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The Fertility Games

Welcome to Miracle Island. Please undress.

Billionaire Grant Whitmore has a product that every mega-powerful old man in the world wants: a drug that restores youth, strength, and raw, animalistic virility.

But the drug requires testing. And the clients require... servicing.

The Fertility Games is the ultimate dark fantasy of corporate power and female submission. Enter a world of chemically restored high-net-worth old men and the beautiful, broken women who can't say no to them.

This series delivers:

	Billionaire Age-Gap Domination: Frail old men transformed into massive, dark gods of virility.
	Free Use Nurse Patient Fantasy: Where "a good bedside manner" means dropping to your knees or bending over on demand.
	Medical Fetish and Exams: Clinical humiliations, speculums, and data-driven orgasms.
	Corporate Servitude: Powerful young women reduced to "inventory."
	Age-Gap Breeding and Impregnation Fantasy: The dark endgame of the clinic—a nursery for the next generation of titans.


So many women. So many stories. One island of no return.

The Fertility Games is a continuation of stories in the First Time Blacked series, beginning with Nurse and Triage. You should probably read them first.


Bad Influencer

Naomi has three million followers. And just one master.

A single, bloody mistake on Mulholland Drive shatters Naomi King's perfect, curated life.

A hit and run. A dented bumper. A dead body left lying in the road.

A choice between ruin and a month on Miracle Island.

For Black Queen wellness influencer Naomi King, the choice is easy to make.

She'll trade a month of serving billionaires on the island to save the brand she built and keep herself out of jail.

But Naomi hasn't reckoned with Stefan Guntz.

One of the handful of men who own the algorithms, the apps, the data streams, even the server farms, in a way this aged tech billionaire has always owned Naomi and her brand.

And now, as he undergoes his treatment on Miracle Island, Stefan decides to build a better Naomi—a deepfake AI replica that will never say no.

Which means Naomi will have to model and perform as his muse.

Bad Influencer (12,500 words)is the seventh volume of The Fertility Games. It sets up Naomi's descent into a new kind of hell, a world where the Black Queen of a million screens is destined to become a digital ghost in the machine.

Expect intense psychological dismantling, brutal interracial power dynamics, and a proud woman being systematically erased and replaced by a better, more obedient version of herself.

Molly Pike

February 2026

Exclusive Free Book


Bad Influencer

The light from my phone screen was blinding in the dark driveway.

Notification: @FitGoddess commented: "Your skin is literally glowing! What's your secret?"

I stared at the comment, my thumb hovering over the screen. My skin wasn't glowing. My melanin seemed to have turned ashen, clammy with a cold sweat that no amount of Fenty primer could ever hope to hide. My hands were shaking so hard I could barely hold the device.

And my fingertips were smeared with somebody’s blood. The dark red was a shocking, ugly stain on my brown skin.

I looked up from the phone to the front bumper of my white Range Rover. The pristine, pearlescent paint was marred by a dark, ugly smudge. A dent. And the unmistakable spatter of crimson.

I took a swig from the bottle of organic, biodynamic wine I had been nursing since the gala. It tasted like vinegar and panic.

I had killed someone.

I didn't know who. Just a shape in the darkness on Mulholland Drive. A thud. A scream that might have been mine or his. And then... instinct. The animal instinct to run. To protect the asset. To protect the Brand. I had been driving drunk and a little high.

I grabbed a microfiber towel from the back seat—one I usually used to buff my pores—and started scrubbing at the bumper.

"Come on," I whispered, my voice a ragged hiss. "Come on, come on."

The blood smeared, turning into a pinkish haze. It wouldn't come off. I was Lady Macbeth. Black Lady Macbeth.

My phone buzzed again. Another comment. Another like. Another validation of a life that was currently circling the drain.

If the cops came... the mugshot alone would end me. And it wouldn't only be a scandal. It would be a bias confirmation. Naomi King, Wellness Icon, arrested for Vehicular Manslaughter. I could see the headlines now. The barely-coded language. Another successful Black woman who couldn't handle it, who flew too close to the sun. The sponsors would drop me. The followers would turn into a mob. The carefully curated temple of my life would be razed to the ground. I wouldn't just be a fallen star; I'd be a statistic.

I couldn't go to jail. I couldn't wear orange. I couldn't live without the filter.

I dropped the towel. It was useless.

I pulled up my contacts. Scrolled past the agents, the publicists, the "friends." I found the number for David, my lawyer. The one who handled the "difficult" contracts.

I hit call.

He picked up on the second ring. "Naomi? It's 3 AM."

"David," I choked out. "I messed up. Bad."

"How bad?" His tone sharpened instantly.

"There's blood on the car, David. I think... I think I hit someone. And I left."

Silence on the line. Heavy. Calculating.

"Where are you?"

"Home. In the driveway."

"Stay there. Do not post anything. Do not answer the door. I'm sending someone."

"Sending who? The police?"

"No," David said, his voice dropping to a low, serious tone I had never heard before. "A specialist. His name is Winston. If you want to survive this, Naomi... you do exactly what he says."

The line went dead.

I sank onto the cold pavement of my driveway, hugging my knees to my chest. I looked at my phone one last time. The perfect grid of smoothies, yoga poses, and inspirational quotes mocked me.

My body is a temple, the caption read.

Right now, my temple felt like a crime scene

I waited for twenty minutes that felt like twenty years. I drank the rest of the wine straight from the bottle, the acidic taste burning my throat. I popped two "herbal" calmers—benzos in a green bottle—to stop the shaking.

Headlights swept across the driveway. A black sedan pulled up, silent as a shark.

A man got out. He wasn't what I expected. He wasn't a thug. He was dressed in a charcoal suit, immaculate despite the hour. He looked like a banker, or a funeral director. Calm. Efficient. Dangerous.

"Ms. King," he said. It wasn't a question.

"Are you Winston?"

"I am." He walked to the front of the Rover. He inspected the damage, touching the dent with a gloved hand. He pulled a small device from his pocket and scanned the bumper. "Biological residue. DNA. This is a problem."

He turned to me. "Get in the car."

"My car..."

"Will be taken care of. It was stolen. Joyride. Found burned out in the desert tomorrow. You were home all night, asleep."

I blinked. "Just like that?"

"Just like that. If you come with me."

I looked back at my house. My glass-walled sanctuary. My studio. If I left with him, I was leaving it all.

"Where are we going?"

"To a meeting. To discuss your future."

I got in the car. The interior smelled of new leather and mint. Winston got in the driver's seat and pulled away, leaving my wrecked life in the rearview mirror.

We drove for an hour, heading into the city. He pulled into the underground garage of a sleek, anonymous office tower in Century City. We took a private elevator up to the penthouse floor.

The boardroom was all glass and steel, overlooking the sleeping city. Winston gestured to a chair at the head of the long mahogany table.

"Sit."

He placed a tablet in front of me. On the screen was a contract. Confidentiality and Service Agreement.

"Here is the situation, Naomi," Winston said, pacing slowly. "The person you hit... he didn't make it. It's vehicular manslaughter. Felony hit and run. Given a significant blood alcohol level... or a positive drugs panel … you’re looking at fifteen years. Minimum."

I put my head in my hands. "Oh God."

"However," he continued. "There is an alternative. A client of mine operates a private facility. A wellness retreat on an island. Very exclusive. Very discreet."

"A retreat?" I looked up, hope flaring. "Like rehab?"

"In a manner of speaking. You go there. You disappear for a month. We handle the press. 'Naomi King takes a sabbatical for mental health.' The public loves a redemption arc."

"And the charges?"

"There will be no charges. Your car was stolen and crashed into a ravine."

Winston almost smiled. It all sounded too good to be true. "What's the catch? How much?"

"You don't have money, Naomi," Winston told me bluntly. "I've seen your financials. You spend everything you earn, and more. You're leveraged to the hilt. In other words, you're broke."

He leaned in, placing his hands on the table.

"The price isn't money. It's service."

"Service?"

"The facility caters to high-net-worth individuals. Men of power and influence. They require... companionship."

The realization hit me cold. "You want me to be a whore."

"I want you to be a companion," he corrected. "A highly valued, well-cared-for companion. You trade one month of your life, your body, for your freedom. For your brand."

