
        
            
                
            
        



    
        
          Teacher's Black Obsession

        

        
        
          Black Demon Stories

        

        
        
          Black Demon

        

        
          Published by Black Demon, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      TEACHER'S BLACK OBSESSION

    

    
      First edition. July 10, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Black Demon.

    

    
    
      Written by Black Demon.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Black Demon

	    

      
	    
          
	      Black Demon Stories

          
        
          
	          Black Boss

          
        
          
	          Lauren's Black Owner

          
        
          
	          Stretched and Owned

          
        
          
	          African Temptation

          
        
          
	          Conquered White Wife

          
        
          
	          Black Plumber

          
        
          
	          Honeymoon Seduction

          
        
          
	          Stolen Creampie Wife

          
        
          
	          Teacher's Black Obsession

          
        
      

      
    
    



















Teacher's Black Obsession
Chapter 1
Mrs. Melanie Eberling stood at the front of her senior English class, chalk in hand, trying to explain the symbolism in The Great Gatsby. At thirty-two, she still turned heads without even trying. Her creamy white skin, long auburn hair pinned up in a neat bun, conservative blouse tucked into a knee-length skirt – everything about her screamed proper, married, respectable high-school teacher. The kind of woman who never raised her voice, never swore, never let a dirty thought cross her pretty lips in public.
But lately… lately something had changed inside her.
It started small. A stray glance in the hallway at Mr. Jamal Washington, the tall, powerfully built black custodian who’d been working at Lincoln High for the past year. He was always polite, always nodded respectfully when she passed, but those dark eyes… they seemed to linger just a second too long on the gentle swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips beneath the modest skirt. And every time he did, Melanie felt a hot, shameful flutter low in her belly. A flutter she tried desperately to ignore.
Tonight was parent-teacher conference night. Most of the staff had already left, the parking lot nearly empty. Melanie stayed late to finish grading a stack of essays. The school was quiet except for the distant hum of the janitor’s floor buffer echoing down the halls.
She didn’t hear him approach until the classroom door creaked open.
Jamal stepped inside, pushing his cleaning cart. Six-foot-four, broad shoulders stretching the faded navy work shirt, thick black forearms corded with muscle. He paused when he saw her alone at her desk.
“Evening, Mrs. Eberling,” he said, voice deep and smooth. “Didn’t expect anyone still here.”
Melanie looked up, cheeks instantly warming. “Oh… hi, Jamal. I’m just finishing up. You can start in here if you want, I’ll be out of your way soon.”
He nodded slowly, but instead of moving to the far side of the room, he wheeled the cart closer. The buffer’s hum died as he switched it off. Silence settled between them, thick and heavy.
“You always stay this late?” he asked, leaning one hip against a student desk. His eyes roamed over her again – openly this time.
Melanie swallowed. “Sometimes. Papers don’t grade themselves.”
He chuckled low. “You work too hard, Mrs. Eberling. Pretty woman like you oughta be home with her husband… or out having some fun.”
The words hung in the air. Melanie’s fingers tightened around her red pen. She should have scolded him. Should have reminded him of professional boundaries. Instead her nipples stiffened traitorously against the lace of her bra.
“I… I’m married, Jamal,” she said weakly.
“I know.” He stepped closer. “Don’t mean you ain’t curious.”
Her breath caught. “Curious about what?”
He didn’t answer with words. He simply reached down, slowly unbuckled his heavy work belt, the metallic clink loud in the quiet room. Melanie’s eyes dropped – she couldn’t help it – and watched in stunned silence as he tugged the zipper down.
The thick, coal-black cock that sprang free made her gasp.
It was enormous. Long and heavy, already half-hard, the fat purple-black knob glistening slightly under the fluorescent lights. Thick veins pulsed along the dark shaft. Melanie had never seen anything like it. Not even close. Her husband’s was… adequate. Average. Nothing like this.
“Oh my God…” she whispered, unable to look away.
Jamal wrapped one big hand around the base and gave it a slow, deliberate stroke. “You been lookin’ at me for months, Mrs. Eberling. Every time I pass you in the hall, you blush. Your nipples get hard. I can see ’em right now.”
Melanie’s face burned crimson. She wanted to deny it. Wanted to run. But her thighs squeezed together under the desk, a shameful trickle of wetness already soaking into her cotton panties.
“I… I shouldn’t…” she stammered.
“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want,” he said quietly. “But we both know you want to see what a real man feels like.”
He stepped right up to her desk. The head of his massive black cock hovered only inches from her face now. Melanie could smell him – clean sweat, faint musk, pure masculine heat. Her mouth watered against her will.
Slowly, trembling, she reached out. Her small white fingers looked obscene wrapped around the thick black shaft. It throbbed hotly in her palm, so much bigger than anything she’d ever held. She gave it a tentative stroke, feeling the velvety skin slide over the iron hardness beneath.
Jamal groaned low. “That’s it… good girl.”
The praise sent a jolt straight to her clit. Melanie whimpered softly. She leaned forward without thinking, lips parting, and pressed a shy, trembling kiss to the swollen cockhead. The taste – salty, musky, intoxicating – exploded on her tongue.
She moaned against him, then opened wider, taking the fat knob into her warm, wet mouth.
Jamal’s big hand settled gently on the back of her head. Not forcing. Just guiding. “Suck it, Mrs. Eberling… suck that big black dick like you been dreamin’ about.”
And Melanie did.
She sucked hungrily, sloppily, drool running down her chin as she tried to take more of him. Her free hand slipped between her own thighs, rubbing frantically over her soaked panties while she worshipped the thick black cock stretching her lips.
Jamal watched her with dark, hungry eyes. “Look at you… prim and proper Mrs. Eberling… on your knees for black cock. Bet your husband ain’t never seen you like this.”
Melanie moaned around him, the words making her cunt clench. She bobbed faster, gagging softly when the head nudged her throat, tears pricking her eyes.
She was lost.
And she didn’t care.
Not tonight.
Not with that beautiful, filthy black cock pulsing on her tongue.
She was going to suck him dry… and then she was going to beg him to fuck her right there on her own desk.
Because deep down, the good little white wife had been dying for this moment for months.
Chapter 2
