she typed. Emma was at a sleepover with her best friend, the house empty except for the hum of the refrigerator and the soft tick of the clock on the mantel.
Sarah had showered twice that day, trying to wash away the restless heat that refused to leave her body. She’d slipped into a simple pale-blue cotton nightdress—short, sleeveless, the hem barely skimming mid-thigh—because it was comfortable, because she was alone, because she told herself it meant nothing. Her blonde hair hung loose and damp around her shoulders, still smelling faintly of lavender shampoo.
The doorbell rang at 8:47 p.m.
She knew who it was before she even reached the foyer.
Through the peephole she saw him—Darius, in a plain black T-shirt stretched tight across his chest, dark sweatpants that did even less to conceal the heavy bulge than his jeans had. He looked calm, almost casual, one massive hand raised in a small wave when he noticed the light change behind the glass.
Sarah pressed her forehead to the cool wood of the door for a long second, breath shallow. Then she opened it.
“Forgot my phone last night,” he said quietly, voice smooth and unhurried. “Left it on your coffee table. Didn’t want to bother you earlier, but… figured I’d swing by.”
She swallowed. “It’s… it’s inside.”
She stepped back. He ducked through the doorway, the faint scent of cedar and clean sweat following him in. She closed the door behind him—soft click of the latch sounding impossibly loud in the quiet house—and led him to the living room without a word.
The phone sat exactly where he’d left it, screen dark on the table. He picked it up, slipped it into his pocket, then turned to face her.
Neither of them spoke for a long moment.
Sarah’s arms hung at her sides, fingers curling into loose fists. Her nipples had already tightened into hard little points beneath the thin cotton, visible through the fabric. Between her thighs she felt the familiar, shameful slickness gathering again.
Darius took one slow step forward.
She didn’t retreat.
He reached out—gentle, deliberate—his large black hand sliding around her slender waist, pulling her closer until her body brushed his. She stiffened, palms pressing flat against his chest.
“No…” she whispered, voice trembling. “We can’t… Mark…”
But even as she said it, her head tilted slightly, exposing the pale column of her neck. Darius bent, black lips brushing the sensitive skin just below her ear—soft, warm, barely a kiss. A shiver raced through her entire body.
She moaned—small, broken, involuntary.
His other hand came up, cupping the back of her neck, thumb stroking the soft blonde strands at her nape. “Shhh,” he murmured against her skin. “Just feel it, Sarah. Just for a minute.”
Her resistance cracked. Her hands slid up his chest, fingers splaying over the hard slabs of muscle, feeling the steady thud of his heart beneath midnight skin. He guided one of her small white hands downward—slowly, giving her every chance to pull away—until her palm rested over the thick, pulsing bulge in his sweatpants.
She gasped.
Even through the soft fabric she could feel the heat, the sheer girth, the way it throbbed under her touch like a living thing.
“Take it out,” he said softly. “See it for real this time.”
Her fingers shook so badly she fumbled the drawstring at first. Then the waistband loosened, and she tugged downward. The massive jet-black snake sprang free—thick as her wrist at the base, veins bulging like ropes along the shaft, the plum-sized head already swollen and glistening with a thick bead of clear venom at the slit. Thirteen inches of raw, ebony power, curving slightly upward, so heavy it bobbed with its own weight.
“Oh God…” Sarah breathed, eyes wide, blue irises dilated. “It’s so big… I can’t…”
But her small white fingers wrapped around it anyway—barely able to encircle the shaft, her milky palm sliding over hot, velvet-smooth skin stretched tight over steel. The contrast was obscene: pale against jet-black, delicate against brutal thickness. A fresh bead of venom welled up and trickled down the underside, coating her knuckles.
Darius groaned low in his throat, hips flexing forward just enough to push more of that monster into her grip. “That’s it, baby… stroke that big black snake. Feel how hard you make it. So soft… so perfect…”
She pumped slowly—hypnotic, mesmerized—watching her own hand glide up and down the glistening length, the veins pulsing under her fingers, the head flaring wider with each stroke. Her breathing turned ragged; her free hand clutched at his shirt for balance. Between her legs her panties were soaked through, the cotton clinging wetly to her swollen folds.
Tears welled in her eyes—shame, guilt, unbearable arousal all twisting together. “We shouldn’t… I shouldn’t…”
But she didn’t stop.
Faster now. Firmer. Her thumb brushed over the slick head on every upstroke, spreading the clear venom until her entire palm was glossy and slippery. Darius’s breathing grew harsher; his massive hands settled on her hips, holding her steady as she worked him.
“Fuck… look at that pretty white hand on my black cock,” he growled softly. “Gonna paint those milky thighs, Sarah… gonna mark you with my seed…”
She whimpered—half protest, half plea. Her strokes quickened, wrist twisting on each downstroke, milking him with desperate, trembling urgency.
Darius’s head fell back; a deep, guttural groan tore from his throat. His cock swelled impossibly thicker in her grip, veins standing out like cords.
Then he erupted.
Thick, hot ropes of potent black baby juice jetted across her thighs—splashing in heavy, creamy streaks over her milky-white skin, dripping down the insides of her legs in slow, viscous trails. One powerful spurt landed high on her nightdress, soaking through the cotton to mark her stomach. Another hit her bare thigh and slid downward, warm and sticky.
Sarah cried out—a soft, shattered sound—as the sight and feel of it pushed her over the edge. Her knees buckled; she would have fallen if not for his hands holding her up. Tears streamed down her flushed cheeks even as her body trembled with aftershocks.
Darius exhaled slowly, still hard in her hand, still leaking. A final thick drop welled at the tip.
Without thinking—without letting herself think—Sarah lifted her coated fingers to her lips. Her pink tongue darted out, tasting the salty, musky essence of his potent black seed for the first time. It coated her tastebuds—rich, forbidden, addictive.
She sobbed once, quietly, then licked again—cleaning the drop from her fingertip while tears continued to fall.
Darius cupped her face gently, thumb brushing away a tear. “Beautiful,” he murmured. “So fucking beautiful.”
She pulled away then—stumbling back a step, nightdress hiked up, thighs glistening with his cum, cheeks streaked with tears. “You have to go,” she whispered, voice cracking. “Please… go.”
He nodded once—slow, understanding. He tucked himself back into the sweatpants with careful movements, then turned toward the door.
At the threshold he paused, looking back at her—standing there trembling, marked, ruined in the most exquisite way.
“When you want more,” he said quietly, “I’ll be right next door.”
The door closed behind him.
Sarah sank to the floor right there in the foyer—knees to her chest, arms wrapped around her legs, his thick white ropes still warm on her skin. She buried her face against her thighs, inhaling the musky scent of him mingled with her own arousal, and cried softly into the silence.
She had crossed a line.
There was no uncrossing it.
And deep in the darkest part of her, she didn’t want to.
Chapter 7: The Oral Temptation
Days blurred into a feverish haze of avoidance and secret obsession. Sarah threw herself into routine—school drop-offs for Emma, grocery runs, endless loads of laundry—anything to keep her hands busy and her mind from drifting next door. She deleted Darius’s number twice, only to type it back in from memory the same night. She avoided the windows facing his house, kept the blinds drawn on that side, told herself she was strong enough to end whatever this was before it consumed her.
But the texts came anyway—short, deliberate, impossible to ignore.
Still thinking about those soft white fingers wrapped around my black cock. The way you stroked me slow… like you were afraid to stop.
You tasted me, Sarah. One little drop. Bet you can still feel it on your tongue.
You’re fighting it, but your body remembers. I can wait.
Each message landed like a spark on dry tinder. She’d read them in stolen moments—bathroom breaks, while Emma napped—then delete them with shaking fingers, only to feel the shameful heat bloom between her thighs again. Her panties stayed damp all day. Her nipples ached against every bra she wore. At night, when Mark called from the conference, she answered with a bright voice that felt like a lie, all while her free hand slipped beneath the covers, circling her clit to the memory of that thick jet-black shaft pulsing in her grip, the hot ropes of cum painting her milky thighs.
She hated herself for it.
She hated how much she wanted more.
On the sixth night Mark was still away, the doorbell rang just after Emma had gone to bed. Sarah’s heart slammed against her ribs. She knew it was him. She considered pretending she wasn’t home, letting the sound fade into silence. Instead she walked to the door on unsteady legs, bare feet silent on the hardwood, wearing only a thin white tank top and soft gray sleep shorts that clung to the curve of her ass.
She opened the door a crack.
