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The Black Pool Stud
Chapter 1: The New Hire
The Thompson residence sat at the end of a quiet cul-de-sac in one of those pristine, gated communities where every lawn was manicured to perfection and the houses all looked like they belonged in a magazine spread. It was the kind of neighborhood where the residents were overwhelmingly white, upper-middle-class, and comfortably set in their ways. Sarah Thompson, at 42, was the picture-perfect embodiment of that world. Tall and slender at 5'8", with long, wavy blonde hair that cascaded down to the middle of her back, piercing blue eyes, and flawless porcelain skin that rarely saw the sun without protection, she turned heads wherever she went. Her body was a testament to years of dedicated yoga and Pilates—firm, full C-cup breasts that still sat high on her chest, a narrow waist that flared into rounded hips, and long, toned legs that looked endless in her designer shorts or sundresses. Her ass was tight and pert, the kind that jiggled just enough when she walked to draw admiring glances, though she pretended not to notice.
Sarah had married David Thompson right out of college, a successful corporate lawyer who was now a partner at his firm. At 45, David was handsome in that clean-cut, preppy way—tall, fit from golf, with salt-and-pepper hair and a warm smile. Their life together had been comfortable, predictable. Two beautiful children: their son now away at university on the East Coast, and their daughter Ashley, 19, home for the summer after her freshman year at a private liberal arts college. Ashley was a younger, fresher version of her mother—same blonde hair (though she wore it in a trendy bob), same blue eyes, same lithe, athletic build from years of cheerleading and dance. At 5'7", with perky B-cup breasts, a tiny waist, and legs that seemed to go on forever, Ashley was the envy of her friends and the secret crush of half the boys back at school.
The Thompsons' backyard was their pride and joy: a sparkling in-ground pool surrounded by lush landscaping, a hot tub, and a cabana with an outdoor kitchen. Maintaining it all had fallen to old Mr. Jenkins for years, a retired gentleman who had kept the pool pristine. But when he finally hung up his skimmer at 78, the pool company sent a replacement.
That's when Devon entered their lives.
Devon Williams was 20 years old, a sophomore at the local state university on a full basketball scholarship. Standing at an imposing 6'6", with a body sculpted from hours in the gym and on the court—broad shoulders, rippling abs, powerful arms corded with muscle, and thick, tree-trunk thighs—he was a force of nature. His skin was a deep, rich ebony, smooth and glistening under the sun, and he kept his hair cropped short, accentuating his strong jawline, high cheekbones, and full, sensual lips that often curved into a knowing, confident grin. But what really set him apart—what made women steal second glances and then blush when they realized what they'd seen—was the way his work shorts clung to him. Even relaxed, the outline was unmistakable: a long, thick bulge that snaked down his thigh, hinting at something massive, something primal.
The pool company had warned Sarah that the new guy was young but reliable, and when Devon showed up that first Monday morning in June, she was caught off guard. She had been lounging by the pool in a modest one-piece swimsuit—navy blue, high-cut on the hips to show off her legs—sipping iced tea and scrolling through her phone. Ashley was inside, probably still asleep after a late night out with friends.
The doorbell rang, and Sarah padded barefoot through the house to answer it. When she opened the door, she had to crane her neck up—and up—to meet his eyes.
"Mornin', ma'am," Devon said, his voice deep and smooth, laced with just a hint of urban swagger. "I'm Devon from AquaClear. Here to service your pool."
Sarah blinked, momentarily flustered. He was so... big. Not just tall, but broad and powerful, his tank top stretched tight across his chest, revealing the deep V of his pecs and the faint outline of nipples. His arms were like carved mahogany, veins tracing paths down to large, strong hands. And those shorts... God, the way they hugged his hips and thighs.
"Oh, yes, of course," she managed, stepping aside. "Come on in. The backyard's through here."
As he brushed past her, she caught a whiff of his scent—clean soap mixed with a natural, masculine musk that made her stomach flutter unexpectedly. She led him through the house, acutely aware of how close he was behind her, his long strides easily keeping pace with her hurried ones.
"The pool's out back," she said, sliding open the glass doors. "We usually just let Mr. Jenkins do his thing. Take your time."
Devon flashed that grin, white teeth gleaming against his dark skin. "No problem, Mrs. Thompson. I'll have it sparklin' in no time."
Sarah lingered for a moment, watching as he set down his equipment bag and peeled off his tank top without a second thought. The sight hit her like a punch: his torso was a masterpiece—eight-pack abs rippling down to a deep Adonis belt that disappeared into his shorts, smooth dark skin glistening with a light sheen of sweat already in the morning heat. She felt a warmth spread between her thighs, unbidden, and quickly turned away, cheeks flushing.
What is wrong with you, Sarah? she scolded herself as she retreated inside. He's half your age. And... black. David would have a fit if he knew you were even thinking...
But she couldn't help it. From the kitchen window, she watched him work. The way his muscles flexed as he skimmed the pool, the powerful glide of his arms, the way his back tapered to a narrow waist. And every so often, when he bent over, those shorts would ride up just enough to outline the heavy sway of whatever was packed in there.
By the time Ashley wandered downstairs around noon, wearing tiny denim shorts and a crop top that showed off her flat, tanned stomach, Devon was testing the water chemistry.
"Who's that?" Ashley whispered, peering out the window with wide eyes.
"The new pool guy," Sarah said, trying to sound casual. "Mr. Jenkins retired."
Ashley bit her lip, a slow smile spreading. "Damn, Mom. He's hot."
"Ashley!" Sarah hissed, but she couldn't suppress her own glance back outside.
Devon looked up then, as if sensing their eyes on him, and waved. Both women waved back, Ashley with a flirty little finger wiggle that made Sarah roll her eyes.
He finished up an hour later, knocking on the glass door. Sarah went out to sign the invoice.
"Everything looks good, Mrs. Thompson," he said, handing her the clipboard. His fingers brushed hers—rough, warm—and she felt that flutter again.
"Please, call me Sarah," she said automatically.
"Alright, Sarah." He let her name roll off his tongue, slow and deliberate. "I'll be back same time next week. Unless you need me sooner."
There was something in his eyes, a spark of amusement, like he knew exactly the effect he was having.
"Thank you, Devon," she replied, her voice a touch breathy.
As he left, Ashley sidled up to her mom. "Mom, did you see the size of him? Like, everywhere?"
"Ashley, honestly," Sarah laughed, but it came out nervous. "He's just doing his job."
But that night, as Sarah lay in bed beside David—who was already snoring after a long day at the office—she couldn't get Devon out of her mind. The image of his dark, muscled body moving through her backyard played on repeat. She'd never been with a black man. Never even considered it. Her life with David had been vanilla—missionary position, lights off, once a week if they were lucky. Satisfying enough, but... predictable.
Her hand slipped down between her legs almost without thinking, fingers circling her clit through her silk panties. She imagined those big hands on her pale skin, the contrast stark and forbidden. That bulge... God, what would it feel like? Thick, heavy, stretching her...
She came quickly, biting her lip to stay quiet, guilt washing over her even as the aftershocks pulsed.
The next week, Devon arrived right on time. Sarah made sure she was out by the pool this time, in a bikini she'd bought on a whim years ago but rarely wore—emerald green, with ties at the hips and neck. It was more revealing than her usual one-piece, the top barely containing her full breasts, the bottoms riding high on her ass.
"Mornin', Sarah," he greeted, that deep voice sending a shiver down her spine despite the heat.
"Good morning, Devon." She smiled up at him from her lounge chair, sunglasses hiding the way her eyes traced his body.
He got to work, but she noticed he was slower today, more deliberate. And he kept glancing her way.
"You look good out here," he said casually as he brushed the pool. "That suit brings out your eyes."
Sarah's breath caught. "Oh... thank you. It's old."