Melanie’s lips stretched obscenely around the thick black cockhead, her jaw aching already from the sheer girth. She’d never taken anything this big – never even imagined it. Saliva drooled freely from the corners of her mouth, running in shiny rivulets down the pulsing dark shaft as she bobbed her head in slow, hungry strokes.
Jamal’s big hand rested lightly on her auburn hair, not pushing, just cradling – but the weight of it alone made her feel owned. Claimed.
“Damn, Mrs. Eberling… look at that pretty white mouth workin’ black dick,” he rumbled, voice thick with lust. “Bet you never sucked your husband like this. Bet he don’t even know what a hungry little cocksucker you can be.”
The filthy words hit her like a slap – and made her soaked cunt throb harder. Melanie moaned around the fat knob, the vibration making Jamal groan deep in his chest. She pulled back just enough to swirl her tongue around the flared ridge, tasting the salty precum that oozed steadily from the slit. Then she dove forward again, taking him deeper, gagging softly when the head nudged the back of her throat.
Her small white hands gripped the base – fingers nowhere near meeting around the thickness – and she pumped what she couldn’t swallow, slick with spit. The wet, sloppy sounds filled the empty classroom: gluck-gluck-gluck… the obscene symphony of a proper married teacher worshipping black cock on her knees behind her own desk.
Jamal’s hips started to move, slow shallow thrusts that fucked her mouth in a steady rhythm. Melanie’s eyes watered, mascara starting to run, but she didn’t pull away. She couldn’t. Her whole body was on fire, nipples diamond-hard against her bra, clit swollen and pulsing inside her drenched panties.
He pulled out suddenly with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the glistening black shaft. Melanie whimpered at the loss, mouth open, tongue still extended like she was begging for more.
“Stand up,” Jamal ordered, voice low and rough.
Melanie obeyed on trembling legs. Her skirt was wrinkled, blouse untucked, lips puffy and shiny. She looked like a woman who’d already been thoroughly used – and they’d barely started.
Jamal spun her around, bent her over the edge of her desk. Papers scattered to the floor. He hiked her conservative skirt up over her creamy white hips, exposing the plain white cotton panties soaked dark at the crotch.
“Goddamn… look at this married white pussy leakin’ for black cock,” he growled. He hooked two thick fingers under the waistband and yanked the panties down to her knees in one rough tug. Cool air kissed her dripping slit, making her shiver.
Melanie braced her hands on the desk, ass up, thighs quivering. She felt so exposed, so dirty – the prim English teacher presenting herself like a bitch in heat.
Jamal rubbed the fat black cockhead up and down her slick folds, coating himself in her juices. Every time the swollen knob bumped her swollen clit, Melanie jolted and whimpered.
“Please…” she whispered, barely audible. “Please… put it in me…”
“Beg for it proper, Mrs. Eberling,” he teased, slapping the heavy shaft against her ass cheek. The wet smack echoed. “Tell me what you want.”
Melanie’s face burned with shame – but the need was stronger.
“I want… I want your big black cock inside me,” she breathed. “I need it… I need you to fuck me… please, Jamal… fuck your white teacher’s married cunt…”
Jamal growled approval. He notched the massive head at her entrance – and pushed.
Melanie’s mouth fell open in a silent scream as the thick cockhead stretched her open. Inch after burning inch sank into her tight, dripping channel. She’d never felt so full – so stretched – so completely claimed. Her walls fluttered and clenched around the invading shaft, trying to adjust, but there was no mercy. He kept going, slow and relentless, until his heavy balls rested against her clit and his pubic bone pressed flush to her ass.
“Ohhh… fuuuuck…” Melanie moaned, voice breaking. “It’s so big… so deep… oh God… it’s splitting me…”
Jamal held still for a moment, letting her feel every throbbing inch buried inside her. Then he pulled back – almost all the way out – and slammed forward again in one brutal stroke.
Melanie cried out, nails digging into the desk. The force shoved her forward, tits bouncing inside her bra. He didn’t give her time to recover – he started fucking her hard, deep, steady strokes that made her whole body jolt with each thrust.
The wet slap-slap-slap of his hips against her ass filled the room, mingling with her helpless moans and the squelching sounds of her sopping cunt taking black cock.
“You love it, don’t you?” Jamal grunted, gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. “Love gettin’ fucked like a cheap white whore on your own desk.”
“Yessss…” Melanie hissed, pushing back to meet every thrust. “I love it… I love your big black cock… fuck me… harder… please…”
Jamal obliged. He pounded into her faster, deeper, the desk creaking under the assault. Melanie’s legs shook, knees threatening to buckle. Her orgasm was building fast – too fast – a white-hot coil in her belly ready to snap.
He reached around, thick fingers finding her swollen clit and rubbing rough circles.
That did it.
Melanie shattered.
“Oh God – oh God – I’m cumming – I’m cummiiiiiing!” she wailed, voice echoing off the classroom walls. Her cunt clamped down like a vise around the pistoning black shaft, gushing slick heat that ran down her thighs. Wave after wave crashed through her, toes curling inside her sensible heels.
Jamal didn’t stop. He fucked her through it – harder – chasing his own release.
“Gonna fill this tight white pussy,” he snarled. “Gonna pump you full of black seed… gonna mark you… make you mine…”
“Yes – yes – do it!” Melanie begged, still trembling from her climax. “Cum inside me… breed me… please…”
With a guttural roar, Jamal buried himself to the hilt and erupted. Thick, hot ropes of cum blasted deep inside her, flooding her womb. Melanie moaned brokenly, feeling every powerful spurt, feeling her belly swell slightly with the sheer volume. It seemed to go on forever – pulse after pulse – until it finally overflowed, creamy white rivulets leaking out around the thick black shaft still buried inside her.
Jamal stayed deep, grinding slowly, milking every last drop into her spasming cunt.
When he finally pulled out with a wet slurp, a thick gush of pearly cum poured from her gaping hole, dripping onto the floor in obscene puddles.
Melanie collapsed forward onto the desk, panting, legs trembling, skirt still hiked up, panties tangled around her knees.
Jamal leaned over her, lips brushing her ear.
“This ain’t the last time, Mrs. Eberling,” he whispered. “Not by a long shot.”
Melanie shivered – not from fear.
From anticipation.
Because deep down, the proper white wife knew he was right.
She was already aching for the next time that big black cock would stretch her open and ruin her all over again.
Chapter 3
Melanie couldn’t stop shaking.
Two days had passed since Jamal had fucked her senseless over her own desk, and the memory still burned through her every waking moment. She could still feel the thick stretch of his black cock buried to the hilt in her married cunt, the hot flood of his seed claiming her womb. She’d gone home that night with his cum still leaking down her thighs, showered twice, and still felt filthy in the best possible way.