Darius stood there in a plain black hoodie and jeans, the fabric stretched tight across his shoulders and chest. His dark eyes met hers—calm, patient, burning.
“I just want to talk,” he said quietly. “Five minutes. That’s all.”
She should have closed the door. Should have told him no, that it was over, that she was done.
Instead she stepped back.
He entered, ducking slightly, the door clicking shut behind him. She led him to the living room—same couch where she’d stroked him, where his cum had streaked her skin—and gestured for him to sit. He did, long legs spread wide, elbows on his knees, watching her with that slow, knowing gaze.
Sarah stood across from him, arms crossed tight over her chest to hide how her nipples had already hardened into aching points beneath the thin tank.
“Darius… this has to stop,” she whispered. “I can’t do this to Mark. To Emma. To myself. Please… just leave me alone.”
He nodded slowly, as if considering her words. Then he reached down, unzipped his jeans with deliberate care, and pulled the massive black snake free.
It was already hard—thirteen inches of thick, veined ebony meat, curving upward, the plum-sized head glossy with a fresh bead of clear venom at the slit. The shaft pulsed visibly, heavy and demanding, resting against his flat stomach like a weapon.
Sarah’s breath hitched. Her knees weakened.
“Just taste it once,” he said softly, voice like dark velvet. “No one has to know. Just once, Sarah. Then I’ll go if you still want me to.”
Tears welled in her blue eyes. She shook her head, blonde hair swaying. “Please… I shouldn’t… I can’t…”
But her body betrayed her. One step forward. Then another. She sank to her knees between his spread thighs—slow, reluctant, trembling—until her face was level with that monstrous black cock. Up close it looked even bigger: the veins thick as cords, the head flared wide, the scent of him—musky, masculine, potent—filling her lungs.
She sobbed quietly. “No… God, no…”
Darius reached down, gentle despite his size, and brushed a tear from her cheek with one thick thumb. “Open for me, baby. Just the head. Let me feel that pretty pink mouth.”
Her lips parted—pink, soft, trembling. She leaned forward, hesitant, and took the swollen head between them.
The taste hit her instantly—salty, musky, faintly sweet from the venom already leaking. She whimpered around the girth, cheeks hollowing as she sucked gently, tongue swirling over the slit to lap up the clear bead. The head filled her mouth completely, stretching her jaw wide, pressing against the roof of her mouth.
Darius groaned low, head falling back against the couch. “Fuck… that’s it… so soft… so warm…”
She gagged softly when he flexed, the head nudging the back of her throat, but she didn’t pull away. Tears streamed down her milky-white cheeks, dripping onto her tank top, darkening the fabric over her breasts. Her small white hands came up—one wrapping around the thick base she couldn’t hope to encircle, the other cupping his heavy black balls, feeling them draw up tight.
She bobbed—slow at first, then deeper—milky cheeks hollowing with each suck, saliva glistening on her lips, dripping in shiny strings down the pulsing black shaft. She took more of him, gagging again when the head hit her throat, eyes watering, but she pushed forward anyway—driven by some dark, shameful need she couldn’t name.
Darius’s hand settled gently on the back of her head—not forcing, just guiding. “Good girl… take that black cock deeper… worship it… you were made for this…”
She moaned around him—a muffled, broken sound—her own thighs squeezing together, soaked panties clinging to her swollen folds. She sucked harder, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing rhythmically, saliva coating every inch of the glistening ebony meat. Her free hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t reach—slow, twisting pumps that made his veins stand out even more.
His breathing grew ragged. His thighs tensed. “Gonna feed you, Sarah… gonna flood that pretty white throat with hot black baby juice…”
She whimpered in protest—but didn’t stop. Her head bobbed faster, lips stretched wide, tears flowing freely. She felt him swell impossibly thicker, the head flaring against her tongue.
Then he came.
A thick, powerful jet shot straight down her throat—hot, viscous, endless. She gagged hard, eyes flying wide, but he held her gently in place as rope after thick rope pumped into her mouth. Salty, musky, potent—coating her tongue, filling her cheeks until she had no choice but to swallow convulsively, gulping down the creamy black seed while tears streamed and her throat worked around him.
She coughed once—harsh, wet—when he finally pulled back, the last spurts painting her pink lips and chin in glossy white streaks. She gasped for air, chest heaving, saliva and cum dripping from her mouth onto her milky-white thighs.
And then it hit her.
The orgasm crashed through her without warning—untouched, untouched—her hips bucking forward, thighs clamping together as waves of shameful pleasure ripped through her core. She cried out—a raw, muffled sob—back arching, small white hands clutching his thighs as her pussy clenched and fluttered, soaking her shorts completely.
When it passed she collapsed forward, forehead resting against his still-hard cock, tears and saliva and cum mingling on her flushed face. She sobbed quietly, body trembling.
Darius stroked her blonde hair—gentle, almost tender. “Beautiful,” he murmured. “So fucking beautiful when you surrender.”
She lifted her head slowly, blue eyes glassy, lips swollen and glistening. “You have to go,” she whispered, voice hoarse from his cock and her cries. “Please… go.”
He nodded once—slow, understanding. He tucked himself away with careful movements, then stood, towering over her kneeling form.
“When you’re ready for the rest,” he said quietly, “I’ll be waiting.”
The front door closed behind him with a soft click.
Sarah stayed on her knees for a long time—face streaked, throat raw, the taste of his potent black baby juice still thick on her tongue. She pressed a trembling hand between her legs, feeling the soaked cotton, the aftershocks still rippling through her.
She whispered into the empty room, voice cracking.
“I’m sorry, Mark…”
But even as the words left her lips, she knew the apology was hollow.
Because part of her—dark, wet, insatiable—already craved the next step.
Chapter 8: The Bedroom Surrender – First Full Penetration
Mark came home on Sunday evening, suitcase in hand, tired smile on his face. He kissed Sarah at the door—long, familiar, affectionate—then scooped Emma into his arms and spun her around until she squealed. They ate dinner together as a family: grilled chicken, mashed potatoes, the kind of ordinary meal that used to feel like safety. Mark talked about the conference, the boring keynote speakers, the client dinners. Sarah nodded, laughed at the right moments, passed the green beans. She wore a loose sweater and jeans, hiding the faint bruises on her thighs from where she’d pressed them together too hard while thinking of Darius.
That night, in their bed, Mark reached for her. She let him—gentle, quick, lights off. He entered her easily, moved with the same careful rhythm he always had, came inside her after a few minutes, kissed her forehead, and rolled over to sleep. Sarah lay awake beside him, staring at the ceiling fan, feeling nothing but a hollow ache. His seed leaked slowly from her, warm and thin. She pressed her thighs together, trying to hold onto the sensation, but it wasn’t enough. It would never be enough again.
Monday morning Mark left early for the office—another long week ahead, he said, kissing her cheek before he disappeared down the driveway. The house emptied out. Emma at school. Silence pressing in.
Sarah spent the day restless—cleaning counters that were already spotless, rearranging pillows, checking her phone every few minutes even though Darius hadn’t texted since the night she’d swallowed him. The craving had grown claws. She could still taste him—salty, thick, forbidden—on the back of her tongue. Every time she swallowed, she remembered the way his potent black baby juice had coated her throat, the way her body had betrayed her with that untouched orgasm.
By dusk the need had become unbearable.
She showered, shaved her legs smooth, oiled her milky-white skin until it gleamed. She chose a simple white silk nightgown—short, sheer enough that her dark nipples showed through the fabric, the hem barely covering the curve of her ass. She left her blonde hair loose, cascading over her shoulders. When the soft knock came at the back door just after nine, she didn’t hesitate.
Darius stood on the patio in a black hoodie and jeans, hood pulled low, eyes gleaming in the porch light.
She opened the door without a word. He stepped inside, ducked under the frame, and followed her through the dark house—past the living room where she’d first stroked him, past the kitchen where she’d tasted him, up the stairs to the master bedroom she shared with her husband.
At the threshold she paused, hand on the doorframe.
“No…” she whispered, voice cracking. “Not here… not in our bed… please, Darius…”
He stepped close behind her, heat radiating off his massive frame. One large black hand settled gently on her hip, thumb brushing the silk.
“You want this, Sarah,” he murmured against her ear. “You’ve been aching for it. Let me give it to you. Right here. Where you sleep next to him every night.”
Tears welled in her blue eyes. She shook her head—but her body leaned back against him anyway, feeling the hard length of his cock pressing through his jeans against the small of her back.