He tapped the tablet.

"Sign, and you're on a plane in two hours, your car is stolen, cleansed, and at the bottom of that ravine. Don't sign, and I drop you at the precinct."

I looked at the contract. At the city lights. At my reflection in the dark glass.

I was Naomi King. I was a brand. I couldn't be an inmate.

"I'll sign," I whispered.

"Good choice," Winston said. He didn't smile. "But before you sign... I need to verify something."

He unzipped his pants.

"Verify what?" I asked, my voice trembling.

"Compliance," he said. He pulled his cock out. It was semi-hard, pale against his dark suit. "If you're going to the Island, you need to prove you can handle the work. You need to prove you're not too high-and-mighty to serve."

He sat on the edge of the table, right next to the contract.

"Show me, Naomi. Show me you're ready to do whatever it takes."

The words hung in the air, heavy and toxic. I looked at him. Winston. A white man in a tailored suit, sitting on the edge of a mahogany table in a glass tower, his pale cock exposed, demanding service from me.

I had spent my entire career building a fortress of excellence. Black Excellence. I was the face of health, of purity, of success. I had clawed my way into spaces where people like me were usually the help, not the headline. I had made them respect me. I had made them pay me.

And now, in one night, I had lost it all.

I looked at the door. I could run. I could take my chances with the justice system. But I knew what that system looked like for people who looked like me, even famous ones. Once the money was gone, once the shine wore off, I would just be another black woman in a cage. My brand, my legacy, my pride—it would all be erased.

The alternative was this. Kneeling. Swallowing. Becoming the help again. But surviving. Keeping the illusion alive for the world, while I rotted in secret.

A wave of nausea rolled through me. The injustice of it burned my throat. I am Naomi King. I am a queen.

No, a cold voice whispered in my head. You are a killer. You are a fraud. And right now, you are nothing.

Tears pricked my eyes, hot and humiliating. I hated him. I hated his calmness, his entitlement. But I hated my own desperation more.

I took a shaky breath. I made my choice.

I stood up slowly, my legs feeling like lead. I walked to him. The distance was only a few feet, but it felt like miles. I stopped between his spread legs. The smell of him—expensive cologne and the faint, musky scent of his arousal—filled my nose.

I lowered myself. My knees hit the plush carpet with a soft thud. I was looking up at him now. In my proper place, millions would say.

My body is a temple, I thought, a bitter laugh bubbling in my chest.

No. My body is fucking currency.

"Good girl," Winston murmured, his hand coming down to rest on my head. His fingers tangled in my braids, a possessive, controlling gesture. "That's it."

I stared at his cock. It was semi-hard, pinkish-pale against the dark fabric of his trousers.

I reached out with a trembling hand. My dark skin against his pale flesh. I wrapped my fingers around him. He was warm. Soft.

"Make it hard," he ordered. "Use your mouth."

I leaned forward. I closed my eyes, trying to dissociate, trying to pretend I was somewhere else. But the reality was too sharp.

I opened my mouth and took him in.

The taste was salty, fleshy, real. It wasn't a metaphor. It was a penis in my mouth. I gagged slightly as the head hit the back of my tongue.

"Relax," Winston said, pushing his hips forward, forcing me to take more. "Open your throat."

I forced my jaw to relax. I swirled my tongue around the head, trying to find a rhythm, trying to do what I had to do to survive. I sucked, my cheeks hollowing.

It was degrading. Mechanical. And it was effective. He began to harden in my mouth, swelling, growing thicker.

I worked him. I used my hand to pump the base while my mouth serviced the head. I made wet, sloppy noises that echoed in the silent boardroom. I felt tears leaking from my eyes, running down my cheeks, mingling with the saliva on his skin.

My internal monologue was a scream. Look at you. Just a black bitch on her knees for the white man. Is this what you wanted? Is this the price of fame?

But beneath the shame, a dark, treacherous spark ignited. The surrender. The total abdication of control. For years, I had been in charge. Every photo, every caption, every meal. Now, I had no choices. I just had a task.

Winston groaned, his hand tightening in my hair. He started to thrust, fucking my face. I had to struggle to keep up, to breathe. He hit the back of my throat, triggering my gag reflex over and over. I choked, my eyes watering, panic rising.

"Don't stop," he warned. "Don't you dare stop."

I held on. I let him use me.

He tensed. His thighs went rigid against my shoulders.

"I'm gonna cum," he growled. "Take it. Swallow it all."

He drove deep, pinning me, and erupted.

The first jet hit the back of my throat, hot and thick. I swallowed convulsively. Then the second. The third. A warm, bitter flood of his seed filling me up. It was the first taste of my new life.

I swallowed every drop. I didn't spill. I didn't spit.

When he was done, he pulled out, leaving me gasping, my mouth tasting of him. He zipped up his pants.

I stayed on my knees, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. I felt hollowed out. Dirty.

"Good girl," Winston said. He picked up the tablet and tapped the screen. "Contract signed. Your car is waiting downstairs."

He didn't offer me a hand up. He just walked to the door.

I stood up, my knees aching. I looked at my reflection in the glass wall. The lipstick was smeared. My eyes were dead.

The elevator ride down to the garage was silent. Winston didn't look at me. He was checking his phone, already moving on to the next problem. I stood in the corner of the mirrored box, staring at my reflection.

I looked the same. My skin was still flawless, my outfit—a white silk jumpsuit—was still chic. But I felt... stained. The taste of him was a film coating my tongue, bitter and cloying. I tried to swallow it away, but my mouth was dry. Every time I swallowed, I tasted the bargain I had made.

We walked to the car. A black SUV with tinted windows. The driver opened the door for me. It was a courtesy I was used to. But this time, it felt like being loaded into a hearse.

The drive to the private airfield was a blur of city lights. I watched Los Angeles scroll by. The billboards, the palm trees, the promise of fame and fortune. It was all a lie. A shiny surface hiding the rot underneath. And I was part of the rot now.

We pulled up to the tarmac. A sleek, white jet was waiting, its engines whining.

"You don’t need luggage," Winston said as I got out. "Everything you need is on the Island."

"Everything?" I asked, my voice hoarse.

"Everything required for your... service," he clarified.

I walked up the stairs. The cabin was plush, cream leather and polished wood. A flight attendant offered me a glass of champagne.

"Water," I croaked. "Just water."

I sat in a window seat. As the plane taxied, I pulled out my phone. One last look.

My notifications were exploding. The comments on my last post were a flood of adoration. Queen. Icon. Goals.

They didn't know. They didn't know I had just sucked a fixer's cock to avoid prison. They didn't know I was flying to an island to be a whore.

I powered the phone down. The screen went black.

I leaned my head back against the seat. I closed my eyes.

It's going to be okay, I told myself. It's just a month. A retreat. I can handle this. I'm strong. I'm adaptable.

I tried to summon the affirmations I preached to my followers. Manifest your reality. Own your journey.

But then I swallowed, and the taste of bleach and salt hit the back of my throat again. Winston's cum.

It wasn't going to be okay.

I wasn't manifesting anything. I was fleeing. I wasn't owning my journey; I had just sold it.

The plane accelerated, pushing me back into the seat. We lifted off, leaving the city, the crime scene, and Naomi King behind.

I was flying into the dark. And the only thing I was bringing with me was the taste of my own surrender.

**

The flight was a blur of Xanax and silent terror. I woke up as the wheels touched down on the tarmac of the island.

I walked down the stairs into the tropical heat. No paparazzi. No fans. Just a white van and a silent driver.

The transport from the airfield was hot, the air conditioning struggling against the tropical humidity. I sat alone in the back, sweating in my silk jumpsuit. We stopped at a service dock.

A woman was waiting.

She was stunning. Olive skin, dark hair pulled back in a severe ponytail, wearing a tailored white tunic that looked almost medical. She held a tablet. Her eyes were flat, efficient, and utterly unimpressed.

"Naomi King," she said. Not a greeting. A confirmation. "I'm Jessica. Head of Training."

I stepped out, trying to summon a shred of my old confidence. I smoothed my hair. "Hi. Jessica. I was told I'd have a suite?"