Tonight, she stayed late again. Willingly.
The classroom door clicked shut behind Jamal at exactly 8:17 p.m. He didn’t bother with the cleaning cart this time. He just locked the door, turned off the main lights, leaving only the soft glow from the desk lamp.
Melanie was already bent over her desk when he approached – skirt hiked up, panties pulled down to her ankles, creamy white ass presented like an offering. She’d spent the last hour touching herself under the desk, edging, waiting, dripping.
Jamal stepped up behind her, big hands spreading her ass cheeks wide. He let out a low, appreciative growl at the sight.
“Look at this tight little white asshole,” he murmured, thumb brushing over the puckered pink ring. “Never been fucked back here, has it, Mrs. Eberling?”
Melanie whimpered, face burning against the cool wood of the desk. “N-no… never… my husband… he asked once, but I said no…”
Jamal chuckled darkly. “Good. Means this pretty little hole is mine to ruin first.”
He spat directly onto her anus – a thick, warm glob that made her gasp – then rubbed it in slow, deliberate circles with the pad of his thumb. Melanie’s cunt clenched emptily, fresh slick running down her inner thighs.
“Gonna open you up slow,” he told her. “But you’re gonna take every fuckin’ inch tonight. Gonna make this prim little teacher into a black-cock anal slut.”
He worked one thick finger in first, pushing past the tight resistance. Melanie moaned brokenly, hips twitching. It burned – God, it burned – but the pain twisted into something hot and needy almost immediately. He added a second finger, scissoring gently, stretching her open while his other hand reached around to rub slow circles over her swollen clit.
“You’re soakin’ wet just from me finger-fuckin’ your ass,” he teased. “Dirty little married whore.”
“Please…” Melanie begged, voice cracking. “I need more… I need your cock…”
Jamal pulled his fingers free. Melanie heard the wet sound of him stroking his massive black shaft, coating it with her own dripping juices and a fresh glob of spit. Then she felt the blunt, searing heat of the cockhead pressing against her virgin asshole.
“Relax, baby,” he growled. “Push out like you’re takin’ a shit. Let me in.”
Melanie did as she was told, bearing down – and the fat purple knob popped past her resisting ring with a sudden, burning stretch that tore a sharp cry from her throat.
“Ohhh fuuuck – it’s too big – it’s too big –”
“Shhh,” Jamal soothed, but he didn’t stop. He held her hips firm and fed her another thick inch, then another. The stretch was obscene – impossible – her tiny asshole gaping around the coal-black shaft like it was trying to swallow him whole.
Melanie’s nails scraped the desk. Tears streamed down her cheeks, but her cunt was gushing, dripping steadily onto the floor. The pain was intense, overwhelming… and she fucking loved it.
“Halfway in,” Jamal grunted. “Look at that – your tight white ass eatin’ black dick like it was made for it.”
He started a slow, shallow rhythm – just enough to keep her open, to let her adjust. Every withdrawal pulled at her stretched rim; every push forward sank him deeper. Melanie’s moans turned into desperate, animalistic whimpers.
“Deeper… please… all the way… I want it all…”
Jamal growled and slammed forward in one brutal thrust.
Melanie screamed – raw, broken, echoing through the empty classroom – as the last thick inches buried themselves in her guts. His heavy balls slapped against her soaked cunt. She felt impossibly full, split open, claimed in a way she’d never imagined.
Jamal didn’t give her time to recover. He pulled almost all the way out – her poor asshole clinging desperately to the retreating shaft – then rammed back in, hard and deep.
The pace built fast. Brutal. Relentless. The wet, filthy slap of his hips against her ass cheeks filled the room, punctuated by Melanie’s high, keening cries.
“Take it – take that big black cock up your married white ass!” Jamal snarled, gripping her hips so hard she’d have bruises tomorrow. “This is what you were made for – gettin’ ass-fucked by real dick!”
“Yes – yes – fuck my ass – ruin it – make me your anal whore!” Melanie babbled, pushing back to meet every punishing thrust. Her clit throbbed untouched; she was close – so close – just from the brutal reaming of her backdoor.
Jamal reached around, three thick fingers plunging into her sopping cunt while his cock pistoned in her ass. The double penetration – fingers in her pussy, massive black shaft destroying her asshole – sent her over the edge.
“I’m cumming – oh God – I’m cumming from my ass – fuuuuck!”
Her whole body convulsed. Her asshole clamped down like a fist around his thrusting cock, milking him. A gush of clear fluid squirted from her cunt, soaking his hand and the desk beneath them.
Jamal roared, slamming in one final time – burying himself balls-deep – and unloaded.
Hot, thick ropes of black cum blasted straight into her bowels. Melanie moaned brokenly, feeling every powerful spurt, feeling her ass fill with his seed until it was too much. Creamy white cum bubbled out around the thick black shaft, leaking down her crack, dripping in heavy strings to the floor.
He stayed buried inside her for long minutes, grinding slowly, letting her spasming asshole milk every last drop.
When he finally pulled out with a wet, obscene pop, Melanie’s poor abused hole gaped open – red, puffy, ruined – thick rivers of cum pouring from the stretched ring like a faucet.
She collapsed forward onto the desk, trembling, ass still twitching, cum leaking steadily.
Jamal leaned over her, voice low and rough against her ear.
“Next time, Mrs. Eberling… I’m gonna fuck both holes at once. Gonna make you airtight for black cock.”
Melanie shivered, cunt clenching at the thought.
She didn’t say no.
She didn’t even think about saying no.
She just whispered, hoarse and needy:
“Yes… please… I want it all…”
Chapter 4
Melanie arrived at the school an hour before anyone else would show up for the Saturday morning staff development session. The building was completely empty, silent except for the low hum of the air conditioning.
She’d texted Jamal the night before: Room 214. 7:30. Bring him.
Her heart had pounded so hard she could barely sleep after hitting send.
Now she waited, bent over the teacher’s desk in the front of the room, skirt already hiked to her waist, panties long gone. Her creamy thighs trembled. She’d lubed herself thoroughly at home—both holes—knowing exactly what was coming. Knowing she’d begged for it.
The door opened. Jamal stepped in first, that familiar dark grin spreading across his face. Behind him came Marcus—six-foot-five, leaner than Jamal but just as powerfully built, one of the senior basketball players who’d graduated last year but still came around to “help” with the team. His eyes locked on Melanie’s exposed ass and cunt immediately, widening with raw hunger.
“Fuck… Mrs. Eberling,” Marcus breathed. “Coach wasn’t lying. You really are down for anything now.”
Melanie’s face burned, but her pussy clenched at the words. She didn’t speak. She just arched her back a little more, offering herself.