She walked forward on trembling legs. The bedroom was dimly lit by the bedside lamp—king bed neatly made, Mark’s pillow on the left, hers on the right. Photos on the dresser: their wedding, Emma’s birth, family vacations. All of it normal. All of it hers.
She climbed onto the bed, knelt in the center, then slowly lay back—long milky-white legs parting inch by inch, nightgown riding up to expose the soaked white lace of her panties. The damp spot was dark and obvious, clinging to her swollen lips.
Darius stripped—hoodie first, revealing the slabs of midnight muscle, then jeans, freeing the thick jet-black snake. It sprang upward, thirteen inches of veined, throbbing ebony, the plum head already glistening with venom.
He crawled over her, knees sinking into the mattress on either side of her hips. His black hands pushed her nightgown higher, baring her breasts—full, pale, nipples stiff and begging. He bent, sucked one into his hot mouth, tongue swirling, while his other hand slid between her thighs, fingers hooking the lace aside.
Sarah whimpered. “Please… not here…”
But her hips lifted anyway, offering herself.
Darius pulled back, gripped the base of his massive cock, and rubbed the thick black head along her soaked slit—up and down, slow, deliberate, coating himself in her slickness. The contrast was obscene: jet-black against pink-white folds, the heavy head nudging her clit with every pass, making her jolt.
“Beg for it, Sarah,” he growled softly. “Beg me to put this big black cock in your tight white pussy. Right here in your marriage bed.”
Tears streamed down her cheeks. She shook her head, blonde hair fanning across Mark’s pillow.
“Please… don’t make me… I can’t…”
But her hips rolled upward again, chasing the thick head, trying to capture it.
Darius pressed just the tip inside—barely an inch—stretching her entrance.
She gasped. “Ohhh God…”
“Say it,” he ordered, voice low and commanding.
Sobs tore from her throat. “Please… don’t make me… but… put it in… just a little… please… just a little…”
He pushed forward—slow, relentless—inch by thick inch sinking into her. Her tight white walls stretched around the invading black meat, gripping desperately, fluttering. The burn was exquisite—pleasure laced with sharp pain.
“Ohhh God… it’s splitting me… too big… ahhhh!” she cried, back arching off the mattress, small white hands clutching the sheets.
Darius groaned, hips rocking gently, feeding her more. “One… two… three…” he counted each powerful inch aloud, voice rough with restraint. “Four… five… look at that pretty white pussy taking black cock… six… seven…”
She screamed—raw, broken—when he hit the deepest part of her, the thick head kissing her cervix. Her legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, milky-white heels digging into his powerful black ass.
He paused—buried to the hilt—letting her adjust, letting her feel every throbbing vein, every ridge, the impossible fullness.
Then he began to move.
Slow at first—long, deep strokes that dragged the thick shaft almost all the way out before plunging back in. Each thrust made her breasts bounce, her nipples grazing his chest. The wet sounds of their joining filled the room—obscene, rhythmic, unmistakable.
“Eight… nine… ten…” he growled, picking up speed. “Feel that, Sarah? Feel how deep I am? Deeper than he’s ever been.”
She clawed at his broad black back—nails digging into midnight skin, leaving red trails. “Ahhhh… oh God… yes… no… please… don’t stop…”
Her first orgasm hit like a freight train—walls clamping down around him, milking the thick black shaft, a gush of wetness soaking the sheets beneath her. She wailed into his shoulder, biting down to muffle the sound, body convulsing.
He didn’t stop.
He fucked her through it—harder now, hips snapping, counting each brutal thrust. “Eleven… twelve… thirteen…”—grinding deep, circling his hips so the head mashed against her cervix with every stroke.
The second orgasm followed fast—sharper, more violent. She screamed his name—once, twice—then dissolved into wordless cries, legs shaking, toes curling against his back.
Still he pounded—relentless, owning her. Her milky-white body bounced beneath his ebony bulk, breasts jiggling, blonde hair tangled across the pillows. Tears streamed from the corners of her eyes even as pleasure ripped through her again and again.
Finally he buried himself to the hilt—grinding, holding deep—and roared low in his throat. Hot, thick ropes of potent black baby juice erupted inside her, flooding her unprotected womb, painting her walls white with his seed.
Sarah convulsed one last time—milking every drop, sobbing his name as the heat of his cum filled her completely.
When it was over he stayed inside her—still hard, still throbbing—kissing the tears from her cheeks.
“You’re mine now, Sarah,” he whispered against her milky-white neck. “This bed… this body… this pussy. All mine.”
She lay beneath him—spent, trembling, leaking his thick seed onto the marital sheets—too broken, too sated, too ruined to speak.
But her arms wrapped around his broad black back anyway.
Pulling him closer.
Deeper.
And in the silence of the bedroom she had shared with her husband for years, she knew the truth.
There was no going back.
Chapter 9: The Breeding Risk
The marital bedroom smelled of sex now—thick, musky, unmistakable. The sheets were already twisted and damp beneath them, the lamp on the nightstand casting long shadows across the walls where framed photos of Sarah and Mark smiled down in frozen happiness. Hours had passed since Darius first sank into her, since the first stretch, the first scream, the first shattering orgasm that left her sobbing his name into Mark’s pillow. He hadn’t left. She hadn’t asked him to.
They were deep into the night now, bodies slick with sweat, the air heavy with their mingled scents. Darius had her in missionary again—her long milky-white legs hooked over his powerful black forearms, knees pushed back toward her shoulders so her hips tilted upward, offering her deepest core. The white silk nightgown lay crumpled around her waist, breasts bouncing freely with every thrust, dark-pink nipples stiff and glistening from his earlier attention.
He moved slow and deliberate at first—long, grinding strokes that dragged every thick inch of his jet-black cock along her stretched walls, the flared head kissing her cervix with each deliberate plunge. Sarah’s small white hands clutched at his shoulders, nails digging into midnight skin, leaving crescent marks she would see in the morning and feel a fresh wave of shame over.
“No… Darius… please…” she whimpered again, voice hoarse from hours of crying out. “Pull out… don’t cum inside… you’ll get me pregnant… please… I’m not on anything… Mark… we’re trying for another baby… please don’t…”
Darius groaned low, hips rolling deeper, grinding the thick base against her swollen clit until she shuddered beneath him. “Your white womb needs potent black seed, baby,” he murmured against her ear, voice rough with lust. “Been begging for it all night. Feel how tight you grip me? How wet you get every time I say I’m gonna breed you?”
She sobbed—half protest, half plea—but her hips lifted to meet his next thrust anyway, greedy for the stretch, the fullness, the obscene contrast of his ebony shaft disappearing into her pale pink pussy. “Noooo… oh God… don’t say that… I can’t… I shouldn’t…”
But she came again—hard, sudden, walls fluttering and clamping around him like a vise. Her back arched off the mattress, milky-white toes curling in the air, a raw wail tearing from her throat as pleasure ripped through her core. Darius held still, buried to the hilt, letting her milk him through the spasms, thick veins pulsing against her fluttering walls.
When the aftershocks faded he pulled out slowly—inch by glistening inch—until only the swollen head remained inside her. Then he flipped her.
“On your knees, Sarah. Show me that pretty white ass.”
She obeyed—trembling, tear-streaked—pushing up onto all fours, nightgown falling forward to cover her swaying breasts. Her long blonde hair spilled across her back like silk. Darius knelt behind her, large black hands gripping her milky-white hips, thumbs spreading her cheeks wide. He rubbed the thick black head along her dripping slit again—teasing, coating himself in her slickness—then pushed forward in one long, relentless stroke.
“Ahhhh!” she cried, head dropping forward, fists clutching the sheets. “Too deep… oh God… it’s hitting my cervix… please… pull out… don’t cum in me…”
He didn’t answer with words. Just thrust—harder now, hips snapping, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing in the quiet room. Each powerful stroke drove him balls-deep, heavy black sac smacking against her clit, making her jolt. She pushed back against him instinctively—ass cheeks rippling with every impact, milky-white skin flushing pink from the force.
“Gonna fill this married pussy,” he growled, one hand sliding up her spine to tangle in her blonde hair, pulling her head back gently so she arched deeper. “Gonna pump you so full of black baby juice you’ll be dripping for days. Your belly’s gonna swell with my seed, Sarah. Mark’s gonna raise my black baby and never know.”
“Noooo… please… no…” she sobbed, but the words dissolved into moans as another orgasm built—fast, merciless. Her walls clamped down again, milking him desperately, trying to pull him deeper even as she begged him to stop.