"Nah, it fits perfect." His gaze lingered on her legs, then up to where her breasts strained against the fabric.
She should have been offended. Should have told him to mind his manners. But instead, she felt a rush of heat, her nipples hardening under the thin material.
Ashley joined them later, in an even skimpier bikini—white, almost see-through when wet. She dove into the pool with a splash, emerging with water cascading down her young, firm body.
"Hey, Devon!" she called, waving.
"Sup, lil' miss," he replied with a chuckle.
The two women watched him openly now, whispering and giggling like schoolgirls when he wasn't looking. Devon played along, flexing a bit more as he worked, his shorts tenting noticeably when he bent over.
By the third week, the tension was palpable. Sarah found excuses to be outside whenever he came—bringing him cold lemonade, asking unnecessary questions about pool maintenance. Their conversations grew longer, flirtier. He'd compliment her figure, her tan, the way her sundresses hugged her curves. She'd blush and deflect, but never told him to stop.
One afternoon, David was away on a business trip, and Ashley was out shopping with friends. It was just Sarah and Devon.
She was in the hot tub, bubbles churning, a glass of wine in hand to steady her nerves. Devon finished his work and approached.
"All done for today, Sarah."
She looked up at him, water lapping at her collarbones, the bubbles hiding just enough. "Already? You could... join me for a minute. Cool off."
His grin was slow, predatory. "Don't mind if I do."
He kicked off his shoes and slipped into the tub across from her, still in his shorts. The water rose with his bulk, and Sarah's heart pounded as she took in how the wet fabric clung to him, outlining every inch of that massive bulge.
They talked—about school, his basketball dreams, her life as a housewife. But the air crackled with unspoken desire.
"You know," he said, voice low, "I see how you look at me. Ain't nothin' wrong with that."
Sarah's cheeks burned. "I... I don't know what you mean."
"Yeah, you do." He shifted closer, the water swirling. "Beautiful woman like you, stuck in this big house all day. Bet your husband don't appreciate what he got."
"Devon..." It was half protest, half plea.
He reached out, his large dark hand covering her pale one on the edge of the tub. The contrast was electric—ebony against ivory. His touch was warm, firm.
"I ain't gonna push," he murmured, eyes locked on hers. "But I know you feel it too. That pull."
Sarah's breath came shallow. She should pull away. Should tell him to leave. But she didn't. Instead, her fingers curled slightly under his.
"I... I've never..." she whispered.
"Never what? Been with a brother?" He leaned in, his face inches from hers, that masculine scent filling her senses.
She shook her head, biting her lip.
His thumb stroked her hand. "Ain't gotta be today. But when you're ready... you know where to find me."
He stood then, water streaming down his chiseled body, the wet shorts leaving nothing to the imagination—the thick, long outline of his cock clearly semi-hard, straining against the fabric.
Sarah stared, mouth dry, a throb starting deep in her core.
As he toweled off and left, she sank lower into the bubbles, her hand slipping beneath the water to press against her aching pussy.
She was innocent, yes. Faithful. But something had awakened in her—a hunger she couldn't ignore.
And this was only the beginning.
Chapter 2: The Breaking Point
The days following that charged encounter in the hot tub blurred into a haze of restless longing for Sarah Thompson. David had returned from his business trip, all smiles and routine kisses on the cheek, oblivious to the storm raging inside his wife. Their evenings resumed their predictable pattern: dinner together, him scrolling through case files on his laptop while she pretended to read a book, then bed where he'd roll over after a perfunctory hug, snoring within minutes. Sarah lay awake night after night, her body aching with a need she'd never known before. Her fingers would wander down to her slick folds more often than she cared to admit, circling her swollen clit as she replayed the feel of Devon's large, dark hand on hers—the stark contrast of his ebony skin against her pale fingers, the heat radiating from his palm, the promise in his deep, rumbling voice.
Guilt gnawed at her constantly. She was a married woman, a mother, from a good family. She'd never strayed, never even fantasized about anyone but David in their twenty-plus years together. And Devon... he was so young, so different. Black. The word alone sent a forbidden thrill through her, mingled with shame. What would her friends think? What would Ashley say if she knew her mother was lusting after the pool boy like some desperate housewife in a trashy novel?
But the hunger grew. She found herself choosing outfits with him in mind—shorter sundresses that fluttered around her toned thighs, bikinis that hugged her curves a little tighter. Ashley noticed, teasing her mom about "getting her groove back," but Sarah brushed it off with a nervous laugh.
Devon came every Monday, as reliable as the sunrise. Their interactions grew bolder: lingering touches when she handed him a cold drink, his eyes devouring her body openly, compliments that made her blush and squirm. "That dress makes your legs look a mile long, Sarah," he'd say, his voice low and appreciative. Or, "You got the kind of body that don't quit." She'd stammer thanks, feeling her nipples pebble under his gaze, a dampness gathering between her legs.
It was the fourth week after that hot tub moment when everything shattered.
David was away again—another conference, this time in Chicago for three days. Ashley had driven to the beach with friends for the weekend, leaving the house blissfully empty. Sarah told herself she wouldn't do anything foolish. She'd stay inside, maybe clean the house or catch up on her book club reading.
But when Devon's truck pulled into the driveway that Monday morning, her heart raced. She was already by the pool, in a skimpy red bikini she'd bought online in a moment of weakness—triangle top that barely contained her full C-cup breasts, the fabric thin enough that her hard nipples poked through, and bottoms with ties at the sides that sat low on her hips, accentuating the curve of her ass.
Devon stepped out, his massive frame filling the doorway to the backyard. He wore his usual work shorts and tank top, but today he stripped the shirt off immediately, revealing that chiseled ebony torso glistening in the sun. His eyes locked on her right away, that knowing grin spreading across his full lips.
"Mornin', beautiful," he drawled, voice like velvet thunder.
"Good morning, Devon," Sarah replied, her voice softer than intended. She sat up on the lounge chair, crossing her legs to hide the sudden throb between them.
He got to work, but it was clear his focus wasn't on the pool. His movements were deliberate, flexing those powerful muscles for her benefit, bending over to give her glimpses of that thick bulge straining his shorts. Sarah couldn't look away. The sun beat down, making his dark skin shine with sweat, the scent of him—musky, masculine, mixed with chlorine—wafting over to her.
Halfway through, he approached her chair, towering over her. "Hot one today," he said, wiping his brow. "Mind if I take a dip to cool off?"
Sarah swallowed hard. "Of course. Go ahead."
He dove in cleanly, his body slicing through the water like a shark. When he surfaced, water streamed down his ripped abs, pooling in the deep V leading into his shorts. He swam a few laps, then hoisted himself out right beside her chair, water cascading off him. Up close, he was overwhelming—6'6" of pure power, droplets clinging to his smooth black skin.
Sarah's breath hitched as he stood there, dripping, his shorts plastered to him. The outline of his cock was obscene: thick, long, even soft it hung heavy down his thigh, the head flaring noticeably.
"You been thinkin' about me," he stated, not a question.
"Devon, I... we can't..." she whispered, but her eyes were glued to that bulge.
He sat on the edge of her chair, his wet thigh brushing her bare leg. The contact sent sparks through her. "Sarah. Look at me."
She did, meeting those dark, intense eyes.
"I want you. Been wantin' you since day one. And I know you want this too." His hand reached out, cupping her cheek gently, thumb brushing her lower lip.
Guilt flooded her. "I'm married, Devon. This is wrong. David—"
"David ain't here," he murmured, leaning closer. "And he ain't makin' you feel like this." His other hand settled on her knee, warm and firm, sliding up slowly.
Sarah trembled, her body betraying her as her thighs parted slightly. "We shouldn't..."
But then his lips were on hers.
The kiss was electric—soft at first, his full lips pressing against her softer ones, tasting of pool water and pure man. Sarah froze, a whimper escaping her, but she didn't pull away. His tongue traced her seam, seeking entry, and when she parted her lips on a gasp, he plunged in.