Jessica looked at me. She looked at my expensive clothes, my manicured nails, my carefully highlighted hair. Her lip curled slightly.

"Follow me."

She led me through a maze of white corridors. We didn't pass any guests. Just staff in gray uniforms who kept their eyes down.

We entered a room that looked like a high-end locker room. Rows of metal lockers. A changing area. A wall of mirrors.

"Strip," Jessica said.

"Excuse me?"

"Strip. Everything. Clothes in the bin. Jewelry in the tray. Phone... in the shredder, effectively." She pointed to a secure lockbox. "You won't be needing it."

I hesitated. "Do you know who I am? I have three million followers. I can give this place a shoutout. I can—"

Jessica stepped closer. She invaded my personal space, her scent clean and sharp.

"Naomi," she said softly. "Look at me. Does it look like I care about your followers?"

I stared at her. Her eyes were dead.

"Your followers aren't here," she said. "Your sponsors aren't here. You signed the contract. You know why you’re here. You are nothing but meat for your month here. And right now, you are overdressed meat."

She gestured to the bin.

"Strip. Or security will do it for you. And they enjoy it."

I unzipped my jumpsuit. I stepped out of it. I took off my bra and panties. I stood naked in the cold room, shivering under her scrutiny.

Jessica walked around me. She poked my thigh. She inspected my ass.

"Good muscle tone," she noted. "Expensive skin. You've taken care of yourself."

"My body is my brand," I whispered, covering my chest with my arms.

"Your body is a playground," she corrected. "And it's about to get very messy."

She handed me a white tunic, identical to hers but thinner, cheaper.

"Put this on. No underwear."

I pulled it on. It felt rough against my skin.

Jessica leaned against the lockers, crossing her arms.

"Let's get one thing straight, Naomi. You aren't here for a retreat. You are here to work. And the work is... varied."

She ticked points off on her fingers.

"Intake. You'll get an old man, fresh off the plane. He'll be scared, limp, maybe incontinent. Your job is to get a sample out of him. Hand, mouth, whatever it takes. You will sweat. You will gag. You will thank him for it."

I felt bile rise in my throat.

"Post-treatment," she continued. "The clients get... vigorous. Aggressive. They want to test their new equipment. You will take them. Front, back, two at a time if they ask. You are the test track."

She paused, her eyes narrowing. She looked at my skin. My hair.

"And you're Black," she stated. "That matters here."

I stiffened. "What does that have to do with anything?"

"Everything," Jessica said. "The clients... they come from a certain generation. A certain tax bracket. Not that they pay taxes at all. Some of them will see you as exotic. A forbidden fruit. They'll want to taste you because they think they shouldn't."

She stepped closer, her voice dropping to a whisper.

"Others... others will see you as help. As property. They'll use words you haven't heard since the history books. They'll want to degrade you specifically because of your color. They'll want to see the 'Black Queen' on her knees."

She reached out and touched my cheek. Her hand was cold.

"You need to be ready for that, Naomi. You need to be ready to be called all those old names while you have an old billionaire's cock down your throat. And you need to be ready to swallow it and smile. Can you do that?"

I stared at her. The cruelty of it. The honesty.

"I..." My voice cracked. "I don't have a choice."

"No, Naomi," Jessica agreed. "No, you really don't."

She looked at my hair. The long, intricate braids, woven with gold thread and expensive extensions. They were my crown. My signature.

"But we're not done," she said. She turned toward the door. "Trudy!"

A girl appeared. She was tiny, pale, with stringy blonde hair and eyes that looked like they had seen too much. She wore the same thin white tunic as me, but hers was stained near the hem. She looked like a ghost.

"Yes, Ms. Taylor?" Trudy whispered, her head bowed.

"Naomi here needs to be prepped," Jessica said. "The hair. It's too much. Too distinctive."

She looked back at me and gestured to a chair in front of the mirror. "Sit."

I sat. I looked at myself in the glass. The panic was rising in my chest, a cold tide.

"Take it out," Jessica ordered Trudy. "All of it."

Trudy stepped behind me. Her hands were small and pale against my dark skin. She began to unbraid my hair.

"I paid two thousand dollars for these," I whispered, tears pricking my eyes. "It took twelve hours."

"It'll take twenty minutes to remove," Jessica said, checking her watch. "Trudy is efficient."

Trudy worked quickly. She cut the threads. She unraveled the braids. She pulled the extensions free. I watched in the mirror as my glory piled up on the floor like dead snakes.

With every braid that fell, I felt smaller. Exposed. The "Queen" was being dismantled. Without the volume, without the length, my face looked rounder, younger. More frightened. I saw the girl from the projects in Detroit, the girl I had run away from.

Trudy's pale hands moved against my scalp, her fingers efficient, almost gentle. The contrast was stark—her ghostly whiteness against my deep brown skin. It felt like a violation. A white girl taking away my black pride, strand by strand, under the orders of a woman who looked like she ran the world.

When it was done, my natural hair was a short, tight afro. It was beautiful, but it wasn't the Brand. It wasn't the image I sold.

"There," Jessica said, looking at my reflection. "Much better. Now you're just a girl."

She picked up a handful of the extensions from the floor and dropped them into the trash bin.

"You look like a maid," she observed cruelly. "Or a field hand. Some of them will like that. It fits the fantasy."

I stared at myself. I looked raw. Stripped.

"Trudy will take you to your quarters," Jessica said. "Bunk 6. You start tomorrow at 0600. Intake duty."

She leaned in close. "Get some sleep, Naomi. You're going to need it. Tomorrow, you find out what your mouth is really for."

She turned and walked out.

Trudy looked at me. Her blue eyes were empty.

"Come on," she said softly. "I have extra shampoo. It helps to get the glue out."

I stood up. I followed the small, pale girl out of the room, leaving my hair and my life in the trash.

I was Naomi. Just Naomi.

And I was terrified.

**

The "quarters" were a stark contrast to the rest of the facility. It wasn't a luxury suite. It was a dormitory. Rows of bunks. Lockers. It smelled of cheap soap and exhaustion.

Trudy led me to the showers. They were communal, open stalls.

"Sit," she said, pointing to a plastic stool.

I sat. I was naked again, shivering under the spray. Trudy poured a clear, generic shampoo into her hand. She began to scrub my scalp.

Her fingers were strong. She worked the glue residue out of my hair, massaging the tension in my neck. It was intimate. Motherly.

"What is this place, really?" I asked, my words echoing off the tile.

Trudy didn't stop scrubbing. "It's a clinic. For them. It's a job. For us."

"Who are they?"

"Men," she said simply. "Rich men. Old men. Old men who want to live forever."

"And us?"

"We're the batteries," she whispered. "We charge them up."

She rinsed my hair. The water ran clear.

"Jessica said... she said they can be rough."

Trudy paused. "Some are. Some just want to cry on you. Some want to hurt you because it makes them feel strong. You learn to read them. You learn to give them what they want before they have to take it."

She handed me a towel.

"What about you?" I asked, drying myself. "How did you get here? What did you do?"

Trudy's face went blank. A shutter came down behind her eyes.

"We don't talk about that," she said, her voice flat. "No one needs to know. Most of us need to forget."

She turned away, pulling on her own tunic.

"Come on. Lights out in ten minutes. You need to sleep. Intake duty is... heavy."

I followed her to Bunk 6. I climbed into the bottom bed. The mattress was thin.

I lay in the dark, listening to the breathing of a dozen other women.

I touched my short hair. I touched my face. No makeup. No filter.

**

The lights snapped on at 0530. Harsh, fluorescent, unforgiving.

I woke with a gasp, my hand reaching instinctively for a phone that wasn't there. For a split second, I was back in LA, expecting a notification, a schedule, a smoothie. Then the smell hit me—bleach and bodies—and I remembered.

I was Bunk 6.

Trudy was already up, pulling on her tunic. She looked tired but resigned. "Up," she said. "We have a double."

I looked up at the metal bunk above me. I smelled the institutional soap. It could have been prison. And yet it wasn’t. And it was only for a month.

I chose this, I reminded myself. I am not in a cell. I have not been publicly disgraced. Whatever this is, at least I am safe. At least, my brand is safe.