He flipped her once more—onto her back, legs pushed high, ankles locked behind his neck. Her milky-white feet dangled in the air—soft pink soles arched, toes curling and uncurling with every thrust. Darius loomed over her, massive black body dwarfing her pale, trembling form, sweat dripping from his chest onto her breasts.
“Look at me,” he ordered.
She did—blue eyes glassy with tears and lust, lips parted, cheeks flushed crimson.
“Beg me to breed you,” he said, slowing his strokes to torturous grinds, circling his hips so the thick head mashed against her cervix again and again.
She shook her head, tears spilling anew. “I can’t… please… don’t make me…”
“Beg.”
A broken sob. “Please… breed me… fill me… give me your black baby… oh God… I need it… please cum inside me…”
That was all he needed.
He drove forward—hard, deep, burying every inch—and roared low in his throat. His cock swelled impossibly thicker, veins throbbing, then erupted.
Thick, hot ropes of potent black baby juice jetted straight into her unprotected womb—pulse after powerful pulse, flooding her, painting her walls white, overflowing around the thick shaft still buried to the hilt. Sarah convulsed beneath him—back arching off the mattress, legs shaking violently, a raw, keening wail tearing from her throat.
“Noooo… oh God… I feel it… so deep… so much… it’s filling me… ohhh Godddd…”
Her pussy clenched rhythmically, milking every last drop, greedy spasms pulling his venom deeper, sealing it inside her fertile core. Wave after wave of orgasm crashed through her—stronger than any before—leaving her trembling, gasping, tears streaming down her temples into her tangled blonde hair.
Darius held himself deep—grinding slowly, letting the last spurts coat her cervix—until he finally eased back. When he pulled free a thick stream of creamy white cum leaked from her stretched pink slit, pooling on the sheets beneath her ass, marking the marital bed with undeniable evidence.
Sarah lay there—legs still spread, nightgown rucked up around her waist, breasts heaving, milky-white thighs glistening with sweat and his seed. She stared up at the ceiling, chest rising and falling in ragged breaths, one small white hand drifting down to press against her lower belly where she could still feel the warmth of his load settling inside her.
She whispered—voice cracked, barely audible—“Noooo… what have I done…”
But her fingers slipped lower, brushing through the leaking cum, gathering a thick dollop and bringing it to her lips. She tasted him again—salty, musky, potent—then licked her fingers clean while fresh tears slipped from the corners of her eyes.
Darius leaned down, kissed her forehead gently, then her tear-streaked cheek.
“You’re bred now, Sarah,” he murmured. “My black baby growing in that pretty white belly. And you’re gonna come back for more. Every time Mark leaves. Every time you need to feel this big black cock stretch you again.”
She didn’t answer. Just curled onto her side—facing away from him, knees drawn up—his thick cum still leaking slowly from her ruined pussy, soaking into the sheets where she and her husband slept every night.
Ashamed.
Terrified.
Sated.
And already aching for the next time.
Chapter 10: The Secret Affair Deepens
Weeks slipped by in a haze of stolen hours and whispered lies. Mark returned from his latest trip none the wiser, kissing Sarah good morning, complimenting how radiant she looked lately, how her skin seemed to glow with some new inner light. She smiled, thanked him, attributed it to the yoga classes she’d supposedly started taking three mornings a week. “It’s really helping me unwind,” she told him over breakfast, voice steady even as her cheeks flushed at the memory of what she did instead of downward dog.
The truth was darker, wetter, more consuming.
Every time Mark left for the office—suit pressed, briefcase in hand, wave from the driveway—Sarah waited exactly thirty minutes. Then she slipped through the hedge, heart hammering, bare feet silent on the grass, wearing whatever she’d chosen that morning: a loose sundress one day, tight yoga leggings and a cropped tank the next, always something easy to push aside or peel off. She never knocked anymore. Darius left the side door to his garage unlocked, the gym lights dimmed low, the rubber mats waiting.
The first time she crossed that threshold after the bedroom surrender, she’d stood trembling in the doorway, eyes wide, whispering, “This is crazy… I shouldn’t be here…” Darius had only smiled—that slow, knowing flash of white teeth against midnight skin—and pulled her inside, locking the door behind them. No more words. Just hands. Just need.
Now it was routine. Addiction.
Today she wore black yoga shorts that hugged the curve of her ass and a white sports bra that left her midriff bare. Her long blonde hair was pulled into a high ponytail, swaying as she stepped into the cool garage air. Darius waited on the weight bench—shirtless, sweatpants low on his hips, thick black snake already half-hard and snaking down his thigh. He didn’t speak. Just watched her approach with those dark, hungry eyes.
Sarah climbed onto his lap without preamble—straddling him, knees sinking into the bench on either side of his hips. She reached down, tugged the waistband of his sweatpants lower, and freed him. The massive jet-black cock sprang upward, thick as her wrist, veins bulging, plum head already glistening with a bead of clear venom. She wrapped her small white fingers around the base—still unable to fully encircle it—and stroked once, twice, watching the contrast mesmerize her: milky palm gliding over glossy ebony shaft, the way it throbbed and swelled under her touch.
She lifted her hips, positioned the thick head at her soaked entrance—panties pushed aside, shorts tugged to the side—and sank down slowly.
“Ohhh God…” she breathed as the first thick inches stretched her open again, walls fluttering around the invading black meat. “It’s still… so big… every time…”
Darius groaned low, large black hands settling on her milky-white hips, guiding but not forcing. “Take it all, baby. Ride that big black snake like you’ve been dreaming about.”
She did.
Inch by inch she lowered herself until her ass met his thighs, the full thirteen inches buried deep, the flared head kissing her cervix. She paused there—panting, trembling—feeling every pulsing vein, every ridge, the impossible fullness that made her feel claimed, owned, ruined in the most exquisite way.
Then she began to move.
Slow at first—rolling her hips in tight circles, grinding her clit against the thick base, moaning softly as pleasure sparked through her core. Darius watched her—eyes locked on the obscene sight of her pale pink pussy stretched wide around his jet-black shaft, slick juices coating every inch, dripping down to soak his heavy black balls.
She planted her small white feet on his broad chest—heels pressing into the slabs of muscle just below his pecs, pink-painted toes curling against midnight skin. The contrast stole her breath: milky-white soles arched high, soft and delicate against the hard, dark planes of his body. Darius groaned deeper, hands sliding down to capture her ankles, lifting her feet higher so he could turn his head and kiss the tender arches—hot black lips pressing to the sensitive skin, tongue tracing the curve of her instep, sucking gently on each toe while she rode him harder.
“Ohhh… yes… worship them…” she whimpered, voice breaking as another wave of pleasure built. “Suck my white toes while I fuck this big black cock…”
He did—devouring her feet with slow, reverent licks and kisses, teeth grazing the soft soles, making her shiver and clench around him. The sight of it—his dark mouth on her pale feet, her long milky legs trembling in the air, her ass bouncing on his lap—pushed her over the edge.
She came hard—back arching, ponytail whipping, a raw cry tearing from her throat as her walls spasmed around his thick shaft, milking him desperately. Darius held her steady, letting her ride through it, then flipped her onto her back on the bench—her legs high again, feet planted wide on his shoulders now—so he could pound down into her with long, brutal strokes.
“Feel that stretch, Sarah?” he growled, hips snapping. “Feel how this tight white pussy was made for black cock? Craving it every damn day now, aren’t you?”
“Yes… oh God yes…” she sobbed, nails raking his black back. “I crave it… the contrast… the risk… the way you fill me so deep… Mark never… he never…”
She came again—harder—legs shaking, toes curling against his shoulders as he ground deep, circling his hips to mash the thick head against her cervix. Darius didn’t stop. He fucked her through two more orgasms—each one leaving her more boneless, more dripping, more his—until finally he buried himself to the hilt and flooded her again.
Thick ropes of potent black baby juice erupted inside her—hot, endless, painting her walls, overflowing around his shaft to leak down her milky-white ass crack and pool on the bench beneath her. She convulsed one last time, whispering brokenly, “Noooo… so much… filling me again… oh God…”
When he finally pulled out, a thick stream of creamy white cum followed—dripping from her stretched pink slit, marking her thighs, the bench, the floor. Sarah lay there panting, legs splayed, sports bra pushed up over her breasts, ponytail askew, blue eyes glassy with sated shame.
Darius leaned down, kissed her sweat-damp forehead. “You’re glowing, baby,” he murmured. “That’s what my black seed does to you.”