Deep, hungry kissing followed. His tongue dominated hers, exploring her mouth with slow, deliberate strokes—tangling, sucking, claiming. Sarah's hands came up to his chest, intending to push, but instead they splayed against his hard pecs, feeling the heat of his skin, the rapid beat of his heart. He tasted so good—masculine, a hint of mint from gum earlier. His scent enveloped her, that intoxicating musk making her head spin.
He pulled her closer, one large hand tangling in her blonde hair, tilting her head for better access. The kiss deepened, wet and sloppy now, tongues dueling as soft moans escaped her. Reluctance warred with desire; she broke away once, gasping, "Devon, no... I can't..."
"Yes, you can," he growled against her lips, capturing them again before she could protest.
Minutes blurred into a haze of kissing—deep, passionate, his mouth devouring hers like he was starving. Sarah melted, her body going pliant as guilt receded under the onslaught of pleasure.
His hands roamed now, sliding up her sides to cup her breasts through the bikini top. Sarah arched into his touch with a cry muffled by his mouth. His palms were rough from work, calluses scraping deliciously over her sensitive skin as he kneaded her full tits.
"So fuckin' soft," he murmured, breaking the kiss to trail his lips down her neck, sucking lightly at her pulse point.
"Oh God," she moaned, head falling back. Guilt surged again—"David..."—but it was weaker now, drowned by the fire building in her core.
Devon untied her bikini top with deft fingers, letting it fall away. Her creamy white breasts spilled free, pink nipples hard and begging. The contrast was stunning—his dark hands on her pale flesh, fingers so black against her ivory skin.
He stared for a moment, eyes hungry. "Perfect," he breathed, then lowered his head.
His mouth latched onto one nipple, sucking hard. Sarah cried out, the sensation shooting straight to her pussy. His tongue swirled around the peak, flicking it, teeth grazing just enough to make her gasp. He suckled like a man possessed—deep, rhythmic pulls that made wet smacking sounds, his full lips engulfing her areola. Switching to the other breast, he lavished the same attention, one hand pinching and rolling the abandoned nipple.
The sensory overload was intense: the hot sun on her skin, the cool breeze teasing her wet nipples when he blew on them, the scratch of his short beard against her sensitive flesh, the salty taste when he kissed her again, sharing the flavor of her own skin.
Sarah's hands clutched his head, fingers digging into his cropped hair. "Devon... oh God, that feels so good..."
He chuckled against her breast, the vibration sending shivers through her. "Told you."
Reluctance flickered again as his hands slid down to her hips, fingers hooking into the ties of her bikini bottoms. "Wait... I don't know if—"
"Shh," he soothed, kissing her deeply again, tongue silencing her protests. Slowly, he tugged the ties, the fabric loosening.
Sarah's heart pounded with guilt and excitement. This was it—the point of no return. But her hips lifted instinctively as he peeled the bottoms away, exposing her completely.
Her pussy was bare except for a neat landing strip of blonde hair, lips puffy and pink, already glistening with arousal. Juices coated her inner thighs, shiny in the sunlight, the musky scent of her desire filling the air.
Devon groaned, eyes darkening. "Look at that pretty white pussy. So wet for me."
Sarah flushed crimson, trying to close her legs. "Don't say that..."
But he gently parted them, settling between her thighs on the lounge chair. His large hands gripped her hips, thumbs stroking her hipbones. "Gonna taste you now, baby."
Before she could protest, his head dipped down.
His tongue was broad and hot, lapping up her slick folds in one long, slow stroke. Sarah bucked, a strangled moan tearing from her throat. The sensation was exquisite—wet heat dragging over her sensitive clit, the roughness of his tongue contrasting her smoothness.
He ate her like he was savoring the finest meal: long licks from her entrance to her clit, circling the swollen nub, sucking it gently between his full lips. His hands held her thighs open, dark fingers digging into pale flesh, leaving faint marks. The sounds were obscene—wet slurps, her juices coating his chin, glistening as he pulled back to admire.
"So sweet," he murmured, voice muffled against her. "This pussy been waitin' for a real man."
Guilt stabbed her—"I'm married..."—but pleasure overrode it as he plunged his tongue inside her, fucking her with it. Sarah's hips rolled, grinding against his face, her hands fisting in his hair.
He added fingers—two thick, dark digits sliding into her tight heat, stretching her deliciously. She was so wet they glided in easily, curling to hit that spot that made stars burst behind her eyes. His mouth returned to her clit, sucking hard while his fingers pumped.
Sarah came undone, orgasm crashing over her in waves. She cried out, body arching, juices flooding his mouth as she trembled.
Devon lapped her through it, gentle now, until she sagged boneless.
Then he rose up, kissing her deeply. She tasted herself on his tongue—tangy, musky—mingled with his flavor.
"Your turn," he said huskily, standing and shoving his shorts down.
His cock sprang free, and Sarah gasped.
It was massive—easily 11 inches long, thick as her wrist, veined and throbbing, the dark ebony shaft contrasting sharply with the angry purple head, already leaking precum.
"Oh my God," she whispered, eyes wide. Guilt and reluctance surged anew. "It's too big... I can't..."
"You can," he assured, stroking himself slowly. The sight was hypnotic—his large black hand wrapped around that monster cock, foreskin gliding over the head.
He guided her hand to it, wrapping her pale fingers around the base. She could barely close them. It was hot, velvet over steel, pulsing in her grip.
"Suck it, Sarah. Taste what you've been cravin'."
Trembling with a mix of nerves and desire, she leaned forward. Her lips parted, tongue darting out to lick the precum from the tip—salty, slightly bitter.
Devon groaned, hand gently guiding her head.
She took him in, lips stretching wide around the thick head. The taste exploded on her tongue—musky, masculine, addictive. She bobbed slowly at first, taking more with each pass, her jaw aching from the girth.
He was patient, letting her set the pace, but soon his hips rocked gently. "Deeper, baby. Take that black cock."
Encouraged by his moans, she relaxed her throat, pushing down until he hit the back—gagging slightly but persisting. Tears pricked her eyes as she deep throated him, nose eventually brushing his trimmed pubes, his heavy balls against her chin.
The sounds were filthy: wet slurps, gags, his deep grunts. Saliva dripped down her chin, coating his shaft, making it glisten.
"Fuck, yes... just like that," he praised, hand tangling in her hair.
Sarah lost herself in it—the stretch of her mouth, the weight on her tongue, the scent of his arousal filling her senses. Guilt lingered in the back of her mind, but the act felt so right, so depravedly thrilling.
His thrusts grew faster, cock swelling. "Gonna cum... swallow it all, Sarah."
She moaned around him, sucking harder.
With a roar, he erupted.
Thick ropes of hot, salty cum flooded her mouth—more than she'd ever experienced. She swallowed frantically, gulping down the creamy load, but it was too much. Cum overflowed, dripping from the corners of her stretched lips, trailing down her chin onto her heaving breasts.
Devon pulled out slowly, the last spurts painting her tongue as she gasped for air.
Sarah sat back, dazed, lips swollen and shiny with his seed, thick white rivulets dripping from the sides of her mouth despite her efforts to swallow most of it. The taste lingered—rich, potent—as she licked her lips instinctively.
Devon smiled down at her, tucking himself away. "That's just the start, beautiful."
Chapter 3: Claimed in Forbidden Sheets
The taste of Devon's thick, salty cum lingered on Sarah Thompson's tongue long after he'd pulled away, his massive black cock softening as he tucked it back into his shorts with a satisfied grin. She sat there on the lounge chair, naked and exposed under the afternoon sun, her full breasts heaving with ragged breaths, rivulets of his seed still dripping from the corners of her swollen lips and trailing down her chin onto her pale skin. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, smearing the sticky remnants, her blue eyes wide with a mix of shock, satisfaction, and overwhelming guilt.