I dressed quickly. The tunic felt rough against my skin. I missed my silk. I missed my armor.

We walked to the Medical Wing. Jessica was waiting with a clipboard. She looked immaculate, terrifying.

"Good morning," she said. She looked at my short hair, my bare face. She nodded once. "Better. Today, you shadow Trudy. Watch. Learn. Obey. Do not speak unless spoken to."

She handed Trudy a file. "Room 1. Mr. Henderson. Room 2. Herr Tor. Henderson is yours, Trudy. Naomi, you assist."

We walked to Room 1.

Inside, an old man lay on the exam table. He was massive, even in his decay. Broad shoulders, a thick neck, skin like tanned leather. He had a shock of white hair and blue eyes that were cloudy but sharp.

"Mr. Henderson," Trudy said, her voice dropping into a soothing, submissive register. "I'm Trudy. This is Naomi. We're here for your intake."

Henderson looked at Trudy. He grunted. Then his eyes slid to me.

He stared. It wasn't a casual look. It was a dissection. He looked at my skin, my lips, my hair. His lip curled slightly.

"You brought me a nigra?" he wheezed, his accent thick with the Deep South. "I didn't ask for help."

I froze. The word hung in the air, a physical blow. Nigra. It was archaic. Violent.

Trudy didn't flinch. "Naomi is very skilled, sir. She's here to ensure your comfort."

"She can wait outside," Henderson growled. "I don't like 'em watching."

"Protocol, sir," Trudy said firmly but gently. "She stays. She assists."

She handed me a stainless steel kidney dish. "Hold this," she whispered. "Stay quiet."

I stood by the bed, my face burning. I chose this, I reminded myself. I chose this over prison. I chose this.

Trudy went to work. She pulled the sheet down. Henderson was flaccid, heavy. She poured lube into her hand.

She began to stroke him. It was mechanical. Efficient.

I watched. I forced myself to watch. This was my future.

Henderson lay back, closing his eyes. "Yeah," he muttered. "Good hands."

He looked at me again, one eye opening. "You watchin', girl? You learnin' how to serve your betters?"

I gripped the basin until my fingers hurt. "Yes, sir," I whispered.

"Speak up," he snapped.

"Yes, sir," I said louder.

He grinned, revealing yellow teeth. "That's right. Know your place."

It took twenty minutes. Twenty minutes of Trudy working, sweating, coaxing life into him. Twenty minutes of him making comments about my skin, my "breeding," my hips, my lips, my tits.

When he finally came, it was a weak dribble. Trudy caught it in the cup.

"Clean him up, Naomi," Trudy said, handing me the wipes.

I stepped forward. I had to touch him. I had to wipe the man who thought I was less than him.

I wiped his groin. He watched me, a smirk on his face.

"Soft hands," he murmured. "Maybe you're good for somethin' after all."

I finished, my stomach churning. I threw the wipe away.

"Let's go," Trudy said.

We walked out. I leaned against the wall in the corridor, taking deep breaths.

"He's a monster," I whispered.

"He's a client," Trudy said. "And he's nothing compared to Tor."

She handed me the second file.

"Herr Tor is next. And this time, you're not just holding the basin. You're driving."

"I'm driving?" I repeated.

"Jessica's orders," Trudy said, not meeting my eyes. "She wants to see if you can handle a difficult intake solo. I'll be there to assist, but you’re doing the work."

She opened the door to Room 2.

Herr Tor was waiting.

He was different from Henderson. Where the Southerner had been sprawling and fleshy, Tor was skeletal. He lay perfectly still, his hands folded on his chest like a corpse in a casket. His skin was pale, almost translucent, blue veins mapping the geography of his decay. His eyes were gray and lifeless.

"Herr Tor," Trudy said. "This is Naomi. She will be performing your intake."

Tor turned his head slowly. He looked at me. His gaze was devoid of the racial contempt Henderson had shown, but it was replaced by something colder: indifference. He looked at me like I was a piece of medical equipment. A tool with a specific function.

"Proficiency," he whispered. "I require proficiency."

"Of course, sir," I said, stepping up to the bed.

My hands were trembling as I pulled on the latex gloves. Proficiency. I had spent years perfecting my image, my brand. I was proficient at lighting, at angles, at projecting an image of effortless perfection. Now, my proficiency was measured in handjobs.

I pulled back the sheet. He was clean, hairless, and utterly flaccid. His penis was a soft, pale grub resting on his thigh.

"We need a sample, Herr Tor," I said, trying to mimic Trudy's soothing tone.

"Do not talk," he said. "Work."

I poured the lube. It was cold. I touched him. He felt like marble. Cold and unyielding.

I began to stroke. Up. Down. I tried to find a rhythm.

"Too fast," he murmured. "Slower. Pressure on the frenulum."

I adjusted. I slowed down. I focused on the spot he indicated.

"Consistent pressure," he instructed. "Do not vary."

It was like defusing a bomb. Every movement had to be precise. If I slipped, if I sped up, he would correct me. Not with anger, but with a cold disappointment that made me feel like a clumsy child.

Ten minutes passed. Fifteen. My arm burned. Sweat dripped down my nose. I felt a rising tide of panic. My skills—the skills I had honed in VIP rooms and on yachts to secure my deals—they weren't working here. He wasn't responding.

Was I losing my touch? Was I disgusting to him?

"Inefficient," he stated. "Visual stimulus is required."

He pointed a bony finger at my chest.

"Remove the tunic."

I froze.

"Now," he said. "I wish to inspect the... breasts."

I looked at Trudy. She nodded. Do it.

I reached for the hem of my tunic. My fingers felt numb. I pulled it over my head. I wasn't wearing a bra. My breasts, heavy and dark, swung free in the cool air. My nipples hardened instantly.

I stood there, topless, holding the tunic in my hand. I felt exposed. Cheap. I was a carnival attraction.

"Closer," Tor commanded. "Lean over."

I leaned over him. My breasts hung inches from his face. He reached up with a trembling hand and touched one. His fingers were ice cold. He pinched my nipple, hard.

I gasped.

"Sensitive girl," he muttered. "Now. Use your mouth."

I should have seen it coming. I looked down at him. He hadn't moved. Herr Tor was waiting.

I leaned forward. The smell of him—antiseptic and age—filled my nose. I opened my mouth. I took him in.

He tasted... dead. Like sucking on a piece of raw meat. He was soft, difficult to manage. I used my tongue to create shape, to find the head. I sucked, trying to create a seal.

"Better," he whispered. "Suction. More suction."

I worked harder. I hollowed my cheeks. I bobbed my head. I used my hand to pump the base while my mouth worked the shaft.

I closed my eyes. I tried to go somewhere else. I tried to imagine I was on a beach in Tulum. But the reality was too insistent. The gag reflex. The taste of lube. The knowledge that I was servicing a skeleton.

I thought about the contract I had signed. About the month of service here that I had committed to. About the LA jail, the man I killed, and my followers. This is the price of freedom, I told myself. This is the cost of saving my brand.

Slowly, impossibly, he began to respond. He swelled in my mouth. Not much, but enough. A semi-hard twitch against my tongue.

"Continue," he commanded. "Do not stop."

I gagged as he hit the back of my throat. Tears leaked from my eyes. I felt a wave of self-loathing so strong it almost choked me. Is this it? Is this my life now?

"Swallow," he said suddenly. "Prepare to swallow."

"Sir, the sample..." I tried to pull back, to reach for the cup.

"Swallow," he hissed, his hand snapping out to grip my hair. His grip was surprisingly strong. "I do not want a cup. I want you to swallow."

He thrust up. A weak, pathetic buck of his hips.

I panicked. The protocol was the sample. But his hand was holding me down. And deep down, a darker part of me just wanted it to be over. I wanted to stop.

He came. A dry, shuddering release. I felt the pulse against my tongue. His cock spat just once.

I swallowed.

It was bitter. Acrid. Thin. I forced myself not to retch. It crawled down my throat like a dead cockroach.

Herr Tor released me. I straightened, coughing, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. I felt dirty. Inside and out.

"Acceptable," he said. "You may go."

I stood up, pulling my tunic back on with trembling hands. I looked at Trudy. She looked sympathetic.

"The sample?" I whispered. "I... I swallowed it."