She laughed weakly—half sob, half moan—then pushed herself up on trembling arms. “I have to go… Mark will be home soon…”
He watched her fix her clothes, wipe the evidence from her thighs with a towel he handed her, smooth her hair. She paused at the door, hand on the knob, looking back at him—still naked, still hard, still glistening with her juices.
“I’ll be back tomorrow,” she whispered. “Same time.”
He smiled—that slow, knowing smile. “I know.”
She slipped through the hedge, heart pounding, the familiar ache already building again between her legs despite the fresh load leaking into her panties. When Mark walked through the door that evening—smiling, loosening his tie, commenting again on how good she looked—she kissed him back, let him pull her close, and lied smoothly.
“Yoga,” she said. “It’s really doing wonders.”
Mark believed her.
Sarah smiled through the guilt, the shame, the terror of what she was becoming.
Because beneath it all—deep in the wet, dark place she no longer tried to deny—she was already counting the hours until tomorrow.
Until the next time she could feel that big black snake stretch her again.
Until the next time she could plant her milky-white feet on his chest and watch him worship them while he filled her with more of his potent seed.
Until the risk grew even greater.
And she craved it more.
Chapter 11: The Close Call
The affair had settled into a dangerous rhythm—mid-morning trysts in Darius’s garage gym when Emma was at preschool and Mark was buried in spreadsheets at the office. Sarah told herself she could control it, that she could stop anytime. But every time she crossed the hedge, every time she sank down onto that thick jet-black snake and felt it stretch her open again, the lie grew thinner.
That Tuesday morning started like the others. Mark kissed her goodbye at 7:45, briefcase in hand, promising to be home by six for dinner. Sarah waited until his sedan disappeared around the corner, then slipped into her usual outfit: a loose white tank top with no bra, tiny denim shorts that barely covered her ass, bare feet padding across the grass. Her heart raced with the familiar mix of guilt and hunger as she pushed through the side door into Darius’s garage.
He was waiting—shirtless, sweatpants low, that massive black cock already straining the fabric. No words. She crossed the rubber mats in three quick steps, climbed into his lap on the weight bench, and yanked the waistband down. The thick ebony shaft sprang free—thirteen inches of veined, pulsing meat, the plum head already slick with venom. She didn’t bother with foreplay anymore; she just tugged her shorts aside, positioned herself, and sank down with a long, shuddering moan.
“Ohhh God… yes… so deep already…”
Darius groaned, large black hands gripping her milky-white hips, guiding her as she rode him—slow rolls at first, then faster bounces, her full breasts jiggling under the thin tank, nipples hard and visible through the cotton. She planted her small white feet on his thighs for leverage, pink toes curling against dark skin, loving the obscene contrast as she fucked herself on his black snake.
They were lost in it—her head thrown back, blonde ponytail swaying, his hips snapping upward to meet her downward strokes—when the garage door to the house creaked open.
“Sarah? You home?”
Mark’s voice—clear, casual, close.
Sarah froze mid-thrust, impaled to the hilt, walls fluttering around Darius’s cock in sudden panic. Darius’s eyes widened for a split second, then he moved—fast, silent—lifting her off him in one fluid motion, thick black shaft slipping free with a wet pop, glistening with her juices. He shoved her toward the storage closet in the corner, then ducked behind the power rack, crouching low among the shadows of the weights.
Sarah stumbled into the closet, heart slamming against her ribs, yanking her shorts back into place. Cum and her own slickness coated her inner thighs; she could feel it trickling down. She slammed the closet door just as Mark stepped into the garage.
“Sarah?” he called again, confused. “I forgot my laptop charger. Thought I’d grab it quick.”
She stepped out of the closet—face flushed, hair mussed, nipples tenting the tank top obscenely, legs trembling. “Oh! Mark! You scared me. I… I was just… checking something. For the… the gym stuff. Neighbor lent me some weights.”
Mark frowned, glancing around. The garage smelled of sex—musky, unmistakable—but he didn’t seem to notice, or perhaps chalked it up to sweat and rubber mats. His eyes lingered on her flushed cheeks, her heaving chest.
“You okay? You look… worked up.”
She forced a laugh—high, brittle. “Yoga. I was doing some… stretches. Got carried away.”
He stepped closer, reached for her waist. She flinched involuntarily. His brow creased.
“Everything alright, babe?”
“Yes! Fine. Just… hot in here. The fan’s not on.” She moved past him quickly, heading for the door to the house. “Charger’s on the kitchen counter, I think. I’ll grab it for you.”
Mark followed her inside, still frowning, but he didn’t press. He found the charger, kissed her cheek—lingering a second too long, as if sensing something off—then left again, promising to be back by six.
The moment the front door closed, Sarah sank against the kitchen counter, legs shaking. Darius emerged from the garage silently, cock still half-hard and glistening, sweatpants pulled low.
“That was too close,” she whispered, voice cracking. “Way too close. We can’t… I can’t do this anymore. If he’d walked in thirty seconds earlier…”
Darius stepped close, towering over her, one large black hand cupping her cheek gently. “He didn’t. And you’re still dripping for me, Sarah. Feel it.”
He slid a thick finger between her thighs, brushing the soaked denim. She whimpered, hips jerking toward his touch despite herself.
“I’m serious,” she said, pushing his hand away weakly. “This has to stop. For real this time.”
He studied her—dark eyes calm, patient. Then he nodded once. “If that’s what you want.”
He left without another word.
The rest of the day was torture. Sarah showered three times, scrubbed until her skin was raw, tried to focus on Emma’s homework, on dinner prep. But every time she moved, she felt the ghost of him inside her—the stretch, the fullness, the hot flood of his seed. Sex with Mark the night before had been gentle, quick, adequate. She’d faked her orgasm, kissed him goodnight, then lain awake aching for something bigger, darker, deeper.
By evening Mark was home, oblivious, affectionate. They ate as a family, watched TV, went to bed. He reached for her again—same careful rhythm, same quick finish. She came—barely—clenching around his smaller cock while picturing Darius’s thick black shaft splitting her open. Afterward she curled away from Mark, tears slipping silently into her pillow.
The texts started the next morning.
Darius: Miss the way your tight white pussy grips me. Miss hearing you beg for my black seed.
She deleted it. Blocked him. Unblocked him five minutes later.
Another: Remember how empty you felt last night? How Mark’s little dick barely touched the sides? You need more, Sarah. You know you do.
She didn’t reply.
He showed up at the back door that afternoon—Emma still at preschool, Mark at work—holding a single red rose, casual as if he were just a neighbor dropping by.
“I’m worried about you,” he said softly when she let him in. “You’re shaking. Let me hold you.”
She should have sent him away. Instead she let him pull her close, let his large black hands slide under her shirt, thumbs brushing her hardened nipples. She sobbed against his chest.
“I can’t stop thinking about you,” she whispered. “Even when he’s inside me… it’s you I feel. It’s you I want.”
Darius kissed her forehead. “Then stop fighting it.”
She broke.
“Please…” she begged, voice cracking, small white hands already tugging at his zipper. “Fuck me again. I need it… need your big black cock… please… stretch me… fill me… I can’t take it anymore…”
He lifted her effortlessly, carried her to the living-room couch—the same one where she’d first stroked him—and laid her back. He stripped her in seconds—shorts yanked down, tank top pushed up—then freed his massive jet-black snake. She spread her milky-white legs wide, pink pussy already glistening, swollen from need.
“Beg properly,” he growled.
“Please… fuck your white slut… breed me again… make me forget him… please, Darius… I need your potent black seed so bad…”
He slammed home in one brutal thrust—burying every inch, stretching her tight walls until she screamed in pleasure-pain. She clawed his back, wrapped her legs around his waist, milky-white feet locking behind him as he pounded her—hard, deep, relentless—each stroke reminding her exactly why she could never go back.
She came three times before he flooded her—thick ropes of hot black baby juice painting her womb, overflowing, dripping onto the couch cushions. She sobbed his name through the final orgasm, body convulsing, toes curling against his black skin.
When it was over she clung to him—sweaty, trembling, leaking his cum—whispering brokenly against his neck.
“Don’t ever stop. Please… don’t ever stop.”
Darius kissed her tear-streaked cheek, voice low and possessive.
“I won’t, baby. You’re mine now. All mine.”
And in the quiet house that still belonged to her husband on paper, Sarah knew she was lost.
Completely.
Irrevocably.
His.