What have I done? The thought crashed through her like a wave. I'm a married woman. David... oh God, David. This was cheating—pure, filthy adultery. And with the pool boy, no less. A young black man who'd just fed her his load like she was some wanton slut. Her cheeks burned with shame, but between her thighs, her pussy throbbed with aftershocks, still slick from his tongue.
Devon crouched down, his large dark hand cupping her chin gently, tilting her face up to meet his eyes. "You alright, beautiful? That was somethin' else."
Sarah nodded numbly, then shook her head. "We... we shouldn't have. This was a mistake."
His deep chuckle rumbled through her. "Nah, baby. That was just the appetizer. And you swallowed it like you been starvin'."
Fresh guilt twisted in her gut, but so did a spark of arousal at his crude words. She glanced around the empty backyard, thankful Ashley was away and David still in Chicago. "You should go," she whispered, voice trembling.
Devon stood, towering over her, his ebony muscles glistening with sweat and pool water. "Yeah? You sure about that?" His eyes raked over her body—creamy white skin flushed pink, nipples hard from the breeze, her thighs shiny with her own juices.
Sarah crossed her arms over her breasts, trying to cover herself. "Yes. Please."
But he didn't move. Instead, he reached down and scooped her up effortlessly, one arm under her knees, the other behind her back. She gasped, clutching at his broad shoulders as he carried her naked body toward the house.
"Devon! Put me down! What are you—"
"Takin' you inside," he murmured, kicking open the sliding door. "Ain't done with you yet. And you ain't done with me."
Reluctance flooded her—she squirmed weakly in his arms, her mind screaming that this had to stop. "No, Devon... my husband... this is our home..."
But her body betrayed her, molding against his hard chest, the feel of his dark skin against her pale flesh sending shivers through her. He carried her through the kitchen, up the stairs, his powerful strides eating the distance. Sarah's heart pounded as he pushed open the door to the master bedroom—the sanctuary she shared with David. The king-sized bed with its crisp white sheets, the photos of their wedding on the nightstand, David's side still rumpled from that morning.
Devon laid her down gently on the marital bed, the mattress dipping under her weight. She scrambled back, pulling a pillow to cover her nudity. "Not here,"2 she pleaded, tears pricking her eyes. "Anywhere but here. This is... sacred."
He stripped off his shorts, his massive cock already hardening again—11 inches of thick, veined ebony meat springing free, heavy balls hanging below. "That's what makes it so good, Sarah. Claimin' you right where he sleeps."
Guilt choked her. Tears welled up as she stared at that monster cock, throbbing and leaking precum. "I can't... I'll feel so guilty..."
"You will," he said, climbing onto the bed, his dark body contrasting starkly against the white sheets. "But you'll feel me more."
He pulled the pillow away, exposing her again. Sarah whimpered, but didn't fight as he hovered over her, his weight supported on those powerful arms. His face lowered, full lips capturing hers in a deep, possessive kiss.
The kiss was slower this time, more intimate—his tongue sliding against hers, tasting the remnants of his cum in her mouth. Sarah moaned softly, her reluctance melting under the heat. His lips were soft yet demanding, sucking on her bottom lip, nipping gently. The scent of him—musk, sweat, chlorine—filled her senses, making her head spin. She kissed back hesitantly at first, then deeper, her tongue tangling with his, wet and sloppy sounds filling the quiet room.
Devon's hands roamed her body, one cupping a full breast, thumb circling her nipple until it pebbled hard. He broke the kiss to trail his mouth down her neck, sucking at the sensitive skin, leaving faint marks. Then lower, to her breasts.
He latched onto one pink nipple, sucking hard and deep, his full lips engulfing the areola. Sarah arched with a cry, the pull sending jolts straight to her core. His tongue flicked the peak relentlessly, teeth grazing just enough to make her gasp. The wet smacking sounds echoed as he suckled like a starving man, switching to the other breast, his dark hand kneading the soft, pale flesh, fingers leaving imprints.
"Oh God... Devon..." Guilt surged with every suck— this bed, these sheets that smelled faintly of David's cologne—but pleasure drowned it. Her hands tangled in his short hair, pulling him closer despite herself.
He spent long minutes on her tits, worshiping them until they were red and glistening with his saliva, nipples swollen and aching.
Then his hand slid down her flat stomach to her thighs. Sarah clamped them shut instinctively. "Wait... I don't know..."
"Open for me, baby," he coaxed, voice low and commanding.
Tears slipped down her cheeks—guilt, fear, arousal. But her legs parted slowly, revealing her pussy: lips puffy and pink, glistening with fresh juices that coated her inner thighs and dripped onto the sheets.
Devon groaned at the sight. "So wet... this married white pussy leakin' for black cock."
He hooked his fingers into her panties—wait, she wasn't wearing any; he'd removed her bikini earlier. No, in her haste, she'd grabbed a robe downstairs but shed it. Naked. Vulnerable.
No panties this time, but the memory flashed—earlier removals. He dove down instead.
His broad tongue lapped at her folds, tasting her tangy sweetness. Sarah bucked, hands fisting the sheets—David's sheets. The guilt hit hard: I'm defiling our bed.
But the pleasure... oh God. His tongue was relentless—long, slow licks from her entrance to her clit, circling the swollen nub, sucking it between his lips with wet pops. His dark hands gripped her pale thighs, spreading her wide, thumbs stroking the sensitive skin. Juices flowed freely, glistening on his chin, dripping down to her ass.
He ate her greedily, tongue plunging inside, fucking her with it while his nose bumped her clit. Fingers joined—two thick black digits stretching her, curling to hit her G-spot. The room filled with obscene slurps, her moans, his grunts.
Sarah came hard, body convulsing, juices squirting onto his face as tears streamed down hers. "David... I'm sorry..." she sobbed, even as ecstasy ripped through her.
Devon rose up, face shiny with her essence, kissing her deeply so she tasted herself—musky, sweet.
"Now," he growled, positioning himself between her legs. His massive cockhead nudged her entrance, hot and throbbing, precum mixing with her juices.
Sarah's eyes widened in fear. "It's too big... you'll tear me..."
"I'll fit," he assured, rubbing the head along her slick lips. "Relax, baby."
Reluctance and guilt warred as she nodded tearfully. He pushed in—slowly at first, the thick head stretching her entrance impossibly wide. Sarah gasped, pain lancing through her as her pussy yielded to the invasion.
"Oh God... it hurts..." Tears flowed freely now, pain and arousal mingling. He was tearing her apart—her tight, neglected pussy unused to anything but David's average size.
Inch by inch he sank in, the contrast obscene: ebony shaft disappearing into pink, glistening folds. Her walls clenched around him, burning stretch turning to fullness.
Halfway in, Sarah shattered. The sheer size hitting every nerve, filling her completely—she came violently, pussy spasming around him, juices gushing as she screamed, tears of overwhelming pleasure-pain streaming.
"Fuck... you cummin' just from me enterin'?" Devon groaned, holding still to let her ride it out.
She nodded sobbing, body trembling.
Then he thrust deeper—deep, powerful strokes that bottomed out, his heavy balls slapping her ass. The bed creaked under them, headboard thumping the wall.
Sarah's world narrowed to sensations: the burn of stretch, the drag of thick veins along her walls, his dark body pinning her pale one, sweat-slick skin sliding. His scent overwhelmed, grunts animalistic.
He fucked her missionary first, deep thrusts that made her breasts bounce, his mouth capturing hers in sloppy kisses between her cries.
She came again—second orgasm ripping through as he ground against her clit.
Flipping her onto her side, one leg over his shoulder, he pounded from an angle that hit new spots. Tears flowed anew, pain fading to pure bliss. Third cum—shuddering, milking his cock.