Jamal locked the door. Both men stripped quickly—shirts, pants, boxers—until two massive black cocks stood proud and throbbing in the morning light filtering through the blinds.
Jamal’s was the thickest, the one that had already ruined her cunt and ass. Marcus’s was longer, slightly slimmer, but curved upward in a way that promised to hit places she didn’t even know she had.
“On your back first,” Jamal ordered. “We’re gonna fill you proper.”
They lifted her onto the wide teacher’s desk like she weighed nothing. Melanie lay back, legs spread wide, knees pulled toward her chest. Her holes glistened with lube and her own dripping arousal.
Jamal moved between her thighs first, rubbing his fat cockhead up and down her soaked slit before sinking in with one long, slow thrust. Melanie moaned brokenly as her cunt stretched around him again, walls fluttering in welcome.
Marcus climbed onto the desk, straddling her chest facing her feet. He gripped the base of his long black shaft and slapped it lightly against her lips.
“Open wide, Teach,” he growled. “Gonna fuck that pretty mouth while he stretches your pussy.”
Melanie obeyed instantly. Her lips parted and Marcus pushed forward, feeding her inch after inch until the curved head nudged her throat. She gagged softly but took it, drool spilling down her chin as he started a steady rhythm, fucking her face while Jamal began pounding her cunt with deep, punishing strokes.
The dual invasion already had her trembling—mouth and pussy filled with black cock—but they weren’t done.
Jamal pulled out suddenly, leaving her cunt gaping and clenching around nothing. He slapped her thigh. “Turn over. Ass up.”
Melanie scrambled onto all fours, ass presented high. Jamal knelt behind her, rubbing his slick cock against her lubed asshole before pressing in. The familiar burn made her whimper, but she pushed back greedily, taking every thick inch until his balls rested against her dripping cunt.
Marcus moved in front again, this time sliding underneath her on the desk so she straddled him. He gripped his long cock, angled it upward, and guided the head to her already-stuffed pussy.
“Ready to be airtight, Mrs. Eberling?” he asked with a wicked grin.
Melanie could only whimper around the cock still in her mouth—no, wait, Marcus had pulled out of her mouth to reposition.
Jamal held still, buried balls-deep in her ass, while Marcus slowly pushed upward into her cunt.
The stretch was immediate and overwhelming.
Two massive black cocks—thick and long—fighting for space inside her, separated only by a thin, quivering membrane. Melanie’s eyes rolled back, a high, keening wail tearing from her throat as both men sank deeper, inch by burning inch, until they were both fully seated.
“Ohhh… fuuuuck… too full… so full… splitting me open…” she babbled, voice wrecked.
They started moving—opposite rhythms at first. Jamal pulling out of her ass while Marcus thrust up into her cunt, then reversing. The friction was insane—every nerve ending screaming in pleasure-pain. Her holes stretched to their absolute limit, gripping desperately around the invading shafts.
Then they found the rhythm.
Both men thrusting in at the same time—deep, hard, brutal—filling her completely before withdrawing together. The wet, obscene squelch of her double-stuffed holes echoed through the classroom, mingling with Melanie’s broken sobs and the heavy slap of skin on skin.
“Take it, you filthy white slut,” Jamal growled, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. “Two big black cocks ruining your married holes at once.”
“Yes—yes—ruin me—fuck me—fill me—use me!” Melanie screamed, pushing back frantically. Her clit throbbed untouched; she was already teetering on the edge.
Marcus reached up, pinching her swollen nipples through her blouse while he hammered upward into her cunt. Jamal slapped her ass hard, the crack ringing out, before reaching around to rub rough circles over her clit.
That was it.
Melanie shattered.
Her orgasm hit like a freight train—whole body convulsing, holes clamping down like iron vises around both pistoning cocks. She squirted violently, clear fluid gushing around Marcus’s shaft, soaking his groin and the desk beneath them.
“Fuck—gonna cum—gonna flood this white bitch!” Marcus snarled first.
He slammed up one last time and erupted, thick ropes of hot cum blasting deep into her cunt, painting her walls.
The sensation—his pulsing cock unloading inside her while Jamal’s massive shaft still reamed her ass—pushed Melanie into a second, immediate climax. She wailed, body shaking uncontrollably.
Jamal followed seconds later, burying himself to the hilt in her spasming asshole and unleashing a torrent of thick black seed straight into her bowels. Spurt after powerful spurt flooded her, overflowing, creamy rivulets leaking out around both buried cocks.
They stayed locked inside her for long moments, grinding slowly, milking every last drop into her wrecked holes.
When they finally pulled out—first Marcus with a wet slurp from her cunt, then Jamal from her gaping ass—thick streams of mixed cum poured from both openings, puddling obscenely on the desk and dripping to the floor.
Melanie collapsed forward, trembling, ass and pussy gaping and twitching, cum leaking steadily from both ruined holes.
Jamal leaned down, voice rough against her ear.
“Next Saturday, Mrs. Eberling… we’re bringing two more.”
Melanie shivered, already aching for it.
“Yes…” she whispered hoarsely. “Bring them all…”
Chapter 5
The old gymnasium storage room smelled of sweat, rubber mats, and decades of teenage testosterone. Fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting harsh shadows across stacked tumbling mats, forgotten basketballs, and the heavy metal door that Jamal had just bolted from the inside.
Melanie stood in the center of the cleared space, heart hammering so hard she could feel it in her throat. She’d worn her usual teacher outfit today—white blouse, knee-length navy skirt, sensible heels—but the blouse was already unbuttoned to her navel, bra pushed up to expose her creamy breasts, nipples stiff and aching in the cool air. Her skirt was hiked to her hips, panties long discarded in the hallway trash can on her way here.
Five senior basketball players surrounded her in a loose circle—tall, lean, dark-skinned, still in their practice jerseys and shorts, cocks already tenting the fabric. Jamal had hand-picked them: Marcus from last week, plus four others who’d been whispering about “Coach’s special reward” for weeks. All of them eighteen, all of them hungrier than she’d ever seen.
Jamal stepped forward, massive hand cupping the back of her neck possessively.
“Gentlemen,” he rumbled, “meet Mrs. Eberling. Your prim and proper English teacher. The same one who grades your essays and tells you to read Shakespeare. Tonight… she’s your team slut.”
A low chorus of groans and “fuck yeahs” rippled through the group. Melanie’s knees trembled, but she didn’t back away. She couldn’t. The ache between her legs had been building since she’d sent the group text this morning: Storage room. 9 p.m. Bring everything.