Chapter 12: The Foot Worship Chapter
The garage gym had become their sanctuary—rubber mats still warm from the morning sun filtering through the high windows, the faint scent of sweat and sex lingering like perfume. Sarah arrived earlier than usual that Thursday, heart already racing before she even crossed the threshold. Mark was at a client lunch until three; Emma at a playdate. Two precious hours. She wore nothing but a thin white tank top and tiny black cotton shorts, barefoot as always now—her milky-white feet freshly pedicured, nails painted a soft coral pink that made her soles look even paler, softer, more inviting.
Darius noticed the moment she stepped inside. His dark eyes dropped to her feet first—long, elegant arches, delicate toes, the faint blush of color on her nails—before lifting to meet her gaze. That slow, predatory smile spread across his face.
“Been thinking about those pretty white feet all week,” he said, voice low and rough. “How they feel wrapped around me. How they look when you’re spread wide and shaking.”
Sarah’s breath hitched. She crossed the mats in slow steps, feeling every soft pad of her soles press into the rubber, acutely aware of how exposed they were, how vulnerable. She stopped in front of him where he sat on the edge of the weight bench, legs spread wide, sweatpants already tented obscenely.
Without a word she knelt between his thighs—small white hands resting on his dark knees—then lifted one foot and placed it gently on his crotch. The thick black outline throbbed under her sole, hot through the thin fabric.
Darius groaned deep in his throat. “That’s it, baby. Show me what those sexy white feet can do.”
She pressed down—slow, deliberate—rubbing the soft arch along the length of his shaft, feeling every vein pulse against her skin. The contrast was hypnotic: her pale, delicate foot sliding over the dark, straining bulge, toes flexing to trace the ridge of the head. She added the other foot, crossing her ankles, trapping his cock between her milky-white soles like a warm, velvet vice.
“Fuck…” Darius hissed, hips flexing upward instinctively. “Look at that… pretty pink toes curling around my black cock.”
Sarah bit her lip, cheeks flushing crimson. She began to stroke—slow, firm pumps with both feet, soles gliding up and down the thick length, toes spreading and curling to grip the shaft as best they could. The fabric grew damp quickly—first from his leaking venom, then from her own arousal dripping down her thighs. She watched, mesmerized, as the head swelled thicker, pushing insistently between her arches, the plum tip glistening and smearing clear precum across her soft pink skin.
“Take it out,” she whispered, voice trembling with need. “I want to feel it on my feet… skin to skin.”
Darius lifted his hips. She tugged the sweatpants down in one motion, freeing the massive jet-black snake. It sprang upward—thirteen inches of throbbing ebony, veins bulging like ropes, the head already slick and angry-red at the tip. Sarah wrapped her feet around it immediately—soft milky soles pressing tight against the hot shaft, toes curling over the top to stroke the sensitive underside.
She pumped—slow at first, then faster—watching the obscene sight: her delicate white feet worshipping the brutal black cock, toes spreading wide to hug the girth, arches flexing with every stroke. Precum oozed freely now, coating her soles in shiny gloss, making each glide slicker, wetter.
Darius’s breathing grew ragged. “Goddamn… those pretty white feet jerking me off… gonna paint those milky arches, Sarah… gonna cum all over your soft pink soles…”
She whimpered—half moan, half plea—speeding up, toes curling tighter, soles squeezing rhythmically. The head flared wider between her feet, veins pulsing hard against her skin. She could feel him swelling, thickening, the telltale throb that meant he was close.
“Cum for me,” she begged softly, eyes locked on the contrast—her pale feet against his dark shaft. “Paint my white feet… mark me…”
Darius groaned—a deep, guttural sound—and erupted.
Thick, hot ropes of potent black baby juice jetted from the swollen head—splashing across her milky-white arches in heavy, creamy streaks. Rope after rope painted her soles, dripping between her toes, coating the delicate pink skin in glossy white. One powerful spurt hit high on her instep and trickled down the curve of her arch; another landed across her curled toes, clinging to the coral polish like obscene pearls. The heat of it made her shiver, her own pussy clenching untouched between her thighs.
She kept stroking through his orgasm—slow, milking pumps with her cum-slick feet—until the last thick drops oozed out, pooling in the hollows of her arches. Only then did she stop, legs trembling, breath coming in shallow pants.
Darius exhaled slowly, eyes dark with possession. “Look at that mess… your sexy white feet covered in my black seed. Beautiful.”
Sarah stared down—mesmerized, ashamed, unbearably aroused. Thick white cum dripped from her soles, strings connecting her toes, glistening in the dim garage light. She lifted one foot slowly, admiring the way his potent load clung to her skin, then brought it to her lips—tongue darting out to taste a drop from her big toe. Salty, musky, forbidden.
Darius growled low, pulling her up into his lap in one swift motion. He laid her back on the bench, pushed her shorts aside, and buried his still-hard cock inside her soaked pussy in a single deep thrust.
“Ahhhh!” she cried, back arching, legs wrapping around his waist. Her cum-coated feet pressed against his broad black back—soles sliding over muscle, leaving glossy white streaks across midnight skin as he began to pound her.
He fucked her hard—relentless, claiming—each stroke driving deep while he bent to capture one milky-white foot in his large black hand. He kissed the cum-smeared sole—hot lips pressing to the soft arch, tongue lapping up his own seed, sucking each toe into his mouth one by one while his hips snapped forward.
“These feet belong to me now,” he growled around her big toe, sucking hard enough to make her whimper. “Gonna worship them every time I fuck you… gonna cum on them, in you, all over you…”
Sarah came violently—walls clamping around his thick black shaft, milking him as her body convulsed. “Yes… oh God yes… worship my white feet… fill me again… please…”
He did—burying deep one final time and flooding her unprotected womb with another thick load of hot black baby juice. She screamed his name, toes curling against his back, fresh cum dripping from her soles as her orgasm ripped through her.
When it passed they collapsed together—sweaty, trembling—her milky-white feet still wrapped around him, soles pressed to his skin, painted white with the evidence of their sin.
Sarah whispered against his neck, voice cracked and small.
“I love when you worship my feet… love when you cum on them… love being marked by you.”
Darius kissed her softly—first her lips, then the top of one cum-glazed foot.
“You’re mine, Sarah. Every inch. Every pretty white toe.”
She closed her eyes, shame and ecstasy twisting together in her chest.
And she knew she would never want it any other way.
Chapter 13: The Breeding Obsession
The small white pill packet had sat untouched in the back of her nightstand drawer for two weeks. Every morning Sarah opened the drawer, stared at the neat row of pink tablets, and closed it again. She told herself it was temporary—just skipping a few days. Just once more. Just to feel him raw, skin to skin, nothing between them but heat and need. Mark never checked. He trusted her. And that trust made the guilt sharper, the craving deeper.
She flushed the last pill down the toilet on a Tuesday morning while Mark was in the shower. The water swirled, carrying the tiny white promise away. Her hand trembled as she shut the cabinet door. She looked at her reflection—milky-white skin flushed pink at the cheeks, blue eyes wide and guilty—and whispered to the mirror, “Just once more.”
Darius knew the moment she walked into his garage that afternoon.
She wore a simple yellow sundress—thin straps over her shoulders, hem fluttering against her long milky-white thighs, no bra, no panties. Her blonde hair hung loose, still damp from the shower she’d taken after dropping Emma at preschool. She crossed the rubber mats barefoot, soles soft and pink against the dark floor, and stopped in front of him where he sat on the edge of the weight bench.
He didn’t speak at first. Just reached out, large black hand sliding up the inside of her thigh, fingers brushing the slick heat already gathering between her legs. He pressed two thick digits inside her—slow, deliberate—feeling how wet she was, how ready.
“No pill today, is there?” he murmured, voice low and knowing. “You’re bare for me, Sarah. Fertile. Ripe.”
Her breath caught. “How… how did you—”
He crooked his fingers, pressing against that sensitive spot that made her knees buckle. “Your pussy’s telling me. Hotter. Wetter. Clenching like it’s begging to be bred.” He pulled his fingers free, brought them to his lips, and sucked her juices clean while holding her gaze. “Gonna give you what you need today, baby. Gonna fill this tight white womb until it takes.”
She whimpered—half protest, half plea—but her hips rolled forward anyway, chasing the emptiness he’d left behind.
Darius stood, towering over her, and stripped the sundress from her body in one smooth motion. She stood naked before him—milky-white skin glowing in the dim garage light, full breasts heaving, dark-pink nipples stiff, long legs trembling. He lifted her effortlessly, carried her to the padded gym mat in the corner, and laid her on her back.