Then doggy: her ass up, face buried in David's pillow, inhaling his scent as Devon gripped her hips—dark hands on white flesh—and slammed in. The slap of skin echoed, her juices dripping down her thighs. Fourth orgasm hit like a freight train, back arching.
Finally, he rolled her on top. Sarah straddled him reluctantly, guilt flashing as she sank down, impaling herself. His cock speared deeper than ever. She rode slowly at first, then faster, breasts bouncing as he sucked them again.
Fifth climax crashed—her loudest yet, pussy clenching rhythmically as she collapsed forward, sobbing into his neck.
Devon held her, still hard inside, stroking her back. "Good girl," he murmured.
The marital bed was ruined—sheets soaked with sweat and juices, the air thick with sex.
Sarah lay there, spent and guilty, but utterly claimed.
Chapter 4: The Forbidden View
Ashley Thompson had planned to stay at the beach all weekend with her college friends—sunbathing, flirting with cute surfers, maybe a few stolen beers around a bonfire. But halfway through the drive back from the coast on that fateful Monday afternoon, her best friend Megan had gotten a frantic call from her boyfriend, sparking a dramatic fight that ended the trip early. "I'm sorry, Ash," Megan had sniffled as they turned the car around. "I just can't deal with the beach vibe right now."
Ashley had shrugged it off outwardly, but inside she was relieved. The truth was, her mind hadn't been on the beach at all. Ever since Devon started servicing their pool, she'd been distracted—stealing glances at his towering ebony frame, the way his muscles rippled under that smooth dark skin, the obscene bulge in his shorts that made her cheeks flush and her stomach flutter. At 19, Ashley considered herself worldly enough; she'd hooked up with a few boys at college—frat guys with decent bodies and eager dicks—but nothing had prepared her for the raw, animal magnetism of Devon. He was different. Dangerous. Forbidden.
She'd teased her mom about him, giggling over how hot he was, but secretly, Ashley had been touching herself at night thinking about him. Imagining those large black hands on her pale skin, that deep voice whispering filthy things in her ear. She felt guilty about it—her mom was clearly attracted too, the way Sarah lingered by the pool whenever he was around—but Ashley pushed the thoughts down. It was just harmless fantasy.
Dropping Megan off first, Ashley pulled into their gated community around 3 PM, the house looking quiet and empty under the blazing summer sun. Mom's car was in the driveway, but Devon's truck was still there—odd, since he usually finished by early afternoon. Ashley's pulse quickened unexpectedly. Maybe he'd stayed longer today. Maybe Mom had offered him a drink or something.
She slipped in through the side gate quietly, not wanting to interrupt if they were chatting by the pool. Her tiny denim shorts rode up her toned thighs as she walked, her crop top clinging to her perky B-cup breasts, still braless from the beach vibe. Her long blonde hair was tousled from the wind, and her skin carried the faint scent of sunscreen and salt.
The backyard was empty—the pool sparkling untouched, lounge chairs abandoned, Devon's equipment bag still by the cabana but no sign of him or her mom. Frowning, Ashley padded toward the sliding glass doors, peeking inside. The kitchen was empty too. A strange sound drifted down from upstairs—muffled, rhythmic. Thumping. And... moans?
Ashley's heart skipped. No way. Mom and Dad were so vanilla; their bedroom door was always closed, and sex was something whispered about, not heard. But Dad was in Chicago. And Devon...
Curiosity overrode caution. She crept up the stairs on silent feet, her flip-flops left at the door. The sounds grew clearer as she approached the master bedroom—the door slightly ajar, a sliver of light spilling into the hallway. Heavy breathing, skin slapping skin, a deep masculine grunt, and her mother's voice—high, breathless, pleading.
"Oh God, Devon... yes... deeper..."
Ashley froze at the door, her hand trembling as she pushed it open just enough to peer through the crack. What she saw hit her like a thunderbolt.
There, on her parents' king-sized bed—the one with the pristine white sheets now rumpled and stained—was her mother, Sarah, completely naked and impaled on Devon's massive black cock. Devon was on his back, his chiseled ebony body glistening with sweat, powerful muscles flexing as he gripped her mom's pale hips and thrust upward. Sarah rode him wildly, her full C-cup breasts bouncing, blonde hair whipping as she ground down, her face contorted in ecstasy Ashley had never imagined her prim, proper mother capable of.
Devon's cock—God, it was enormous. Even from the side view, Ashley could see it: thick as her wrist, veined and shining with her mom's juices, stretching Sarah's pink pussy lips obscenely wide as it disappeared inside her again and again. The contrast was hypnotic—dark ebony shaft plunging into creamy white flesh, her mom's glistening arousal coating every inch, dripping down to his heavy black balls that slapped against her ass.
Ashley should have been horrified. Should have burst in screaming, demanding to know what the hell her mother was doing cheating on Dad with the pool guy. With a black man, no less—the kind of thing whispered about in their upscale, mostly white neighborhood with hushed scandal. Betrayal burned in her chest: Mom, of all people, the perfect housewife, defiling the marital bed like some desperate slut.
But shock rooted her in place, her blue eyes wide, breath caught in her throat. And beneath the shock... arousal. A hot, insistent throb started between her legs, her pussy growing slick almost instantly. She pressed her thighs together, feeling the dampness seep into her tiny lace panties—the ones she'd worn hoping maybe she'd flirt with someone at the beach.
Her mom cried out again, cumming hard—Ashley recognized the signs now, the way Sarah's body shuddered, her back arching, juices squirting around that monster cock as Devon growled and kept thrusting. "That's it, baby... cum on this black dick... your married pussy loves it..."
Ashley bit her lip hard to stifle a gasp. Her hand instinctively slipped under the waistband of her shorts, fingers brushing her swollen clit through the soaked fabric. She was wet—soaking, her young pussy aching with need. Why? This was wrong on every level. Her mother, screaming in pleasure from something Dad could never give her. That huge black cock tearing her apart, making her cum over and over like a porn star.
But the sight was intoxicating. Devon's body—those rippling abs, broad chest, the way his dark hands dug into her mom's pale ass, spreading it as he pounded up. The obscene wet sounds: squelching as he filled her, her mom's moans turning to whimpers. Ashley had never seen anything so raw, so primal. Her college hookups were fumbling, quick—boys with average dicks who came too fast. This was dominance. Conquest.
Guilt twisted with arousal. How could Mom do this to Dad? To their family? But another part of Ashley—the secret, hidden part—envied her. What would it feel like, that massive cock stretching her tight, virgin-like pussy? (She wasn't a virgin, but close enough; her experiences had been underwhelming.) To be claimed like that, reduced to a moaning, begging mess?
Her fingers circled faster now, dipping into her slick folds, imagining it was her on that bed. Devon's deep voice calling her "baby," his full lips sucking her perky tits, that thick head nudging her entrance before splitting her open. Tears of pain and pleasure, just like Mom—cumming just from him entering, then again and again as he fucked her senseless in every position.
Ashley leaned against the doorframe, her breath shallow, watching as Devon flipped her mom onto all fours. Sarah's face buried in Dad's pillow, ass up, pale cheeks marked with dark handprints. Devon mounted her from behind, slamming in deep—the slap of his balls against her clit echoing. Sarah screamed into the pillow, another orgasm ripping through her.
Ashley's own climax built fast, her fingers plunging in and out, mimicking the thrusts. She fantasized: Devon catching her watching, that knowing grin spreading as he pulled out of Mom and turned to her. "Your turn, lil' miss. Been wantin' this young white pussy too."
He'd be gentle at first—kissing her deeply, his tongue dominating her mouth, tasting of her mom's juices. Sucking her smaller breasts, making her nipples ache. Peeling off her tiny shorts and panties, commenting on how wet she was, how her pretty pink pussy glistened for him.