Trudy put a hand on my arm. "It's okay, Naomi. It happens. The client's needs come first. Always."

We walked out.

I leaned against the wall in the corridor, shaking. I had done it. I had been proficient. I had been a good girl.

And I had never hated myself more.

"Come on," Trudy said gentle. "Let's get you cleaned up. Tomorrow... tomorrow is a new day."

She didn't say what tomorrow held. But the way she looked at me... I knew it wasn't going to be easier.

**

The sun was setting, bleeding orange and purple across the sky, but I barely saw it. I was focused on the bubbles.

Trudy had led me to a secluded patio behind the Staff Quarters. There was a hot tub, steaming in the cool evening air. A bottle of white wine sat in an ice bucket.

"Drink," Trudy said, pouring two glasses. "It helps."

I took the glass. I drank half of it in one gulp. The wine was crisp, expensive. A taste of my old life.

We stripped and sank into the water. The heat was a shock, then a balm. It soaked into my aching knees, my sore jaw. I leaned my head back against the rim, closing my eyes.

The silence was heavy. Trudy sat opposite me, her eyes closed, looking peaceful. She had survived another day.

My mind began to drift.

I thought about the crash. The sound of metal on flesh. The panic.

I thought about Winston. The boardroom. The taste of him. That had been the first step. The first compromise. I had told myself it was just business. A transaction to save my life.

But today... today had been different.

Mr. Henderson calling me a nigra. Herr Tor treating me like a defective machine.

I had let them. I had wiped Henderson's crotch. I had swallowed Tor's bitter seed. I had shown him my tits on command, like a stripper performing for a tip that never came. I had responded to their commands. I had obeyed them. My throat had opened. My hands had known what to do.

I looked down at my hands, resting on the edge of the tub. They were wrinkled from the water. Clean. But I felt the ghost of Tor's skin on my palms.

Is this who I am now?

I looked at Trudy. She was a ghost, I thought. A woman with no past, only the things she’d done today and what she would do tomorrow.

"Trudy," I whispered.

She opened one eye.

"Does it get easier?"

She looked at me for a long moment. Then she took a sip of her wine.

"No," she said softly. "You just get used to it."

I shivered, despite the heat of the water.

Tomorrow was coming. A new day. A new client. My first client.

I finished my wine and poured another. I needed to be numb. I needed to forget the taste in my mouth, the fear in my gut.

I needed to be ready.

**

The next morning, I was summoned to Jessica's office.

I stood before her desk, wearing a fresh white tunic. My hair was combed back, my face scrubbed clean. I felt like a new recruit reporting for duty. And, I suppose, I was.

Jessica looked immaculate. She was typing on her tablet, not looking up.

"Sit," she said.

I sat.

"You survived intake," she said, finally raising her eyes. "Adequate performance. Herr Tor noted your... compliance."

I swallowed. "Thank you."

"However," she continued, "intake is just the filter. Now, we place you."

She turned the tablet around. A dossier appeared on the screen.

Client: Guntz, Seymour.

Age: 74.

Industry: Technology / Data Infrastructure.

Status: Maintenance Phase. Exclusive Reservation.

"Mr. Guntz," Jessica said. "Have you heard of him?"

"No."

"You wouldn't. He isn't famous. But he owns the servers that host your Instagram. He built the algorithms that made you famous. In a way, he owns you already."

The irony was a cold hand on my neck.

"He's here for a three-week maintenance cycle," Jessica explained. "He's had the full treatment. He is... vigorous. High stamina. High demand."

She leaned forward.

"He has requested exclusive use of someone... pliable. Someone he can mold."

She looked me up and down. "He doesn't care about your brand, Naomi. He doesn't care about your followers. To him, you are just holes. Just biology. Inputs and outputs."

Jessica stood up, smoothing her tunic. "Come on. He's waiting."

We walked to the VIP wing. The corridors were silent, plush. We stopped outside a door that looked like all the others but felt heavier.

Jessica scanned her hand. The door opened.

The suite was not what I expected. It wasn't opulent. It was sterile. Minimalist. White walls, chrome furniture, and a bank of monitors covering one entire wall. The air was frigid, humming with the sound of high-end cooling systems.

Standing in front of the screens was Mr. Guntz.

He was lean. Wiry. He wore a simple black t-shirt and jeans, like a billionaire pretending to be a startup founder. He was seventy-four, but he vibrated with a manic, caffeine-fueled energy. His eyes, behind rimless glasses, were darting across the data streams flowing down the wall.

"Mr. Guntz," Jessica said.

He turned. His face was sharp, intelligent, and utterly devoid of warmth. He looked at me. Assessed my body. Like he was checking the specs on a new server.

"Naomi King," he said, his voice dry. "I looked you up."

He tapped a key on his console. The wall of data vanished, replaced by a giant, high-definition projection of my Instagram feed.

There I was. Smiling on a beach in Bali. Holding a smoothie. Doing yoga on a cliff.

"Three million followers," he mused. "High engagement. Excellent retention metrics."

He walked toward me. He circled me.

"It's an impressive construct. The 'Wellness Goddess.' The 'Temple.'" He sneered. "But it's all code. Just pixels arranged to trigger dopamine receptors."

He stopped in front of me.

"That's why I requested you. I want to see the hardware. I want to see what happens when you strip away the interface."

He gestured to the screen.

"Take it off," he said.

I hesitated. "My clothes?"

"The image," he corrected. "The clothes are part of it. The hair. The posture. Take it off. Show me the raw data."

I unzipped my tunic. I let it fall. I stood naked in the cold room.

He nodded. "Better. But you're still posing. Shoulders back. Stomach in. Stop it."

He poked my stomach. "Relax the muscle. Let it hang."

I let my breath out. My posture slumped slightly.

"There," he said. "The human animal."

He walked back to his desk and sat down. He pulled up a chair next to him.

"Sit," he ordered.

I sat. I was naked, shivering, sitting next to a fully dressed man in a room full of screens showing my own fake life.

"We have three weeks," he said. "In that time, I am going to stress-test you. I am going to find your failure points. I am going to optimize you."

He turned to me, his eyes cold behind the lenses.

"Are you ready, Naomi?"

I didn't answer. I couldn't.

"Stand up," he said.

I stood.

"Face the screens."

I turned. My Instagram grid loomed over me, twenty feet high. My smiling, perfect face looked down at my naked, trembling body.

"Look at her," Guntz said, close behind me. "Perfect. Untouchable. A lie."

He placed his hands on my hips. His touch wasn't sensual. It was firm, possessive.

"Now, let’s look at you."

He tapped a key. A picture-in-picture window opened on the screen. It was a live feed from a camera in the ceiling. I saw myself. Naked. Small. Vulnerable.

"This is the reality," he whispered.

He pressed himself against my back. I felt him. He was hard. The drug was working.

"Bend over," he commanded. "Hands on the console."

I leaned forward, the cold metal of the desk biting into my palms. I stared at the screen. The image was grainy, high-contrast black and white. It showed a black woman bent over a desk, her ass spread, vulnerable. Behind her stood a white man, clothed, powerful.

The visual was a punch to the gut. It was every story of power and ownership I had ever tried to rise above. I had built a brand on Black Excellence, on being a queen. And here I was, reduced to livestock.

He stepped closer. I felt the heat of him. He didn't use lube. He didn't prepare me. He just grabbed my hips, his fingers digging into my dark skin, leaving white pressure marks that faded slowly. He lined himself up.

"Take it," he whispered.

He shoved himself inside.

The pain was a white-hot flare that tore through my belly. I cried out, my knees buckling, but his grip held me up. He was dry, thick, and unforgiving. He stretched me beyond comfort, beyond dignity.

"Look at the screen," he ordered, grabbing my hair—my short, natural hair—and yanking my head up. "Look at what you are."

I watched. I saw my own face contort in agony. I saw the way my dark body looked against the sterile white of the room. I looked primal. Exposed.

He began to move. To piston. He slammed into me, his pubic bone hitting my ass with a wet, heavy slap. Each thrust was a statement. I own this. I own you.

My internal monologue was a scream. I am Naomi King. I have three million followers. I matter.