Marcus was first. He yanked his shorts down, long curved cock springing free, already leaking. He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her mouth onto him without a word. Melanie opened wide, moaning around the thick length as he started fucking her face—deep, sloppy thrusts that made drool run down her chin and drip onto her exposed tits.
Hands were everywhere then.
Someone—Tyrell, the point guard—ripped her blouse open the rest of the way, buttons popping. Another—Darius—shoved her skirt higher and plunged three thick fingers straight into her dripping cunt. Melanie bucked, gagging on Marcus’s cock while her pussy squelched around the rough invasion.
Jamal lifted her like she weighed nothing, carrying her to the stack of mats and laying her on her back. Legs splayed wide. Holes presented.
“First round,” he growled. “Everyone gets a turn in her cunt. Then we double up. Then we really break her.”
Tyrell was on her first—slamming into her soaked pussy with one brutal thrust, making her scream around Marcus’s cock. He fucked her hard and fast, grunting like an animal, balls slapping wetly against her ass. Melanie’s nails dug into the mats, back arching as the first orgasm ripped through her in under a minute—cunt clamping, squirting around the pistoning black shaft.
Tyrell pulled out with a groan and sprayed thick ropes across her belly and tits before stepping aside.
Darius took his place immediately, thicker than Tyrell, stretching her open wider. Melanie wailed, legs shaking as he pounded her mercilessly, calling her every filthy name in the book—“white teacher whore,” “black cock addict,” “cum dumpster.” She came again, harder, body convulsing.
One by one they rotated—five cocks taking turns wrecking her married cunt, each leaving her gaping, leaking, and begging for more. By the fifth she was a sobbing, trembling mess, mascara streaked, tits heaving, pussy swollen and red.
Jamal nodded. “Now we fill both holes.”
They flipped her onto all fours. Jamal claimed her ass first—thick shaft forcing its way past her lubed ring until he was buried balls-deep in her guts. Melanie screamed into the mat, ass clenching desperately around the brutal invasion.
Marcus slid underneath her, guiding his long curved cock back into her cunt. The double penetration was even more savage this time—two massive black shafts seesawing inside her, stretching her thin membrane to the breaking point. Melanie’s eyes rolled back, mouth open in a continuous wail of pleasure-pain.
The other three didn’t wait.
One shoved his cock into her mouth, fucking her throat in time with the brutal rhythm below. Another straddled her back, sliding his slick shaft between her tits, using her cleavage while pinching her nipples hard. The last one knelt beside her face, jerking himself while forcing her to lick his heavy balls.
She was completely surrounded—every hole stuffed, body used from every angle. The room filled with the wet, obscene symphony: slap-slap-slap of hips against flesh, gagging glucks from her throat, squelching from her double-stuffed holes, low grunts and filthy praise.
“Take it, bitch—take all this black dick!”
“Gonna breed this white teacher pussy!”
“Swallow it, slut—every drop!”
Melanie lost count of her orgasms. They crashed one after another—cunt spasming, ass milking, throat convulsing. She squirted again and again, soaking Marcus’s groin, the mats, everything.
They started cumming in waves.
Marcus first—roaring as he flooded her cunt with hot, thick seed.
Jamal followed, pumping her bowels full until cum bubbled out around his shaft.
The one in her mouth pulled out at the last second, painting her face and hair with ropes of white.
The tit-fucker added his load across her breasts, mixing with sweat and earlier cum.
The last one jerked off onto her back, marking her from shoulders to ass.
When they finally pulled out, Melanie collapsed onto the mats, a wrecked, cum-drenched mess. Both holes gaped obscenely—thick rivers of black seed pouring from her ruined cunt and asshole, pooling beneath her. Her face, tits, and hair were glazed. She trembled, aftershocks still rippling through her.
Jamal crouched beside her, thumb brushing cum-smeared lips.
“Good girl, Mrs. Eberling,” he murmured. “Team’s real happy with their new mascot.”
Melanie’s voice was hoarse, barely a whisper.
“Next… practice… same time?”
The room erupted in dark laughter and promises of “hell yeah.”
She smiled through the mess on her face—shattered, owned, and already aching for the next time five more black cocks would use her like the team’s personal white fucktoy.
Chapter 6
The storage room reeked of sex—thick, musky, unmistakable. Sweat, cum, and the sharp tang of Melanie’s repeated squirting soaked into the tumbling mats beneath her. The five young black athletes stood around her in a loose semicircle, chests heaving, cocks still semi-hard and glistening with her juices and their own seed. Jamal leaned against the wall, arms crossed, watching with quiet satisfaction as the team caught their breath.
Melanie lay sprawled on her back in the center of the mats, legs splayed wide, knees bent outward. Her once-pristine teacher’s outfit was in tatters—blouse hanging open like ruined curtains, skirt bunched uselessly around her waist, bra shoved up under her chin. Thick rivers of creamy white cum leaked steadily from both her gaping holes, pooling in obscene puddles between her thighs and trickling down the crack of her ass. Her face, tits, and stomach were glazed with drying ropes; strands of it clung to her auburn hair like filthy highlights. Mascara had run in black streaks down her cheeks. She looked utterly destroyed.
And yet… she was smiling. A small, dazed, blissed-out smile that made her look younger, softer, more vulnerable than any of them had ever seen her in the classroom.
Marcus was the first to break the silence. He crouched beside her, brushing a sweat-damp strand of hair from her forehead with surprising gentleness.
“Damn, Mrs. E… you good?” His voice was low, almost concerned beneath the rough edge.
Melanie’s eyes fluttered open. She licked dry, cum-smeared lips. “I’m… I’m more than good,” she whispered hoarsely. “I’ve never… felt anything like that.”
A ripple of low chuckles went through the group. Tyrell knelt on her other side, big hand resting lightly on her trembling thigh.
“You took all five of us like a champ, Teach. Swear to God, I ain’t never seen a woman handle dick like that.”
She shivered at the praise, cunt clenching weakly and pushing out another thick glob of mixed seed.
Jamal pushed off the wall, stepping closer. “This ain’t just about fuckin’,” he said, voice deep and steady. “This is team bonding. You understand that, Mrs. Eberling? You’re part of the squad now. Our secret weapon. Our lucky charm.”
Melanie’s breath hitched. The words sank into her like warm honey—dirty, wrong, perfect.
Darius grinned, wiping sweat from his brow. “Means we take care of our own. You ever need anything—grades fixed, someone to walk you to your car after dark, hell, even just someone to talk to—you got five big brothers now. And we know exactly how to make you feel better.”
She laughed softly—a broken, breathless sound. “I think… I think I’m going to need a lot of ‘feeling better’ after tonight.”