Then the stretch—God, the burn as that 11-inch monster pushed in, tearing her apart, making her cry and beg. But he'd soothe her, thrusting slow until pleasure overtook pain, her walls clenching around him, cumming endlessly. Breeding her right there on the marital bed, his seed flooding her while Mom watched, shocked but aroused too.
The fantasy pushed Ashley over. She came hard, biting her knuckle to stay silent, juices soaking her hand, thighs trembling as waves crashed through her. In the room, her mom climaxed again—her fifth, Ashley counted dazedly—collapsing forward as Devon held her hips, still buried deep.
Ashley pulled back silently, slipping down the hall to her room on shaky legs. She closed the door softly, stripping off her clothes and collapsing on her bed, fingers returning to her throbbing pussy. The images replayed: the contrast of black on white, the size, the sounds, her mom's surrender.
Shock lingered—Mom was cheating, addicted now, no doubt. Arousal dominated, though. Ashley was soaked, her sheets damp beneath her as she masturbated again, slower this time, savoring the fantasies.
What if Devon wanted her too? Would she resist? Like Mom, slightly reluctant at first—guilty about Dad, about it being wrong—but melting under his touch? Imagining him sneaking into her room later, that massive cock hard for her young body.
Or confronting Mom, only for Devon to seduce them both—mother and daughter, side by side, taking turns on that black bull.
The thoughts were filthy, taboo. Ashley came again, whispering his name into her pillow.
Downstairs, she heard the front door close—Devon leaving. Soon, Mom would come looking for her, acting normal. But nothing would be normal again.
Ashley lay there, spent and conflicted, her pussy still tingling. Shocked, yes. Betrayed, a little. But wetter than she'd ever been, craving the very thing that had just shattered her world.
And deep down, she knew she wanted it to happen to her too.
Chapter 5: The Daughter's Fall
The days after Ashley spied on her mother and Devon blurred into a feverish haze of secret touches and forbidden fantasies. She couldn't look at Sarah the same way—her mom, once the epitome of poised elegance, now carried a subtle glow, a secretive smile when she thought no one was watching. Sarah floated through the house in sundresses that hugged her curves a little tighter, her blue eyes distant, lost in memories of that massive black cock claiming her over and over. Ashley knew. She'd seen it all: the way Mom had cum just from Devon entering her, then four more times as he ruined her in their marital bed. The sheets had been changed hastily, but Ashley could still smell the faint musk of sex lingering in the air when she passed the master bedroom.
Guilt gnawed at Ashley constantly. She should confront her mom. Tell Dad when he got back. This was betrayal—filthy, taboo adultery with the young black pool stud. But every time she thought about it, her pussy throbbed, growing slick in her panties. She'd masturbated three times that first night, fingers plunging deep as she replayed the sights and sounds: Devon's ebony shaft stretching Mom's pink lips, the wet slaps, the contrasts of dark on pale. And the fantasies evolved—now it was her young body under him, her tighter pussy torn apart, her perky tits sucked raw.
Devon came back the next Monday, as always. Sarah was out running errands—deliberately, Ashley suspected, to avoid the temptation while Dad was still away on extended business. Ashley had been lounging by the pool all morning in her skimpiest bikini: tiny white triangles that barely covered her pink nipples, the bottoms a thong that disappeared between her firm, rounded ass cheeks. Her blonde bob was tousled, skin tanned golden, long legs glistening with oil.
When Devon's truck pulled up, her heart raced. She pretended to scroll on her phone, but her eyes tracked him through her sunglasses as he stripped off his tank top, revealing that sculpted ebony torso—rippling abs, broad chest, veins tracing down to where his shorts strained over that legendary bulge.
"Mornin', lil' miss," he called, that deep voice sending shivers straight to her core.
"Hey, Devon," she replied, trying to sound casual, but her voice came out breathy.
He got to work, but his eyes kept drifting to her. Ashley felt them like touches—lingering on her legs, her flat stomach, the way her small breasts strained the fabric. She shifted, thighs pressing together as dampness built.
Halfway through, he approached her lounge chair, towering over her, sweat making his dark skin gleam. "Hot today. Mind if I cool off in the pool after?"
Ashley swallowed. "Go ahead. I'm just... chilling."
He dove in, powerful strokes cutting the water. When he surfaced near her chair, water streaming down his chiseled face, he grinned. "You look good out here, Ashley. That bikini... damn."
Her cheeks flushed. "Thanks. Mom's not home, by the way."
His eyes darkened, knowing. "Yeah? And how you feelin' about what you saw last time?"
Ashley's breath caught. He knew. Oh God, he'd seen her watching?
"I... what do you mean?" she stammered, sitting up, her perky breasts jiggling slightly.
Devon hoisted himself out of the pool, water cascading off him, his shorts plastered to that massive outline—thick, long, semi-hard already. He sat on the edge of her chair, his wet thigh brushing her oiled one. "Don't play dumb, lil' miss. Saw you at the door. Watchin' me fuck your mama senseless."
Guilt and shame flooded her, tears pricking her eyes. "It was wrong. What you did to her... to our family..."
"But you liked it," he murmured, his large dark hand settling on her knee, thumb stroking slowly. The contrast—ebony fingers on her tanned white skin—made her pussy clench. "Got all wet watchin', didn't you? Touchin' that pretty pussy."
"Devon... no... we can't," she whispered, reluctance thick in her voice. This was her mom's lover. Dad's house. But his touch burned, heat spreading up her thigh.
He leaned in, full lips inches from hers. "Your mama said the same thing. At first." His scent—chlorine, musk, raw masculinity—overwhelmed her.
Ashley trembled, guilt warring with desire. "She's married... and you're... you're black... it's so wrong..."
"That's what makes it hot," he growled, cupping her chin and claiming her mouth.
The kiss was deep from the start—his full lips pressing soft then demanding, tongue plunging in to tangle with hers. Ashley whimpered, hands pushing weakly at his chest before clutching his wet skin. He tasted like pool water and man, his tongue dominating, sucking on hers with wet, sloppy sounds. She melted, kissing back hesitantly, then hungrily, guilt fading under the onslaught.
Minutes blurred—deep, passionate kissing, his hands roaming her body, untying her bikini top. It fell away, exposing her perky B-cup breasts, pink nipples hard and begging.
"So firm," he murmured against her lips, lowering his head.
His mouth latched onto one nipple, sucking hard. Ashley arched with a cry, the pull electric—his full lips engulfing the small peak, tongue swirling relentlessly, teeth grazing. Wet smacks echoed as he suckled, switching sides, his dark hand kneading the soft pale flesh. The sensation shot to her core, her thong soaked now.
"Devon... oh God... we shouldn't..." Guilt surged—Mom's face flashing in her mind—but pleasure drowned it.
He pulled her into the pool with him, the cool water shocking her heated skin. They floated in the shallow end, his massive body pressing her against the wall.
His hands slid down to her thong, fingers hooking the ties. "Gonna taste this young pussy now."
"No... please..." Reluctance flickered, tears welling from guilt, but her hips lifted as he peeled the thong away, exposing her smooth, pink lips—glistening with juices that clouded the water slightly.
Devon lifted her onto the pool edge, spreading her legs wide. His tongue dove in—broad, hot laps over her slick folds. Ashley bucked, crying out, the taste tangy and sweet on his tongue. He ate her greedily: long licks, circling her swollen clit, sucking it between full lips with pops. His dark hands gripped her pale thighs, thumbs stroking, as juices flowed, mixing with pool water.
She came fast, body shuddering, tears streaming—guilt and ecstasy mingling.
Then he stood, shoving his shorts down. His 11-inch monster sprang free, thick and veined, head purple and leaking.
Ashley's eyes widened in fear. "It's too big... you'll tear me..."
"Gonna fit perfect in this tight white pussy," he assured, rubbing the head along her entrance.