But his cock said otherwise. With every deep, punishing stroke, he erased a follower. He erased a sponsorship. He fucking erased me.

He reached around and grabbed my breast, squeezing hard. On the screen, I saw his hand deform my flesh. It looked brutal.

I tried to close my eyes, to hide from myself.

"Eyes open!" he shouted. His hand came down on my ass.

I grunted from the shock and my eyes opened. I watched the black woman on the screen being used by this old white man. I saw her mouth open in a silent scream. I saw the tears tracking down her cheeks.

And I saw something else.

I saw the flush on her chest. The way her hips were starting to move back, meeting his thrusts.

The shame was a fire in my gut. But beneath it, my cunt was taking control. He drove into me harder, faster and I heard myself moaning.

"You like that?" he grunted, driving deep. "You like being used like this?"

"No," I sobbed.

"Liar."

He hit a new spot somewhere deep inside me, a nerve cluster that sparked a confusing, treacherous heat. The friction turned from pain to a dull, throbbing burn. My hips worked harder, pushing back for real.

"See?" he taunted. "Your body knows its place."

The shame was suffocating. I was getting wet. I was getting wet for this old white man who saw me as property.

He increased the pace. He was relentless. The drug made him a machine. He pounded into me, harder, faster, deeper.

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to hide from the image on the screen, but the sensation was all-consuming. I was full. Stuffed. Owned.

And then, the pressure built. A dark, coiling knot in my stomach.

You couldn’t call it pleasure, but it was an overwhelming desperate need for release. For this to fucking end. And I was going to come.

"Oh god," I wailed. "Please."

My body convulsed, my cunt clamping down on his cock with a desperate, milking strength. I screamed. I shattered. I wasn't Naomi anymore. I wasn't a brand. I was just this feeling. This humiliating, total surrender to his big white cock.

And my climax triggered his. His body went rigid against my ass.

I felt the first jet hit deep inside me, hot and thick. It was a scalding flood. He poured himself into me, pulse after pulse after pulse. I felt him twitching, emptying himself. It felt endless. It felt like drowning from the inside out.

He filled me. Claimed me. He branded me as his.

And taking his load like that, while my own body was still shaking from its own aftershocks, was the final nine inch nail in the coffin of my old life. I hadn’t just been fucked by this old white man. I’d been fucking bred. I was polluted.

He stayed there, pinning me to the desk, his weight heavy, his breath ragged. I could feel the slow, steady throb of his cock as it began to soften inside me.

I hung my head, tears dripping onto the console. I stared at the keyboard.

I was full of him.

He pulled out with a wet, sucking sound and I felt the loss immediately, followed by the warm trickle of his fluids running down my leg.

He zipped up his pants. He sat back in his chair.

"Good," he said, turning back to his screens. "Now get under the desk. I have work to do. I have a video call in ten minutes."

I slid to the floor and huddled beneath his desk, my knees pulled to my chest, naked, sticky, broken. The space was cramped, smelling of ozone and dust and the faint, coppery scent of sex. Above me, I heard the click of a keyboard, the hum of a drive.

"Connection secure," Guntz muttered.

A chime sounded. Voices filled the room—crisp, professional, distorted by speakers.

"Mr. Guntz," a woman's voice said. "We have the quarterly projections ready for review."

"Go ahead," Guntz replied. His voice was different now. Commanding. Sharp. The voice of a titan.

I listened as they discussed numbers I couldn't comprehend. Billions. Data streams. User acquisition costs. He was running an empire. And I was naked at his feet, leaking his semen onto the carpeted floor.

I stared at his shoes. Expensive leather loafers. I stared at his ankles, pale skin showing above his socks.

Then, his hand dropped.

It dangled over the armrest of his chair, fingers twitching slightly. It drifted lower.

It found my hair.

His fingers tangled in my short, natural curls. He didn't pull. He just rested his hand there, a heavy, claiming weight. He stroked my scalp, idly, like petting a dog.

I froze. My heart hammered against my ribs.

"The server load in Mumbai is unacceptable," he barked into the microphone, his hand tightening in my hair. "Fix it. Reroute the traffic."

His chair shifted. His legs spread wider.

I looked up.

Through the gap in his trousers, I saw it. His cock. It was stirring again. Thickening. Rising. A pale, purple-headed snake waking up in its nest.

He pushed his chair back slightly, giving me space. He nudged my shoulder with his knee. A silent command.

My stomach dropped. He wanted me to service him. Now. While he was on a call with his board of directors.

I hesitated. The voices above continued, oblivious.

His hand tightened painfully in my hair. He tugged, urging me forward.

I had no choice. I had signed that contract.

I crawled forward on my hands and knees. The carpet burned my skin. I moved between his legs. The smell of him—musk and sweat and the lingering scent of my own arousal—was stronger down here.

I reached for his zipper. It made a soft zzzzzt sound. I prayed the microphone didn't pick it up.

I pulled his cock out. It was heavy in my hand, already semi-hard, twitching with anticipation.

"Excellent point, Sarah," Guntz said smoothly, looking at his screen. "Let's pivot to the retention metrics."

He patted my head.

I was a good little bitch. I leaned forward and opened my mouth.

He was softer than before, but filling. I tasted the salt on his skin. I swirled my tongue around the head, trying to be quiet, trying to be efficient.

He didn't flinch. His voice remained steady, authoritative. But his hand on my head pressed down, guiding me, setting the rhythm.

Suck. Suck. Breathe.

I bobbed my head. I felt like a secret. A dirty, shameful secret kept under the desk of power.

"Engagement is down in the 18-24 demographic," he said, his hips bucking slightly into my mouth. "We need to optimize the algorithm."

I gagged as he hit the back of my throat. Tears sprang to my eyes. I swallowed the sound, terrified of being heard.

I was sucking the cock of the man who controlled the algorithm while he talked about controlling the world.

And as I worked, as my mouth filled with him, a strange, dark thrill shivered through me. I was part of the machine. I was the grease in the gears.

He didn't move. He didn't thrust. His hand on my head was a steady, immovable weight. It was a silent command: You do the work. Don't embarrass me.

The pressure was immense. I was no longer just servicing him; I was performing a silent, high-stakes ballet with my mouth.

I hollowed my cheeks, creating a powerful suction, a constant, pulling pressure. I used my tongue, swirling, tracing the veins that corded his shaft. I used my hand to pump the base, a slow, steady rhythm that I hoped was both arousing and undetectable. I looked up at him as I worked, my eyes pleading, desperate for a sign, any sign, that I was doing it right.

His face was a mask of corporate focus. He stared at the screen, his jaw set, his voice a calm, authoritative drone. "We need to A/B test the ad spend in the European sector, Sarah. Get me the data by end of day."

But his cock told a different story. It was growing in my mouth, thickening, hardening, pressing against the back of my throat. I could feel the blood pulsing in it, a frantic, hammering rhythm that was the secret truth beneath his calm exterior.

I increased my pace, my head bobbing faster, my hand a blur. I started to hum, a low, deep vibration against his skin, a trick I had learned on another man in another lifetime.

Sweat trickled down my temples. My jaw was on fire. My throat was raw. But I didn't stop. I couldn't stop. This was the most important pitch of my life.

He tensed. A subtle, almost imperceptible tightening of his thigh muscles against my cheek. I felt the change in his cock, a deep, powerful pulsing at the root. He was close.

"That's a valid point, Jonathan," he said, smooth as glass. "But the user data is clear. We're seeing a ninety-day retention rate of..."

His hand clamped down on my head, not a thrust, but an absolute, unyielding grip. Hold still. Take it.

And just like that, he came.

It was a silent detonation. The first jet hit my throat with the force of a punch, hot and thick. I swallowed convulsively, my eyes watering, a strangled sob catching in my chest. He kept coming, a relentless, high-volume flood that I had to gulp down, again and again, fighting my own gag reflex with every desperate swallow.

I could feel his cock twitching and pulsing in my mouth, a wild, uncontrolled biological reality happening just inches below a conversation about quarterly earnings. It was the most surreal, most degrading moment of my life.

When he was finished, his body sagged slightly in the chair. He didn't pull out. He just stayed there, soft and heavy in my mouth.