The laughter was warmer this time. They helped her sit up slowly, supporting her when her legs shook too hard to hold her weight. Someone—Tyrell—grabbed a clean towel from a nearby stack and gently wiped the worst of the cum from her face and chest. Another handed her a bottle of water. They took turns steadying her while she drank, small careful touches that felt strangely tender after the brutality.
Marcus sat behind her, letting her lean back against his broad chest. His arms wrapped loosely around her waist—not possessive now, just comforting.
“You were incredible,” he murmured against her ear. “Seriously. Ain’t nobody ever trusted us like that. Let us use ’em like that.”
Melanie turned her head, pressing a soft, cum-sticky kiss to his jaw. “I wanted it,” she whispered. “I still want it. All of you… whenever you need me.”
Jamal nodded slowly. “Then it’s official. Every home game, every big win, every time the team needs to blow off steam—you’re here. Storage room. Same time. We’ll keep it locked down. No one else knows.”
She nodded, eyes shining with something between exhaustion and eager anticipation.
“And if we win state this year…” Darius added with a wicked grin, “…we’re gonna celebrate proper. Whole night. Maybe even bring in the assistant coach if he’s down.”
Melanie moaned softly at the thought, thighs squeezing together despite the soreness.
They stayed like that for another half-hour—talking low, laughing quietly, passing the water bottle, letting her rest against them while they cleaned her up as best they could with towels and gentle hands. The roughness was gone now; what remained was a strange, filthy kind of intimacy. The team that had just gangbanged their English teacher into oblivion was now cradling her, praising her, making sure she was okay.
When she finally stood on wobbly legs, skirt smoothed down as much as possible, blouse buttoned crookedly over her still-sticky skin, Jamal walked her to the door.
He paused with his hand on the lock. “You sure you can drive home like this?”
Melanie looked up at him, eyes glassy but steady. “I’ll manage. But…” She bit her lip. “Text me the schedule? Practice days too?”
Jamal’s grin was slow and satisfied. “Every damn day you want it, Mrs. Eberling.”
She stepped into the dark hallway on trembling legs, feeling the warm trickle of cum still leaking down her inner thighs with every step. Behind her, the storage room door clicked shut, and she heard the low rumble of the team’s voices—already planning the next “bonding session.”
Melanie smiled to herself as she walked toward the parking lot.
The proper married teacher was gone.
In her place was something new.
Something owned.
Something cherished.
Something that belonged to the team.
Chapter 7
Robert Eberling had always been a creature of habit. Same coffee mug every morning (the one with the chipped handle from their honeymoon), same route to the office, same quiet evenings grading math papers while Melanie graded English essays across the table. Predictable. Comfortable. Safe.
Lately, though, the patterns had started to crack.
It began with the late nights. Melanie had always stayed after school occasionally—parent conferences, grading marathons—but now it was every other night, sometimes three times a week. She’d come home flushed, hair slightly mussed, claiming “a long meeting” or “extra help for struggling seniors.” Robert noticed the way her skirts seemed shorter some days, the way she’d stopped wearing the conservative cardigans she used to layer over her blouses.
Then came the smells. Not perfume—something earthier, muskier. Like sweat and… something else. Something masculine. He’d catch it when she leaned in to kiss him goodnight, faint but unmistakable. He told himself it was the school gym, the basketball team she’d started “mentoring” after hours. But the scent lingered on her skin long after she showered.
The laundry told its own story. Panties that came home stiff in places, crusty white stains that weren’t his. He’d stare at them in the hamper, heart thudding, telling himself it was discharge, normal female stuff. But the volume… the frequency… it didn’t add up.
Tonight was different.
Melanie had texted at 7:42 p.m.: Staying late again. Team needs extra study session. Home by 10. Love you.
Robert stared at the message for a long time. Then he grabbed his keys.
He parked two blocks away from Lincoln High, walked the rest of the way in the dark. The faculty lot was mostly empty; only a few cars remained, including Melanie’s silver sedan. The main building was locked, but the side gym entrance—the one the basketball team used for late practices—was propped open with a brick.
Robert slipped inside.
The hallway to the old storage room was dim, lit only by emergency lights. He heard it before he saw anything: low voices, rhythmic slapping sounds, wet squelches, muffled moans that rose and fell in perfect time.
He moved closer, heart in his throat.
The door to the storage room wasn’t fully closed—ajar just enough for sound to leak out. Robert pressed himself against the wall, peering through the crack.
What he saw stole the breath from his lungs.
Melanie—his wife, his proper, prim wife—was on her knees in the center of a circle of black bodies. Five—no, six now—tall, muscular young men, cocks out, surrounding her. Jamal stood behind her, thick black shaft buried to the hilt in her ass, hands gripping her creamy hips as he thrust with slow, deliberate power. Marcus knelt in front, feeding his long curved cock deep into her mouth, making her gag and drool. The others stroked themselves, waiting their turn, murmuring filthy encouragement.
“Take it, Mrs. E… take that black dick like the team’s good little slut.”
Melanie moaned around the cock in her throat, pushing back eagerly onto the one reaming her asshole. Cum already glistened on her tits, streaked across her face, leaked from her swollen cunt. She looked wrecked. Blissed. Owned.
Robert’s stomach twisted. Rage. Humiliation. And—God help him—something darker. Something that made his own cock twitch traitorously against his slacks.
He watched for what felt like hours but was probably only minutes. Watched them rotate. Watched Jamal pull out of her ass with a wet pop, only for another thick black cock to take his place immediately. Watched Melanie’s eyes roll back as they double-penetrated her again—cunt and ass stuffed at once—while a third fed her mouth. Watched her body convulse in orgasm after orgasm, squirting onto the mats, screaming muffled pleas around whichever cock happened to be in her throat.
When the last of them finally unloaded—painting her back, her hair, her gaping holes with fresh thick ropes—Robert stumbled back, legs weak.
He made it to his car before the nausea hit. He vomited onto the asphalt, tears burning his eyes.
But even as the bile burned his throat, his mind replayed every filthy detail. The way she arched. The way she begged. The way she came harder than she ever had with him.
He drove home in silence, mind reeling.
When Melanie walked through the front door at 10:47—hair damp from a quick shower, makeup reapplied, smelling faintly of soap and something he now recognized as sex—Robert was sitting at the kitchen table, a glass of untouched whiskey in front of him.