He pushed in slow— the thick head stretching her impossibly, pain lancing as her virgin-tight walls yielded. Tears flowed freely now, sobs escaping. "It hurts... Devon... too big..."
But as he sank deeper, inch by agonizing inch, the burn turned to fullness. Halfway, pleasure exploded—she came hard, pussy spasming, juices squirting around him.
"Fuck... cummin' already?" he groaned, thrusting deeper.
In the pool, he fucked her against the wall first—deep, powerful strokes, water splashing with each slap of his balls. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pale against ebony, as he pounded, her small tits bouncing.
She came again, nails digging into his back.
Then floating—her on top, impaled fully, riding as he held her ass, guiding her up and down the shaft. Water buoyed them, the drag exquisite.
Third orgasm—shuddering cries echoing.
He carried her out, still inside, to the kitchen—laying her on the counter. Missionary now, legs over his shoulders, slamming deep. The cold granite on her back contrasted his hot cock, juices dripping onto the surface where the family ate breakfast.
Fourth cum—tears of overwhelmed arousal.
Finally, to her bedroom—her pink, girly sanctuary. On her bed, doggy style: ass up, face in her pillows that smelled of her vanilla lotion. His dark hands gripped her hips, pounding relentlessly, the bed creaking.
She came a fifth time, screaming into the mattress.
Devon flipped her over, missionary again, deep thrusts as he kissed her tears away.
Ashley lay spent, pussy throbbing around him, guilt crashing back as pleasure ebbed. But utterly surrendered.
Chapter 6: The Weight of Surrender
Ashley Thompson lay sprawled across her pink comforter, her young body still trembling with aftershocks, the sheets beneath her soaked with a mix of pool water, sweat, and the slick evidence of her multiple surrenders. The room smelled thick with sex—musky, primal, the lingering scent of Devon's masculine sweat mingled with her own tangy arousal and the faint chlorine from the pool where it had all begun. Her perky B-cup breasts heaved with each ragged breath, pink nipples swollen and tender from his relentless sucking, marked with faint red imprints from his full lips and the scratch of his short beard. Between her thighs, her pussy throbbed painfully, stretched and raw from that massive 11-inch black cock that had torn her apart in ways she'd never imagined possible.
Devon had left just minutes ago, his deep chuckle echoing in her ears as he'd kissed her forehead one last time, his large dark hand squeezing her pale ass possessively. "Good girl, lil' miss. That tight white pussy took it like a champ. I'll be back for more." Then he'd dressed and slipped out, leaving her alone in the quiet house with nothing but the echoes of her moans and the sticky remnants of him dripping from her abused folds.
At first, the haze of pleasure lingered—waves of euphoria from those five shattering orgasms crashing over her in memory. The way he'd entered her in the pool, that thick ebony head forcing her pink lips wide, the burn of the stretch turning to bliss as she came just from being filled. The water splashing around them as he thrust deep, her legs wrapped around his powerful waist, pale skin against gleaming dark muscle. Then on the kitchen counter, cold granite biting into her back while he folded her nearly in half, pounding relentlessly until she sobbed with release. And finally here, in her own bed—her childhood sanctuary with its posters and stuffed animals now defiled—on all fours like a bitch in heat, his heavy balls slapping her clit as he claimed her from behind, then missionary, staring into her tear-filled eyes as she came undone again.
But as the high faded, guilt crashed in like a tidal wave.
Ashley curled into a fetal position, pulling her knees to her chest, fresh tears spilling down her flushed cheeks. What have I done? The thought screamed in her mind, over and over. I'm a slut. A filthy, cheating slut. Dad—oh God, Dad. He was away working hard to provide this perfect life, trusting her and Mom to hold down the fort, and here she was, spreading her legs for the same black stud who'd already ruined her mother.
Images flashed unbidden: Dad's kind face, his preppy smile when he hugged her goodbye before his trip. The family photos on the walls downstairs—vacations, holidays, all white and wholesome. And now... this. She'd betrayed him in the worst way. Not just cheating, but with Devon—the young, arrogant black pool boy whose massive cock had made her cum harder than any college boy ever could. The taboo of it burned deepest: black hands gripping her pale body, that thick ebony shaft contrasting obscenely as it plunged into her pink, innocent pussy. In their upscale neighborhood, this was the ultimate scandal—the kind whispered about with horror and secret fascination.
And Mom. Sweet, perfect Mom, who Ashley had watched get fucked senseless just days ago. Sarah didn't know yet—did she? Had she heard the moans echoing through the house? Ashley had been the one shocked then, aroused despite herself, fingering her wet pussy while spying. Now she was no better. Worse, maybe. Mom was married, trapped in a vanilla life; Ashley was young, free, supposed to be better than this. But she'd melted just as easily—reluctant at first, whispering "we can't" even as her thong soaked through, then begging for more as he tore her apart.
Guilt twisted like a knife in her gut. She sat up slowly, wincing at the soreness between her legs—her pussy lips puffy and tender, a faint ache deep inside where he'd bottomed out repeatedly, stretching her to her limits. She reached down tentatively, fingers brushing her slick folds, coming away coated in a mix of her juices and his precum—he hadn't cum inside her, pulling out to paint her stomach and tits in the end, thick ropes of hot black seed marking her pale skin. She'd stared at it in dazed wonder then, the contrast stark and filthy, even scooping some up to taste—salty, potent—before shame hit.
Now, she stumbled to the mirror, staring at her reflection. Her blonde bob was a tangled mess, blue eyes red-rimmed from crying during the sex—tears of pain and overwhelming arousal as that monster cock split her open. Faint hickeys dotted her neck and breasts, dark against her tanned skin. Her thighs were sticky, glistening trails drying where juices had dripped during her orgasms. She looked ruined. Used. Like the sluts in those forbidden videos she'd watched late at night, curious about big black cocks stretching tight white girls.
"I'm just like them," she whispered to her reflection, voice breaking. "A black cock slut."
The word echoed, shameful and thrilling. Guilt flooded hotter—she should shower, scrub him off, pretend it never happened. Tell Mom. Confess to Dad. But even as tears flowed, her nipples hardened at the memory, a fresh throb pulsing in her core. No. She couldn't tell. Not when part of her wanted it again. Wanted to feel that stretch, that dominance, the way he made her body sing in ways no one else could.
Ashley sank to the floor, back against the bed, hugging her knees. Flashbacks assaulted her: the pool water cool around her heated skin as he kissed her deeply, his full lips claiming hers, tongue dominating with wet, hungry strokes. The reluctance melting as he sucked her nipples—hard pulls that made her arch and moan, guilt whispering "this is wrong" even as she clutched his head closer.
In the kitchen, laid out like a feast on the counter where she ate breakfast with her family, his dark body pinning her pale one, deep thrusts that hit spots she didn't know existed. Tears then too—pain from the size, arousal from the fullness, guilt because it was so much better than anything before.
And here, in her bed—her safe space—doggystyle, face buried in pillows that now smelled of him, his grunts animalistic as he pounded, dark hands spanking her ass lightly, leaving pink handprints on white cheeks.
She'd cum five times. Five. Screaming, squirting, body betraying every ounce of reluctance. Just like Mom.
Sobs wracked her now, guilt overwhelming. How could she face Sarah? Knowing they'd both been claimed by the same massive black cock? Would Mom smell it on her—the sex, the surrender? Would she be angry? Jealous? Or... aroused, like Ashley had been watching her?
The thought sent a forbidden spark through her tears. What if Mom knew? What if they shared him? Mother and daughter, side by side, pale bodies writhing under ebony muscle, taking turns on that throbbing shaft.
Ashley shook her head violently, horrified. No. That's sick. Twisted. But her hand slipped between her legs again, fingers circling her swollen clit despite the soreness. She was wet—again. Aching for more even as guilt tore her apart.