"Excellent work, everyone," he said into the microphone. "Let's reconvene tomorrow. Same time."

A chorus of "Yes, sirs" and "Thank yous." The chime sounded. The call was over.

He pulled out of my mouth, and I stayed on my knees, panting, my face wet with tears and sweat. I tasted him. I tasted the bitter, metallic tang of his victory.

He looked down at me. A flicker of something—satisfaction? amusement?—crossed his face.

"Good girl," he said. "Now, stay down there while I work."

I didn't argue. I crawled back into my kennel, curled up on the floor, and listened to him type.

**

I spent the next two hours huddled beneath his desk. Completely ignored. And then out of nowhere, he turned his attention to me. He pressed a button on his console. "Jessica. Send me that blonde. The skinny one. I need a little help."

My heart stopped. Trudy.

Ten minutes later, the door hissed open. Trudy stood there, her face chalk-white. She saw me under his desk and her eyes widened.

"In," Guntz commanded. "Close the door."

She scurried in, her head bowed.

Guntz pointed to a black Pelican case in the corner of the room. "Open it."

Trudy knelt, her hands trembling as she undid the latches. She opened the lid. Inside, nestled in custom foam, was a terrifying array of high-tech sex toys. Gleaming chrome vibrators. A realistic, black silicone strap-on harness. Clamps. Whips.

"Help her up," Guntz said, gesturing to me. "She's been down there too long."

He wasn’t wrong. My entire body was stiff and aching, but with Trudy’s help, I managed to crawl out on my hands and knees. I felt like an animal.

"Stand up," Guntz ordered. "Both of you. And you, blondie, strip."

Trudy helped me struggle to my feet. We stood side by side in the center of the room while she undressed for him. She was so pale, so thin, her ribs visible under her skin. She looked like she would break if he climbed between her legs. The contrast between her ghostly whiteness and my own dark, athletic frame was stark.

"Good," Guntz said. "Now, Trudy. You’re going to have a lot of fun with Naomi. You can start with oral. Let’s see you go down on her."

Trudy looked at me. Her eyes were pleading. I'm sorry.

"I don't..." she stammered.

"You'll do as you're told," Guntz said. "Or there’ll be trouble for you. Lie down on the bed, Naomi, and spread your legs for her."

I did as I was told.

"Trudy," Guntz said, "Service her."

Trudy hesitated for a second, then knelt between my legs. She didn’t seem able to look me in the eye.

"Do it," Guntz's voice boomed from the chair.

She leaned forward. Her breath was warm against my inner thigh. It was a strange, terrifying intimacy. I had never been with a woman before.

Her tongue, when it touched me, was a shock. It was soft. Wet. And terrified. She licked me tentatively, a clumsy, uncertain lap.

"No, no," Guntz sighed, full of disappointment. "Not like that. You're a woman. You know what she wants. Use your tongue. Find the clit. Make her make a noise."

Trudy took a shaky breath. She tried again. This time, her tongue was more insistent. It found the small, hard nub and began to circle it.

A jolt of pure, electric sensation shot through me. I gasped. My hips bucked.

"There," Guntz said, a note of satisfaction in his voice. "See? You do know what to do."

Trudy licked me again. She was clumsy, but she was learning. She used her lips, sucking gently. I felt a flush heat my skin. The shame of it was a fire. I was being eaten out by another slave while our master watched, giving instructions.

"You like that, Naomi?" Guntz asked. "Does it feel good to have another bitch's mouth on you?"

"Yes," I whispered, the word a lie and a truth all at once. The sensation was real. My body was responding.

"Good," he said. "Now, Trudy, concentrate. I want to see you make her come."

Trudy worked on me. She slipped her fingers inside me, her touch hesitant but firm. She pumped them in and out while her tongue worked my clit. It was a strange, disjointed sensation. Awkward. Clinical.

But it was working.

The pressure began to build in my belly. That familiar, coiling heat. I was going to come. For her. For him.

"Please," I moaned, my head falling back. The word was a surrender. A plea for release from the unbearable tension coiling in my gut.

Trudy, bless her broken, obedient soul, took it as a command. She increased her speed, her tongue a frantic, desperate instrument against my clit, her fingers pumping in and out of me with a mindless, piston-like rhythm. She was a machine, and I was the whore, the slut she was working on.

Above us, Guntz's voice was a low drone. "She sounds like she's close."

The knowledge that he was watching, charting my pleasure, was the final, humiliating spark. My shame became a fire that burned away the last of my resistance. This was happening and I could not stop it.

It struck me like a jagged, violent, electrical storm. A raw, screaming nerve-ending of a climax that seized every muscle in my body. My back arched off the bed, my hips bucking against Trudy's mouth with a force that made her grunt. I made a noise I’d never heard before, a high, keening wail. It was the sound of an animal caught in a trap.

My cunt clamped down on Trudy's fingers, spasming, pulsing, trying to wring every last drop of sensation from her touch. My vision went white, then black, then white again. In that blinding flash, I saw myself not as Naomi King, the influencer, but as this. A naked black woman, screaming and convulsing while a pale, skinny white girl ate her out on the orders of a man who owned a large part of the internet.

This was my truth. This was my reality. I wasn't a brand. I wasn't a queen. I was just a black pussy that could be made to come for a rich white man, on command.

The aftershocks rolled through me, each one a fresh wave of humiliation and release. I was sobbing, panting, my body slick with sweat. I felt hollowed out. Scoured clean.

Trudy pulled her mouth away, her face wet with my fluids. She looked dazed.

"Good," Guntz said. "Good work. Now, Trudy. Let’s try something else."

He pointed to the open case. To the strap-on.

Trudy scrambled to the case, her hands shaking as she pulled out the harness. It was black leather, heavy with buckles and studs. She stepped into it, pulling it up over her pale, bony hips. She attached the dildo—a thick, black, realistic piece of silicone that looked obscenely large against her small frame.

It was a grotesque pantomime of masculinity.

"Mount her," Guntz commanded from his chair. He had swiveled around, his eyes glued to the spectacle. "And don't be gentle. I want to see her stretch."

I lay back on the floor, spreading my legs. I was already sore, my insides throbbing from the earlier assaults. But I had no choice. I looked up at Trudy. She looked terrified, a pale, trembling scarecrow in a leather harness that was too big for her. The black dildo jutting from her hips was an obscene, synthetic parody but I knew it still held the power to break me again.

"Do it," Guntz barked.

Trudy squeezed her eyes shut for a second, then dropped to her knees between my spread legs. She didn't look at my face. She stared at her target.

She leaned forward. The head of the dildo, cold and lifeless, pressed against my swollen, abused entrance.

"Open," she whispered, a desperate plea.

I tried to relax, but my body was seizing up. It knew the difference between flesh and plastic. Flesh gives; plastic conquers.

She thrust her hips forward.

It didn't glide in. It forced its way in. The silicone was dry compared to the natural slickness of a man, despite my wetness. It stretched me, burning the sensitive tissue, filling me with a relentless, unyielding width that felt like a fist. I screamed, my head thrashing on the pillow, as she drove it to the hilt. It hit my cervix with a dull, sickening thud.

"Deep," Guntz observed from his chair. "Good. Now fuck that bitch."

Trudy began to move. She had no rhythm, no grace. She just pumped her hips, slamming the plastic base of the dildo against my pubic bone with a bruising, repetitive impact. Thud. Thud. Thud. It was a soulless, mechanical fucking. I felt every ridge of the toy, every inch of the invasion. I was being hollowed out by a proxy.

"Harder!" Guntz shouted. "Make her feel it!"

Trudy sobbed, a small, broken sound, and drove into me with a sudden, violent franticness. She was terrified of him, and I was the one paying the price. The friction turned into a roar of sensation. The sheer size of the thing, the relentless pounding... my body, confused and overwhelmed, began to spasm around the intruder. I was coming again.

And then came the toys.

Guntz treated me like a motherboard he was overclocking.

Trudy withdrew the strap-on, leaving me gaping and empty, only to replace it with a vibrating wand the size of a microphone. She pressed it against my raw, swollen clit. The setting was on maximum. It wasn't pleasure; it was a bees-nest of sensation that buzzed through my bones. I tried to crawl away, but she held me down. "Cum," Guntz ordered. "Again." And I did. I screamed and convulsed, my body wringing out an orgasm that felt like a seizure, dry and painful.