She froze in the doorway.
“Robert… you’re up late.”
He looked at her. Really looked. Saw the faint red marks on her neck that concealer couldn’t quite hide. Saw the way she walked a little gingerly, thighs pressed together.
“I was waiting for you,” he said quietly.
Melanie swallowed. “I… I had a long night.”
“I know.”
The silence stretched.
She took a step forward. “Robert—”
“Don’t,” he cut her off. His voice cracked. “Just… don’t lie to me. Not anymore.”
Her eyes filled with tears. She looked small suddenly. Guilty. Terrified.
He stood up slowly. Walked to her. Reached out and—gently, almost tenderly—brushed a stray lock of hair behind her ear.
“I saw,” he whispered.
Melanie’s breath hitched. A sob escaped.
Robert’s hand dropped to her shoulder. Then lower, tracing the curve of her breast through her blouse. He could feel the dried stickiness still clinging to her skin beneath the fabric.
His voice was rough when he spoke again.
“How often?”
“Every… every few days,” she admitted, voice trembling. “Since… since it started.”
He nodded once. Slowly.
Then he leaned in, lips brushing her ear.
“Next time… you tell me when. And where.”
Melanie’s eyes widened, shock mixing with something hotter, darker.
Robert pulled back just enough to meet her gaze.
“I’m not leaving you,” he said. “But I’m not pretending anymore either.”
He kissed her then—hard, possessive, tasting the faint salt of cum still lingering on her tongue.
When he broke the kiss, his eyes were burning.
“Clean up. Then come to bed. We’re going to talk… and you’re going to show me exactly what they do to you.”
Melanie shivered, cunt clenching at the command in his voice.
“Yes… husband.”
For the first time in months, she felt something new.
Not just owned by the team.
But claimed by the man who’d watched her fall… and wanted her anyway.
Chapter 8
Robert waited until the house was dark and quiet before slipping out the back door. Melanie had left at 7:15 p.m. with the usual excuse—“team study session, might run late”—and a quick peck on the cheek that tasted faintly of mint and guilt. He’d nodded, smiled, said “Drive safe,” like always.
Then he followed her.
He parked three streets over from Lincoln High, same shadowed spot as last time. The side gym entrance was propped open again, brick in place like an invitation. Robert’s pulse thundered in his ears as he slipped inside, moving silently down the familiar hallway toward the storage room.
The door was cracked wider tonight—deliberately, he realized with a sick twist in his gut. Melanie knew he might come. She’d left it open enough for him to see… and hear… everything.
He pressed himself against the wall just outside the sliver of light, heart slamming so hard he thought they’d hear it.
Inside, the scene was already in full swing.
Melanie was on her knees in the center of the cleared space, surrounded by the same six black athletes—Jamal, Marcus, Tyrell, Darius, and two others Robert didn’t recognize by name but remembered from the last time. All of them shirtless now, practice shorts shoved down, thick dark cocks hard and glistening. Melanie’s blouse was gone entirely; her skirt was hiked to her waist. She wore only her lacy white bra (the one Robert had bought her for their anniversary) and thigh-high stockings she’d never worn for him.
Jamal stood behind her, one big hand tangled in her auburn hair, guiding her mouth onto Marcus’s long curved shaft. Melanie sucked greedily, hollowing her cheeks, moaning around the thick length while drool ran down her chin and dripped onto her heaving tits.
“That’s it, Mrs. E,” Jamal rumbled, voice low and possessive. “Show your husband how a real team slut worships black cock.”
Robert’s breath caught. She’d told them. She’d told them he knew.
Melanie pulled off Marcus with a wet pop, gasping, lips swollen and shiny. She looked straight toward the cracked door—straight at the shadows where Robert hid—and smiled. A slow, filthy, knowing smile.
“Come closer if you want, Robert,” she called softly, voice hoarse from cock. “I left the door open for you.”
The team chuckled darkly. None of them stopped. Tyrell stepped forward, stroking his thick shaft, and fed it into her waiting mouth while Darius knelt behind her, spreading her creamy ass cheeks and spitting directly onto her puckered hole.
Robert’s legs moved before his brain caught up. He pushed the door open wider—slowly, quietly—and stepped inside. The air was thick with sex: sweat, musk, the sharp wet scent of aroused pussy. He closed the door behind him but didn’t lock it. He just stood there, back against the wall, hands clenched at his sides.
Melanie’s eyes locked on his as Darius pushed two thick fingers into her ass, stretching her open. She moaned around Tyrell’s cock, hips rocking back greedily.
“See how wet she gets for us?” Jamal said, addressing Robert directly now. “Your wife’s cunt’s been dripping since she walked in. She loves this. Loves being our little white fucktoy.”
Robert couldn’t speak. His cock strained painfully against his slacks, betraying him. He watched, frozen, as Darius replaced his fingers with the blunt head of his cock, pressing slowly into Melanie’s asshole. She cried out—high, broken, needy—pushing back to take him deeper.
Marcus moved underneath her, sliding onto the mats so she straddled him. He guided his long shaft to her soaked cunt and thrust upward, burying himself in one smooth stroke.
The double penetration was brutal, beautiful. Melanie’s body jolted between them, tits bouncing in her bra, mouth still stuffed with Tyrell’s cock. The other three stroked themselves, waiting, murmuring filthy praise.
“Look at your husband, Mrs. E,” Jamal growled. “Tell him how much you love getting double-fucked by black cock.”
Melanie pulled off Tyrell just long enough to gasp, eyes never leaving Robert’s.
“I love it… God, Robert, I love it so much… their cocks are so big… they stretch me… fill me… make me cum so hard…” Her voice cracked as Darius slammed deeper into her ass. “I can’t stop… I need them… every day…”
Robert’s hand moved to his zipper without conscious thought. He freed his cock—smaller, paler, throbbing—and stroked slowly, eyes glued to the obscene sight of his wife being railed from both ends.
The team noticed. They laughed—low, approving.
“That’s right,” Marcus grunted, hammering up into her cunt. “Watch your wife take real dick. Watch her get bred.”
Melanie came then—hard, screaming around Tyrell’s cock as her holes clamped down, squirting violently around Marcus’s shaft. Clear fluid gushed down her thighs, soaking the mats. Robert groaned, stroking faster.
One by one they unloaded.
Darius first—growling as he flooded her bowels with thick ropes of cum.
Marcus followed, pumping her cunt full until it overflowed, creamy white leaking out around his buried shaft.
Tyrell pulled out of her mouth at the last second, painting her face and tits with heavy spurts.
The others took turns—some in her mouth, some across her back, one jerking off onto her stockinged thighs.
When the last spurt landed, Melanie collapsed forward onto Marcus’s chest, trembling, cum leaking from both gaping holes, body glazed and marked.
