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	Black Teenage Stud

Chapter 1: The New Conquest

At just turned 18, Jamal Washington was the undisputed king of Jefferson High. Standing at 6'4" and a solid 215 pounds of pure, chiseled muscle from years of dominating the basketball court and hitting the weights, he turned heads wherever he went. His skin was a deep, rich ebony that glistened under the sun, contrasting sharply with his bright, confident smile and close-cropped black hair. Girls whispered about him in the hallways—how his broad shoulders filled out his jerseys, how his long, powerful legs ate up the court, and how those dark, piercing eyes seemed to undress anyone he looked at. Jamal knew the effect he had. He reveled in it.

He'd lost count of the number of girls he'd bedded since freshman year. Sweet, innocent white girls mostly—the ones from the suburbs with their perfect families and naive views of the world. They were his favorite. The challenge of turning a prim and proper virgin into a moaning, begging slut was unmatched. He'd charm them with his smooth talk, flash that winning smile, take them out a few times, and then... well, they'd spread their legs willingly enough once he got them alone. Hearing them gasp and cry out when he buried his massive black cock deep inside their tight little pussies for the first time? That was the ultimate high. And more than a few had ended up with swollen bellies months later, whispering his name in panic as they realized what his potent seed had done.

But lately, the high school girls weren't cutting it anymore. They were too easy, too eager once he turned on the charm. Jamal craved something more forbidden, more challenging. Something he shouldn't have. That's when he set his sights on Brittany Hayes.

Brittany was 18, a senior like him, with long, wavy blonde hair that cascaded down her back, bright blue eyes, and a body that was the perfect mix of athletic and feminine—perky C-cup breasts, a tiny waist, and an ass that jiggled just right in her tight jeans. She was the captain of the cheerleading squad, popular but sweet, the kind of girl who'd never been with anyone seriously. Rumors said she was still a virgin, saving herself for the right guy. Jamal loved that. He started flirting with her in the halls, sitting next to her in study hall, complimenting her outfits until she blushed that pretty pink shade only white girls seemed to do around him.

It didn't take long. By the third week, he had her agreeing to a date—a movie and then whatever came after. Her parents were strict, but Brittany snuck out, telling them she was studying with friends. Jamal picked her up a block from her house in his beat-up but reliable Chevy, and as she slid into the passenger seat in her short denim skirt and tight pink top, he could already feel his thick cock twitching in his jeans.

"You look fuckin' amazing, baby," he said, his deep voice rumbling as he reached over to squeeze her thigh. Brittany giggled nervously, her pale skin flushing as his large black hand contrasted against her smooth white leg.

"Thanks, Jamal. You're... you're really sweet."

Sweet. Yeah, that's what they all thought at first.

The movie was some rom-com she picked, but Jamal barely watched it. His hand spent most of the time on her thigh, inching higher under her skirt until his fingers brushed the edge of her cotton panties. Brittany squirmed but didn't stop him, her breathing getting heavier. By the end, she was leaning into him, letting him kiss her deeply in the dark theater, his tongue exploring her mouth while she whimpered softly.

Afterward, he drove them to the local lookout point—a secluded spot overlooking the city where everyone knew couples went to park. The moon was full, casting a glow over the car as Jamal pulled her into the backseat.

"Jamal... I... I've never..." Brittany whispered as he peeled off her top, exposing her lacy white bra.

"I know, baby. I'll be gentle," he lied smoothly, though gentleness wasn't really his style. Not once he got going.

He took his time at first, kissing her neck, sucking on her pink nipples until they hardened into peaks under his dark lips. Brittany moaned, arching her back as he slipped a hand between her legs, finding her panties already soaked. "Damn, girl, you're wet for me already," he growled, rubbing her clit through the fabric until she was grinding against his hand.

"Please... Jamal..." she begged, not even sure what she was asking for.

He stripped her slowly—bra off, skirt hiked up, panties pulled down her trembling legs. She was beautiful, all pale skin and blonde curls, her virgin pussy glistening with arousal. Jamal shed his clothes quickly, his massive black cock springing free—11 inches long and thicker than her wrist, veins pulsing along its length. Brittany's eyes widened in shock.

"Oh my God... it's so big... Jamal, I don't know if—"

"Shh, baby. You'll take it. You'll love it."

He positioned himself between her spread thighs, rubbing the fat head against her slick folds. Brittany whimpered, half in fear, half in need. With a slow, deliberate thrust, he pushed in—just the head at first, stretching her impossibly tight entrance.

"Ahhh! It hurts!" she cried out, nails digging into his broad back.

Jamal groaned at the vice-like grip, her virgin walls clenching around him. He pulled back slightly, then thrust harder, burying half his length in one go.