He decided to test me. He made Trudy insert a set of graduated beads into my ass while the dildo was back in my cunt. I was filled, stretched to the tearing point, a double invasion that left me feeling like a rotisserie chicken. Every time she pulled the beads out, the sensation of my sphincter snapping shut was a fresh, white-hot shock.

Sensory overload. He had Trudy hook up electrodes to my nipples, small sticky pads that sent rhythmic, biting shocks through my breast tissue, timed to the thrusts of the strap-on. I was a circuit board. Input. Output. Shock. Scream. Orgasm again.

By the end, I didn't know where I ended and the machines began. I was just a wet, trembling pile of nerves half-on half-off the bed, twitching uncontrollably, my throat raw from screaming, my insides fucked and pulped.

"That’ll do," Guntz said finally, his voice cutting through the haze. "Trud, you can stop. For today.”

He stood up and walked over to where I lay, tangled with Trudy in a heap of sweat and silicone. He looked down at me. His eyes were dark, hungry, and he was hugely, massively hard. The sight of my total destruction had clearly struck a chord.

"Get out," he said to Trudy, kicking the dildo she was still wearing. "Leave the harness. Take the trash."

Trudy scrambled up, unbuckling the harness with shaking hands, dropping it on the floor. She fled the room without looking back.

I lay there, unable to move. Guntz loomed over me.

"I'm tired of watching," he growled, reaching for his belt. "It’s time you performed for me."

He grabbed my arm and hauled me up, dragging me back to the middle of the bed.

"Make love to me, Naomi," he commanded. "Convince me you want this. If you're convincing... then I'll let you rest. Otherwise …"

He lay back on the bed. He was lean, stripped of excess, his body a cage of corded muscle and pale skin. His ribs showed when he breathed. He looked like a man who ran on electricity and rage.

And his cock... it was the only thing about him that looked human. Thick, angry red, standing straight up against his flat stomach. It was a monolith.

I crawled toward him. My body was a screaming wreck. My inner thighs trembled uncontrollably from the hours of tension. My cunt felt swollen, battered by the strap-on, buzzing with the phantom vibration of the wands Trudy had used. My jaw felt unhinged. I was empty, scraped hollow, running on the fumes of adrenaline and terror.

But he offered rest. And for that, I would give him the world.

I straddled his hips. My knees protested the movement, grinding against the mattress. I looked down at his face. His eyes were cold chips of blue glass, watching for a crack in the mask.

I lowered my chest to his. I brushed my lips against his ear.

"I've been waiting for this," I whispered, summoning the voice I used for my most intimate fan videos. Breathless. Adoring. The lie tasted like bile, but I coated it in sugar. "All those toys... they were cold. I need you."

I kissed him.

It might have been the hardest thing I had ever done. His lips were thin, demanding. I forced my mouth open, inviting his tongue in. I met it with my own, swirling, sucking, making a soft, needy sound in my throat. I kissed him like he was the love of my life, like he was the savior who had pulled me from the wreckage of my car, not the monster who had used Trudy to destroy me all day long.

I ran my hands over his chest, feeling the hard ridges of his ribs, the wire-tight tension in his shoulders. I dug my nails in slightly, a mimicry of passion.

"Please," I murmured against his mouth, letting my desperation bleed into the performance. "Fill me. I feel so empty."

I lifted my hips. My pussy throbbed, raw and oversensitized. I reached down and guided him.

The head of his cock pressed between my aching pussy lips. After the cold, unyielding plastic of the strap-on, the warmth of his flesh was a shock. It was searing. Alive. It was... human. Soft skin over hard muscle. Heat.

I sank down.

It was a long, slow torture. He was thick, stretching me wide, filling the raw, aching void the toys had left behind. I gasped, my head falling back, my eyes fluttering shut. The friction against my swollen, abused walls was intense—a burning, dragging heat that sparked a fresh, unwanted fire in my nerves.

"Look at me," he ordered, his hands gripping my waist with bruising force. "Don't hide inside your head."

I opened my eyes. I locked my gaze with his. I softened my expression, letting my mouth hang open, letting my eyes go heavy-lidded and dreamy. I channeled every romantic movie, every sex tape, every lie I had ever sold.

"It feels so good," I lied. "You feel so fucking big."

I began to move. A slow, rolling, lover's rhythm. I ground my clit against his pubic bone, seeking the friction, seeking a way to turn the pain into something I could survive.

And just like that, my body, pushed beyond its limits, desperate for dopamine, began to believe the lie.

After hours of clinical, mechanical torture, being held, being filled by a living, breathing soul felt like a twisted form of comfort to me. Being held, even by him, felt like safety to me. Being filled, even by him, felt like my purpose.

My battered body latched onto the sensation, and I leaned forward into him, wrapping my arms around his neck, burying my face in his shoulder. I tightened my pussy muscles, squeezing him, milking him.

He groaned, his arms coming around me, holding me tight. "That's it. Love me, Naomi. Show me you belong to me."

I pulled back to look at him again. I kissed his forehead, his eyelids. "I'm yours," I whispered, tears leaking from my eyes. "I'm all yours."

I rode him, faster now. The friction was building. The raw sensitivity of my body was tipping over the edge. I needed to finish this. I needed the endorphins to numb the pain.

I started to pant, tossing my head. "I'm close," I gasped. "Baby, I'm close. Make me come."

"Come for me," he growled, thrusting up into me, his hips snapping with a violent, mechanical force.

I let go. I stopped fighting the sensation. I surrendered to the friction and the fullness.

"Oh, Jesus. Fuck!" I screamed, arching my back, my fingernails raking down his chest. "I love it! I love you inside me!"

It was a bleak, shattering ecstasy. My body convulsed, my cunt clamping down on his cock with a desperate, crushing strength. I was sobbing with pain and still coming hard at one and the same time, a complete emotional and physical collapse. I poured every ounce of my fear, my hate, and my broken pride into that climax, offering it up to him as love.

And I guess it worked, because his body seized beneath me and he drove himself deep, burying his cock to the hilt, and emptying himself.

I felt the flood of his cum. Hot. Unstoppable. It felt like he was pouring molten lead into my belly, weighting me down to the bed, to the room, to the Island.

I collapsed onto his chest, panting, feigning the exhaustion of a lover spent, though the exhaustion was real enough to kill. I listened to his heart hammer. Felt his sweat slicking my skin.

"Perfect," he whispered, stroking my hair with a chilling tenderness. "Absolutely perfect."

And then he pushed me off him. The tenderness vanished instantly.

"Get up," he said, swinging his legs out of bed.

I slid to the floor, confused, aching, leaking his fluids onto the carpet. "Sir?"

"Let’s see what we’ve got," he said, walking to his console. He typed a command.

The main screen flared to life.

I stared.

It was a face. My face. But it was all wrong.

It was a 3D wireframe mesh, overlaid with a crude, glitchy texture of my skin. The eyes were dead pixels. The mouth moved out of sync with the audio.

“I’m yours. I’m all yours,” the digital abomination rasped, using a distorted clip of my voice from moments ago.

"The audio capture is excellent," Guntz muttered, analyzing the screen. "But the facial mapping... it's primitive. It lacks the micro-expressions of genuine distress. It looks like a doll."

He turned to me. I was huddled on his bed, naked and ruined.

"We need to bridge the gap," he said. "The AI needs to learn how to suffer like you do. It needs to learn how to break."

He looked back at the glitching, dead-eyed face on the screen.

"It will take at least a week of intensive rendering," he said. "We'll run scenarios. Extreme stress tests. Pain thresholds. Degradation limits. We need to feed the machine everything you have, Naomi. Until it can scream exactly like you do."

My blood ran cold. I barely understood a tenth of what he was talking about. But I knew one thing. He wasn’t done with me. He had only just begun.

“This is going to be fabulous,” he said. “We are going to revolutionize your brand.”

His smile chilled me to the bone.

"Go get some sleep," he said, dismissing me with a wave. "We start the deep learning protocols first thing tomorrow. You’re going to have a very long week, I’m afraid."
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