He shed his clothes quickly—shirtless chest rippling, sweatpants kicked aside—and freed the massive jet-black snake. Thirteen inches of throbbing ebony, veins bulging, plum head already leaking thick clear venom. He knelt between her spread thighs, gripped her ankles, and pushed her legs wide and high—milky-white feet dangling in the air, pink soles arched toward the ceiling.
“Beg me not to,” he growled, rubbing the thick black head along her soaked slit. “Beg me to pull out.”
“No… please… don’t cum inside… you’ll get me pregnant… Mark… we can’t…” Her voice cracked, tears welling in her blue eyes even as her hips lifted, trying to capture the head.
Darius smiled—slow, dark, possessive. “Your mouth says no, but this pretty white pussy’s dripping for my black seed.” He pressed forward—just the head—stretching her entrance, letting her feel the bare heat of him.
She gasped. “Ohhh God… it’s so hot… so thick without anything…”
He sank deeper—slow, relentless—inch by thick inch burying himself until his heavy black balls rested against her ass. No barrier. Nothing between them. Just raw, pulsing black cock filling her tight white walls.
“Gonna give you a black baby, Sarah,” he whispered, hips starting to move—long, deep strokes that dragged every vein along her fluttering insides. “Gonna make that flat white belly swell with my seed. Watch it grow. Watch you carry my child while Mark thinks it’s his.”
“Noooo… please… don’t say that… don’t…” But her words dissolved into moans as he picked up speed, pounding harder, each thrust driving the thick head against her cervix. Her legs shook in his grip, milky-white feet flexing, toes curling tight.
She came first—hard, sudden—walls clamping down around his bare shaft, milking him desperately. “Ahhhh! Oh God… I’m cumming… on your black cock… without protection…”
Darius groaned, hips snapping faster. “That’s it… come on this raw black dick… let it know how bad you want to be bred.”
He didn’t stop. He flipped her onto her hands and knees—ass high, blonde hair spilling across her back—and slammed back inside from behind. His large black hands gripped her milky-white hips, thumbs spreading her cheeks wide so he could watch his thick ebony shaft disappear into her pink pussy again and again.
“Gonna flood you again,” he growled, leaning over her, black lips brushing her ear. “Gonna pump this fertile white womb full of potent black baby juice. Gonna knock you up right here on my gym floor.”
“No… please… pull out… I can’t… I shouldn’t…” But her hips pushed back to meet every brutal thrust, ass rippling, walls fluttering around him. She came a second time—screaming into the mat, body convulsing, fresh wetness gushing around his cock.
He pulled out only long enough to flip her onto her back again—legs over his shoulders now, her milky-white feet pressed to his broad black chest, soft pink soles sliding over sweat-slick muscle. He drove deep—deeper than before—grinding against her cervix with every stroke.
“Look at me,” he ordered.
She did—tears streaming, blue eyes glassy with lust and terror.
“Tell me you want my black baby.”
She shook her head, sobbing. “I can’t… I can’t say it…”
He slowed—torturously slow—circling his hips so the thick head mashed against her womb. “Say it, Sarah. Or I stop right now.”
A broken whimper. “I… I want it… want your black baby… please… breed me… fill me… make my belly swell…”
That was all he needed.
He roared low—hips slamming forward—and buried himself to the hilt. His cock swelled impossibly thicker, veins throbbing, then erupted.
Thick, hot ropes of potent black baby juice jetted straight into her unprotected womb—pulse after powerful pulse, flooding her, painting her walls, overflowing around his shaft to leak down her milky-white ass crack and pool on the mat beneath her.
“Noooo… oh God… I feel it… so deep… so much… it’s filling me… breeding me…” She convulsed beneath him—third orgasm crashing through her, harder than the others—walls milking every drop, greedy spasms pulling his venom deeper into her fertile core. Her legs shook violently, toes curling against his chest, nails digging into his black shoulders as pleasure and shame tore her apart.
He held himself deep—grinding slowly—letting the last thick spurts coat her cervix until she was overflowing, cum dripping in steady creamy streams from her stretched pink slit.
When he finally eased out, a thick gush followed—white against milky-white thighs, marking her completely. Sarah lay there panting—legs splayed, breasts heaving, blonde hair tangled across the mat—small white hand drifting down to press against her lower belly where she could still feel the warmth of his load settling inside her.
Darius leaned down, kissed her tear-streaked cheek, then her swollen lips.
“You’re gonna swell for me, Sarah,” he whispered. “Gonna carry my black baby. And every time you look at that growing belly… every time Mark kisses it… you’ll remember who put it there.”
She sobbed quietly—shame flooding her even as fresh heat bloomed between her legs.
But she didn’t push him away.
She pulled him closer instead.
Whispering against his midnight skin, voice cracked and small:
“Just once more… please… breed me again.”
And Darius smiled—dark, triumphant—already hardening inside her once more.
The obsession had taken root.
Deep.
Irrevocable.
And she was already lost to it.
Chapter 14: The Husband's Suspicion
The changes crept in slowly at first—small enough that Sarah could pretend they were innocent. A new black lace bra and matching thong set she “found on sale,” hidden in the back of her drawer. Longer showers that left her skin flushed and glowing. The way she hummed softly to herself while making dinner, a secret smile playing on her lips that hadn’t been there in years. Mark noticed, of course. He always noticed the little things.
It started with questions wrapped in affection.
“You’ve been going to the gym a lot lately,” he said one evening over takeout, fork paused halfway to his mouth. “You look… incredible. Really. Whatever they’re doing over there, keep it up.”
Sarah forced a laugh, cheeks warming. “Just trying to stay healthy. Yoga, weights, you know.”
He nodded, eyes lingering on the way her sundress clung to her fuller breasts, the subtle curve of her hips that seemed more pronounced lately. “You’ve got this glow about you. Like you’re… happy. Happier than I’ve seen in a while.”
She swallowed hard, the food suddenly tasteless. “I am happy. With you. With us.”
But the lie tasted bitter. Because the glow wasn’t from yoga. It came from the hours spent on her knees in Darius’s garage, lips stretched wide around his thick black snake, throat working to swallow every drop of his potent seed. It came from riding him raw on the weight bench, milky-white feet planted on his chest while he worshipped her soles and flooded her fertile womb again and again. It came from the secret thrill of feeling his thick black cum leak out of her for hours afterward, soaking her panties while she smiled at Mark across the dinner table.
Mark’s suspicion deepened quietly. He started checking her phone when she was in the shower—not snooping exactly, just glancing at notifications. He noticed the late afternoons when she came home smelling faintly of cedar and clean sweat, hair damp like she’d showered somewhere else. He noticed how she flinched sometimes when he touched her waist—almost as if her body had grown accustomed to larger, darker hands.
One Saturday night, after Emma was asleep and the house was quiet, he found her in the laundry room folding clothes. She wore one of his old T-shirts, nothing underneath, the hem skimming the tops of her milky-white thighs. He stepped behind her, arms sliding around her waist, lips brushing her neck.
“You’ve been different,” he said softly, not accusing, just… sad. “Distant. Like part of you is somewhere else even when you’re right here.”
Sarah froze, the towel in her hands trembling. “Mark… I—”
He turned her gently to face him. His eyes—kind, brown, familiar—searched hers. “Are you unhappy? With me? With us?”
Tears welled instantly. She shook her head, blonde hair falling forward to hide her face. “No… God, no. I love you. I love our life. I’m just… going through something. I don’t know how to explain it.”
He cupped her cheek, thumb brushing away a tear. “You can tell me anything, Sarah. Anything.”
The guilt crashed over her like a wave—hot, suffocating. She wanted to confess everything: the first touch, the taste of black cock on her tongue, the way she begged Darius to breed her in their marital bed. She wanted to fall to her knees and beg Mark’s forgiveness, to promise she’d stop, to make it right.
But the words wouldn’t come.
Instead she cried harder—great, heaving sobs that shook her whole body. Mark pulled her close, stroking her hair, murmuring that it was okay, that they’d figure it out together. She clung to him, hating herself for the way her nipples hardened against his chest, for the shameful pulse of heat between her legs even as she wept in his arms.
“I’m sorry,” she whispered into his shoulder. “I’m so sorry…”
He kissed her forehead. “We’ll be okay. I love you.”
That night they made love—gentle, familiar, lights low. Mark moved inside her carefully, lovingly, whispering how beautiful she was, how much he needed her. She came—quietly, mechanically—while picturing Darius’s thick black shaft stretching her wide, his deep voice growling promises to knock her up. When Mark rolled off and fell asleep, Sarah lay awake beside him, tears drying on her cheeks, his thin seed leaking slowly from her while she ached for something thicker, darker, deeper.