"Aaaaiiiiieeee!" Brittany screamed, tears streaming down her cheeks as her hymen tore. Her body shook with sobs, but Jamal didn't stop. He loved this part—the conquest, the pain mixing with pleasure as he claimed another cherry.

Holding her hips firmly, his dark hands gripping her pale flesh, he began to pump—slow at first, then harder, deeper. Brittany's cries turned to moans as the pain faded, replaced by a building fullness she'd never imagined.

"Ohhh... oh God... Jamal... it's so deep..."

"Yeah, that's it, baby. Take this big black dick."

He fucked her relentlessly, the car rocking with each powerful thrust. Her legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, pulling him deeper. When she came—her first real orgasm—it shattered her, body convulsing as she screamed his name. Jamal followed soon after, slamming balls-deep and flooding her unprotected womb with thick ropes of cum.

They did it twice more that night—once with her on top, riding him tentatively, and again doggy-style, his hands slapping her ass as he pounded her from behind. By the end, Brittany was a mess—hair tangled, body marked with hickeys, pussy leaking his seed. But she was hooked, kissing him desperately as he dropped her off.

"I... I love you, Jamal," she whispered.

He smiled. "Yeah, baby. Me too."

But his mind was already elsewhere.

The real thrill started the next weekend when he picked Brittany up at her house for their official second date. Her parents wanted to meet him this time. Jamal dressed nice—khakis and a button-up that hugged his muscles—flashing his best smile as Brittany led him inside.

The house was upscale, in one of those gated communities with manicured lawns. Brittany's dad, Mr. Hayes, was a typical white-collar type—mid-40s, average build, shaking Jamal's hand firmly but with that subtle wariness some white dads had around black guys dating their daughters.

"Nice to meet you, son. Brittany says you're quite the basketball player."

"Yes, sir. Hoping for a scholarship next year."

Then she appeared—Mrs. Alyssa Hayes, Brittany's mother.

Jamal's cock twitched instantly.

Alyssa was 38, but looked a decade younger—stunning, with long platinum blonde hair, flawless porcelain skin, full D-cup breasts straining against her silk blouse, and a curvaceous figure poured into a knee-length pencil skirt. Her legs were encased in sheer nude stockings, ending in red high heels that clicked on the hardwood floor. She was the epitome of sophisticated white beauty—elegant, poised, the kind of woman who'd married her high school sweetheart and never strayed.

"Hi, Jamal. So nice to meet you," she said warmly, extending her manicured hand—nails painted a deep red.

Jamal took it, his large black hand engulfing her soft white one. He held it a second too long, staring into her green eyes. "Pleasure's all mine, Mrs. Hayes. Brittany looks just like you—beautiful."

Alyssa blushed slightly, pulling her hand back. "Thank you. That's sweet."

Brittany giggled, but Jamal noticed how Alyssa's gaze lingered on his arms, his chest. There was a flicker—curiosity, maybe nervousness. He inhaled her perfume—expensive, floral—and felt that familiar hunger stir. A faithful wife, married 20 years, head of the neighborhood book club, church volunteer. Untouchable.

Perfect.

The date with Brittany went as expected—dinner, then back to the lookout for another round of fucking. She was less reluctant now, dropping to her knees in the backseat to suck him eagerly, gagging on his size but trying her best. Jamal face-fucked her roughly, holding her blonde hair as he came down her throat. Then he bent her over, slamming into her from behind until she squirted for the first time.

But throughout, his thoughts kept drifting to Alyssa Hayes. That elegant beauty, probably lying in bed next to her boring husband, never knowing what a real man felt like. He imagined her pale body under his dark one, those red nails scratching his back as he ruined her for anyone else.

A week later, opportunity knocked.

Brittany had cheer practice until late, but she'd asked Jamal to pick her up from home afterward—they were going to a party. He arrived early, around 6 PM, and knocked on the door.

Alyssa answered, dressed casually but still stunning—a white sundress that hugged her curves, barefoot with her toes painted to match her nails.

"Oh, Jamal! Brittany's not home yet. Practice runs until 7:30, I think."

"No worries, Mrs. Hayes. Mind if I wait inside? It's hot out here."

She hesitated, then smiled. "Of course. Come in."

Jamal stepped inside, towering over her as she closed the door. The house smelled like her—clean, luxurious. Mr. Hayes was out of town on business, Brittany had mentioned.

"Want something to drink?" Alyssa asked, leading him to the kitchen.

"Sure. Water's fine."

As she bent to grab a bottle from the fridge, her dress rode up slightly, revealing the lace tops of her thigh-high stockings. Jamal's cock hardened instantly.

They chatted awkwardly


































cover.jpeg