Downstairs, she heard the front door open—Mom home from errands. Sarah's voice called out cheerfully, "Ashley? You here, sweetie?"
Panic surged. Ashley scrambled up, wiping tears hastily, pulling on a robe to cover the marks. She couldn't face her yet. Not with Devon's seed still drying on her skin, her pussy leaking memories of betrayal.
But as she splashed water on her face in the bathroom, staring at her guilty reflection, one truth burned clear beneath the shame: she'd do it again. The guilt was crushing, but the hunger—the addiction to that big black cock—was stronger.
Ashley was ruined. Just like her mother.
And deep down, in the darkest part of her soul, she didn't want to be saved.
Chapter 7: Bred Forever
Months had passed since Devon Williams had first claimed the Thompson women, turning their pristine white world into his personal playground of dark dominance. David Thompson remained blissfully oblivious, buried in his work trips and golf weekends, noticing only that his wife Sarah seemed "glowing" lately and his daughter Ashley had become more "confident." The house in the gated community was quiet on the surface, but behind closed doors, it throbbed with forbidden heat.
By day, Devon owned Sarah completely.
It was a warm autumn afternoon when he arrived, no longer pretending to service the pool. Sarah waited for him in the master bedroom, her body transformed by the life growing inside her. At 43 now, her pregnancy was in the seventh month—her once-slender frame softened and rounded, full C-cup breasts swollen to heavy DDs, veined and leaking faintly at the nipples, her belly a proud, taut dome stretching her pale skin. Her long blonde hair cascaded loosely, blue eyes hazy with constant need. She'd stopped feeling guilt weeks ago; the addiction was too deep. Devon's massive black seed had taken root, and she craved him more than ever.
Devon entered the room, stripping off his shirt to reveal that chiseled ebony torso, muscles gleaming with sweat. His shorts tented obscenely with his 11-inch monster. Sarah lay on the marital bed, wearing only a sheer white negligee that clung to her pregnant curves, her thick thighs parted slightly, pussy already glistening with anticipation.
"Look at you, baby," he growled, voice deep and commanding. "Carryin' my black baby so good. That belly all swollen with my seed."
Sarah moaned, hands caressing her bump. "Devon... I need you. It's all I think about. Your big black cock inside me."
He climbed onto the bed carefully, mindful of her condition, but no less dominant. His large dark hands roamed her body—the contrast stark against her creamy white skin, palms cupping her heavy breasts, thumbs circling the leaking nipples until milk beaded and dripped.
He lowered his head, full lips latching onto one nipple, sucking gently at first, then deeper. Sarah arched, gasping as warm milk flowed into his mouth. The sensation was exquisite—his tongue swirling, teeth grazing lightly, the wet smacking sounds filling the room. He drank from her, switching sides, his hand kneading the soft, pale flesh while milk trickled down her curves.
"Oh God... yes... drink from me," she whimpered, fingers tangling in his cropped hair.
Their kiss came next—deep and slow, his tongue claiming her mouth, tasting of her own sweet milk. Sarah kissed back hungrily, hands roaming his broad back, feeling the power coiled there.
Devon peeled the negligee away, exposing her fully. Her pussy was plumper now, lips swollen and pink, glistening juices coating her inner thighs and dripping onto the sheets—David's sheets, forever stained with their sins.
He removed her panties slowly—no thong today, just soft lace that he tugged down her thickened legs. The scent of her arousal was thick, musky and sweet.
"Gonna eat this pregnant white pussy," he murmured, settling between her thighs.
His broad tongue lapped gently, savoring her slick folds. Sarah cried out, the pleasure heightened by pregnancy hormones—every stroke electric. He licked long and slow, circling her clit, sucking it softly between full lips. Juices flowed freely, coating his chin, glistening as he plunged his tongue inside her.
She came quickly, body shuddering around her belly, tears of joy streaming as she gripped the sheets.
Devon rose, shedding his shorts. His massive cock sprang free—thick, veined, throbbing ebony meat, head purple and leaking precum.
He entered her carefully, missionary style, propping pillows under her hips. The stretch was still immense, even after months—her walls yielding to his girth, the contrast obscene as dark shaft sank into pink, pregnant pussy.
Sarah gasped, hands on her belly. "So big... filling me... our baby feels it..."
He thrust deep but gentle, long strokes that bottomed out, his heavy balls brushing her ass. The room filled with wet sounds, her moans, his grunts. Sweat slicked their bodies—ebony on ivory.
She came again, pussy clenching rhythmically, milking him.
Positions shifted carefully: side-lying spooning, his arm around her belly, thrusting from behind while sucking her neck. Then her on top, straddling carefully, belly between them as she rode slow, breasts bouncing and leaking.
Multiple orgasms ripped through her—four in total—each more intense, juices soaking them both.
Finally, he pulled out, stroking his cock to paint her swollen belly with thick ropes of hot black cum, marking mother and child.
By night, Ashley owned his wild side.
Ashley had transformed completely. The once-innocent 19-year-old cheerleader was now a cock-hungry slut, addicted to Devon's dominance. Guilt had burned away, replaced by insatiable need. She craved that massive black cock constantly—texting him nudes, begging for visits when Mom slept or Dad was away.
One midnight, Devon snuck into her room, but this time, he brought company. Two of his basketball teammates—Jamal and Tyrone, both tall, ripped ebony studs with cocks nearly as massive.
Ashley waited naked on her bed, perky B-cups heaving, pussy dripping at the sight. "Devon... you brought friends?" Her voice was eager, no reluctance left—just slutty excitement.
"Yeah, lil' miss. You my cock-hungry white slut now. Gonna share this tight pussy."
She moaned, spreading her legs. "Yes... fuck me with all your big black cocks."
It started with deep kissing—Devon first, his tongue dominating her mouth while Jamal and Tyrone watched, stroking their thickening shafts.
Then boob sucking: all three taking turns, full dark lips on her pale pink nipples, sucking hard until she screamed, wet smacks echoing.
They removed no panties—she was bare. Juices glistened on her thighs as they ate her in turns: broad tongues lapping her slick pink folds, fingers stretching her, making her squirt repeatedly.
Then the fucking began.
Devon first—tearing into her missionary, that familiar stretch making her cry tears of pain-arousal as he pounded deep. She came instantly from entry, then again as he thrust.
Jamal next—doggystyle on her bed, his thicker cock splitting her wider, dark hands gripping her pale ass.
Tyrone in her mouth—deep throating his veiny shaft, gagging as saliva dripped, while another fucked her pussy.
They rotated: pool table in the basement (though not the pool), kitchen counter again, then back to her bed.
Positions endless—double penetration, one in pussy, one in mouth; her riding one while sucking another.
Tears flowed from the intensity, pain blending with ecstasy as they tore her apart, deep thrusts slapping skin, scents of sweat and cum thick.
She came countless times—screaming, body convulsing, pussy squirting around black cocks.
They finished flooding her: cum in mouth (swallowing most, dripping from lips), on tits, deep in pussy—breeding attempts she begged for.
Ashley lay ruined, covered in seed, a satisfied gangbang slut.
This became routine—day for pregnant Sarah's tender claimings, night for Ashley's wild sharings.
Sarah's pregnancy progressed. She hidily hid the truth from David, blaming a "miracle" late-life baby on him, though the kicks felt like Devon's strength.
Finally, in the hospital delivery room, labor came.
Sarah pushed, sweating, moaning through contractions. David held her hand, excited for "their" child.
The baby crowned—a dark head.
Doctors paused, but Sarah knew.
With a final push, a healthy black baby boy emerged—rich ebony skin, features echoing Devon.
David stared in shock, world shattering.
Sarah cradled her son, tears of joy. "He's perfect," she whispered.
Devon waited outside, grinning.
The Thompson women were bred forever—owned, addicted, complete.
The End
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