The team stepped back, breathing hard, cocks softening but still glistening.
Jamal walked over to Robert—slow, deliberate—until he stood just inches away.
“She’s yours to take home now,” he said quietly. “But she’s ours too. You get that?”
Robert nodded once, throat tight. His cock was still hard in his hand, leaking precum.
Jamal glanced down, smirked, then looked back at Melanie.
“Clean up, Mrs. E. Your husband’s waiting.”
Melanie pushed herself up on shaky arms. Cum dripped steadily from her holes as she crawled toward Robert on her knees. When she reached him, she looked up—eyes glassy, lips swollen, face streaked—and opened her mouth.
Robert didn’t hesitate. He fed his cock between her cum-slick lips. She sucked gently, lovingly, tasting of five other men.
He came in under a minute—hard, shuddering, spilling down her throat while the team watched in satisfied silence.
When he finished, Melanie swallowed every drop, then rested her cheek against his thigh, breathing softly.
Robert looked around the room—at the men who’d claimed his wife, at the mats soaked with their combined release—and felt something shift inside him.
Not anger.
Not shame.
Acceptance.
He reached down, threaded his fingers through her hair, and helped her to her feet.
“Let’s go home,” he said quietly.
Melanie smiled—small, sated, happy.
“Yes… husband.”
They left together—her walking gingerly, cum still leaking down her thighs, him with his arm around her waist.
Behind them, the storage room door clicked shut.
The team would be waiting again tomorrow.
And now… Robert would be there too. Watching. Wanting. Belonging.
Chapter 9
The drive home was silent except for the soft hum of the engine and the occasional wet squish when Melanie shifted in the passenger seat. Cum still leaked steadily from both her ruined holes, soaking through the towel she’d hastily placed beneath her. Her thighs glistened in the passing streetlights; the air inside the car was thick with the raw, unmistakable scent of sex—multiple men, multiple loads, all of it hers now.
Robert kept his eyes on the road, knuckles white on the wheel. His cock had softened after the quick, desperate blowjob she’d given him in the storage room, but the ache lingered. Not just physical. Something deeper. Something he couldn’t name yet.
They pulled into the garage. The door rattled shut behind them. Neither moved for a long moment.
Melanie spoke first, voice small and hoarse.
“Robert… I’m sorry.”
He turned off the ignition. The sudden quiet was deafening.
“Don’t,” he said. “Not yet.”
They went inside. Melanie walked gingerly to the living room, heels clicking unevenly on the hardwood. She didn’t sit—couldn’t, really. Instead she stood in the middle of the room, arms wrapped around herself, skirt still hiked, stockings torn in places, bra hanging crookedly over her cum-streaked breasts.
Robert poured two glasses of whiskey. He handed her one without looking at her. She took it with trembling fingers, sipped, winced at the burn.
Then she started talking.
“It began with Jamal,” she whispered. “The custodian. He… he caught me staring. More than once. I was ashamed, Robert. I tried to stop. But every time he walked past my classroom, I felt it—this heat, low in my belly. Like my body knew something my mind didn’t want to admit.”
She swallowed another sip.
“Then one night… he didn’t leave after cleaning. He just… stood there. And I didn’t tell him to go. I let him come closer. I let him touch me. And when he pulled out that big black cock… God, Robert, I’d never seen anything like it. Never felt anything like it. It was wrong. I knew it was wrong. But I couldn’t stop myself. I sucked him. Right there behind my desk. And I came just from tasting him.”
Robert’s throat worked. He didn’t speak.
“After that,” she continued, voice cracking, “it snowballed. The students—Marcus first. Then the others. They found out. Word spread. And instead of being horrified… they wanted in. And I… I let them. Every time they asked, I said yes. I stayed late. I skipped dinners with you. I lied. Over and over. Because every time one of them fucked me—every time they filled me, stretched me, used me—I felt alive. Like I’d been asleep for years and finally woke up.”
Tears slipped down her cheeks, mixing with the drying cum on her face.
“I love you, Robert. I do. I never stopped loving you. But this… this thing inside me… it’s bigger than love. It’s need. Filthy, disgusting, overwhelming need. I crave their cocks. I crave the way they look at me—like I’m nothing but holes for them to fill. I crave the taste of their cum, the feel of it leaking out of me for hours afterward. I crave being their slut. Their teacher whore. Their team’s cumdump.”
She looked at him then—really looked—eyes red-rimmed, pleading.
“And tonight… when I knew you were watching… it was the hottest thing I’ve ever felt. Knowing you saw me like that. Knowing you saw how much I love it. How much I need it. I came harder than I ever have. Because you were there. Because you didn’t run.”
Robert set his glass down. His hands shook.
Melanie took a step closer, voice dropping to a whisper.
“I don’t want to stop, Robert. I can’t stop. But I don’t want to lose you either. So tell me… what do you want? Do you want me to quit? To pretend none of this happened? Or…”
She let the question hang.
Robert exhaled slowly. Then he reached out, cupped her cum-sticky cheek.
“I watched you tonight,” he said, voice rough. “I watched them wreck you. I watched you beg for it. I watched you cum like you never did with me. And I… I didn’t hate it. I hated that I didn’t hate it. I hated that it turned me on. That I jerked off while my wife got gangbanged by six black teenagers in a school storage room.”
He pulled her closer, thumb brushing over her swollen lower lip.
“But I’m not going anywhere. I’m not going to make you choose. Because the truth is… I want to keep watching. I want to be there. Every time. In the corner. On the bench. Wherever. Seeing what they do to you. Hearing you scream their names. Feeling how wet you are when you come home to me afterward.”
Melanie’s breath hitched. Fresh tears spilled.
“And after…” Robert continued, voice dropping lower, “…after they’re done with you… I want to take what’s left. I want to fuck my wife while she’s still full of their cum. I want to feel how loose they’ve made you. How slick. How marked.”
He kissed her then—slow, deep, tasting everything they’d left in her mouth.
When he pulled back, his eyes were dark.
“So starting tomorrow,” he said, “you tell me the schedule. Every practice. Every ‘study session.’ I’ll be there. Watching. Waiting. And when they’re finished… you come straight to me.”
Melanie nodded frantically, clinging to him.
“Yes… yes, Robert. Anything. Everything.”
He smiled—small, crooked, almost tender.
“Good girl.”
Then he guided her toward the stairs.
“Now go shower. You’re a mess. And when you’re clean… come to bed. I want to taste what they left inside you before it’s all gone.”
Melanie shivered, cunt clenching at the command.
She obeyed.
And for the first time in months, the silence between them wasn’t heavy with secrets.
It was heavy with promise.
The End
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