Darius didn’t let her pull away.
He texted the next morning while Mark was mowing the lawn:
Missed you yesterday. Your tight white pussy was made for my black cock. Come over. Now.
She stared at the message, pulse racing. Deleted it. Then retrieved it from the trash.
An hour later, while Mark was in the shower, she slipped through the hedge—yellow sundress again, no panties, bare feet silent on the grass. Darius was waiting in the garage, jeans already unzipped, the massive jet-black snake hard and throbbing in his hand.
She didn’t speak. Just dropped to her knees, took him into her mouth—lips stretching wide around the thick head, tongue swirling over the slit to taste the familiar salty venom. He groaned, large black hand tangling in her blonde hair.
“Tell me,” he growled, hips rocking gently. “Tell me what you love.”
She pulled off with a wet pop, tears in her eyes, voice cracking. “I love your big black cock… love how it stretches me… love how it fills me so deep Mark never can… love when you cum inside me raw… love being your white breeding slut…”
Darius lifted her onto the bench, pushed her dress up, and slammed home—bare, thick, relentless. She cried out, legs wrapping around his waist, milky-white feet locking behind his back as he pounded her.
“Gonna breed you again today,” he rasped, hips snapping. “Gonna make sure my black baby takes root in that pretty white belly. Mark’s gonna raise it. Gonna love it. Never know it’s mine.”
“Noooo… please… don’t…” But her walls clenched harder around him, milking him desperately. She came violently—screaming into his shoulder, body convulsing—as he buried deep and flooded her once more, thick ropes of potent black baby juice painting her womb, overflowing, dripping down her thighs.
She clung to him afterward—sweaty, trembling—whispering brokenly against his midnight skin.
“I love your black cock… I can’t stop… I don’t want to stop…”
Darius kissed her tear-streaked face, voice low and possessive.
“Then don’t. Keep coming back. Keep taking this big black dick. Keep letting me breed you. You’re mine now, Sarah. And deep down… you know you always were.”
She nodded—small, defeated—already feeling the familiar warmth of his seed settling inside her.
Guilt ate at her every time she looked at Mark.
But the craving—the need for that thick black snake, for the stretch, for the risk, for the breeding—burned hotter than any shame.
And she knew she would cross the hedge again tomorrow.
And the day after.
Until the secret could no longer be hidden.
Until her belly began to swell.
Until the truth could no longer be denied.
Chapter 15: The Final Claim – Impregnation and Acceptance
The two pink lines appeared on the third test, just like the first two. Sarah sat on the edge of the bathtub, staring at the plastic stick in her trembling hand, the bathroom light harsh against the milky-white skin of her thighs. Her sundress was bunched around her waist, panties still around one ankle from when she’d pulled them down to pee on the stick. The house was silent—Mark at a weekend conference in Charlotte, Emma at her grandparents’ for the day. No one to witness the moment her world tilted irreversibly.
She pressed a small white hand to her flat belly—still flat, but she could already imagine the gentle swell that would come. A black baby. Darius’s baby. The thought sent a shameful rush of heat between her legs even as tears slipped down her cheeks. She had known—deep down, she had known from the first time he flooded her raw—but seeing the proof made it real. Undeniable.
She texted him one word.
Positive.
His reply came in seconds.
Come home. Now.
She didn’t bother changing. Didn’t bother wiping the tears. She slipped barefoot through the hedge, sundress fluttering against her thighs, heart hammering so hard she could feel it in her throat. The back door to Darius’s house was unlocked. She stepped inside, closed it behind her, and walked straight to the master bedroom—his bedroom—where the blinds were drawn low and the king-sized bed waited like an altar.
Darius stood at the foot of the bed, already naked. His midnight-black body gleamed under the soft lamp light, muscles coiled and ready, the thick jet-black snake hanging heavy between his thighs—already thickening at the sight of her. Thirteen inches of raw power, veins pulsing, plum head glistening with anticipation.
Sarah stopped in the doorway, sundress clinging to her sweat-damp skin, blue eyes glassy with tears and something darker.
“I’m pregnant,” she whispered. “It’s yours. I know it’s yours.”
Darius crossed the room in two strides, large black hands cupping her face, thumbs brushing away her tears.
“Say it again.”
“I’m carrying your black baby,” she breathed, voice cracking. “Mark thinks… he thinks it’s his. But it’s yours. All yours.”
He kissed her then—deep, claiming, black lips devouring her pink ones until she moaned into his mouth. His hands slid down, lifting the sundress over her head in one motion, leaving her naked except for the thin gold chain around her neck—the one he’d given her weeks ago, hidden under her clothes when Mark was home.
He guided her to the bed, laid her on her back, then flipped her so she straddled him reverse cowgirl—her milky-white ass facing him, long blonde hair cascading down her back. She reached between her thighs, gripped the thick black shaft, and guided the swollen head to her soaked entrance.
“Fill me one last time,” she begged, voice trembling. “Fill my fertile white womb… make sure your baby takes even deeper… please, Darius… breed me again…”
He groaned low, hands gripping her milky-white hips, thumbs spreading her ass cheeks wide so he could watch every inch disappear.
“Ride it, baby. Ride that big black snake like the owned white slut you are.”
Sarah sank down slowly—inch by thick inch—until her ass met his thighs, the full length buried raw inside her. She cried out, head falling back, hands braced on his dark thighs for leverage. Then she began to move—slow rolls at first, then harder bounces, her full breasts jiggling, milky-white ass rippling with every downward stroke. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room, her slick juices coating his black shaft, dripping down to soak his heavy balls.
“Look at that pretty white ass bouncing on black cock,” Darius growled, one hand sliding up to tangle in her blonde hair, pulling her head back gently so her back arched deeper. “This pussy belongs to me now. This womb belongs to me. That baby growing inside you belongs to me.”
“Yes… oh God yes…” she sobbed, hips slamming down harder, walls fluttering around him. “I’m yours… all yours… Mark can never fill me like this… never make me cum like this… please… cum in me… flood me… one last time…”
He flipped her again—onto her hands and knees—mounting her from behind, gripping her hips and pounding deep. Each thrust drove the thick head against her cervix, promising to push his seed even deeper. She clawed the sheets, wailing, “Breed me… breed your white whore… make my belly swell bigger… please…”
Another position—her on her back, legs over his shoulders, milky-white feet pressed to his broad black chest, soft pink soles sliding over muscle as he hammered down into her. He kissed her arches between thrusts, sucking her toes into his hot mouth while his cock pistoned relentlessly.
“Gonna pump you so full,” he rasped. “Gonna give this fertile womb every drop. Gonna watch that belly grow with my black baby while you sleep next to him every night.”
She came then—violently—walls clamping down like a vice, milking him desperately. “Noooo… yes… oh God… I’m cumming… on your black cock… while I’m already pregnant with your baby… ahhhh!”
Darius roared—hips slamming forward one final time—and buried himself to the hilt. His cock swelled impossibly thicker, veins throbbing, then erupted.
Endless thick ropes of potent black baby juice jetted straight into her womb—hot, viscous, powerful—painting her walls, flooding her core, overflowing around his shaft to leak in creamy white streams down her milky-white ass crack and pool on the sheets beneath her. Pulse after pulse, he pumped her full, grinding deep, holding her in place so not a drop could escape.
Sarah screamed in orgasmic surrender—body convulsing, legs shaking, toes curling against his chest, nails raking his black back as wave after wave crashed through her. “Yes… fill me… breed me deeper… it’s yours… all yours… oh Godddd…”
When the last thick spurt finally ebbed, he stayed buried inside her—still hard, still throbbing—kissing her tear-streaked face, her swollen breasts, the faint curve of her lower belly where his child already grew.
“You’re mine now, Sarah,” he whispered against her milky-white skin. “Still married on paper. Still playing house next door. But this body… this pussy… this womb… this baby… all mine.”
She nodded—small, broken, blissful—small white hand drifting down to rub slow circles over her still-flat belly, feeling the warmth of his seed settling deep inside her.
“It’s yours,” she whispered, voice soft and reverent. “All yours…”
Darius kissed the spot she rubbed—hot black lips pressing to the pale skin that would soon swell with proof of his claim—then kissed her lips again, slow and deep.
She accepted it then—fully, finally.
No more fighting.
No more guilt that could win.
She was still Sarah Thompson on the outside—wife, mother, neighbor.
But inside—deep where his black baby grew, where his thick seed still leaked from her well-fucked pussy—she belonged to the big black snake next door.
And she would never belong to anyone else again.


The End
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