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They always think they’re in control. Until he shows up.

She came to Serenity Haven for an hour of peace. She left blacked, ruined, and begging for more.
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First Time Blacked

They always think they’re in control. Until he shows up.

They’re wives. Teachers. Mothers. They’re good girls. White women who’ve lived their whole lives playing by the rules. But when that first big Black cock enters the picture, everything breaks. Their neat little lives. Their marriages. Everything.

It starts as a fantasy. A whispered confession. A joke between lovers. A private hunger they think they can contain.

But once that door opens, there’s no closing it.

In this series, there’s no soft fade to black. No polite moans or sweet nothings.

Only domination. Humiliation. Raw power and absolute surrender.

Series Themes

	First-time interracial
	White female submission to dominant Black men
	Hotwife and cuckold dynamics
	Humiliation, degradation, and psychological surrender
	Age gap, power imbalance, student/teacher, and career collapse
	No return to “normal” after the encounter



First Time Blacked—Girlboss

She came to Serenity Haven for an hour of peace. She left blacked, ruined, and begging for more.

Veronica Goddard is the casebook definition of a modern alpha girlboss—sharp, polished, determined, and always in control.

But her perfect lipstick and killer heels only conceal Veronica's desperate need to let go.

Enter Andre. A towering, muscular massage therapist with hands as big as his huge black cock.

What begins as a simple end-of-the-day massage spirals into something darker, dirtier, and far more addictive than Veronica had bargained for.

And Andre won’t stop until she gives him everything.

Girlboss (9000 words) is corporate filth at its finest—a raw, no-way-out interracial one-shot dripping with millionaire ice-queen destruction, massage-table domination, relentless overstimulation, and a towering Black man who knows exactly how to take control of a tight little white body. There’s heat. There’s guilt. And there’s no putting the pieces back together.

This is a no-holds-barred erotic transformation—taboo, humiliating, and utterly addictive. If you love interracial domination, power exchange, and watching a strong woman spiral into shameless, obedient submission, this one will leave you breathless.

Molly Pike
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The week had chewed me up and spit me out like a piece of gristle. My jaw throbbed from grinding my teeth, my temples pulsed with a migraine that laughed in the face of Advil, and I was one more passive-aggressive email away from throwing something at the fucking wall. When I finally stormed out of the office at seven, the cold wind slapped me so hard I nearly slapped it back. I hadn’t eaten since breakfast. My hair was falling out of its bun. And I was pretty sure my love life was circling the drain. Not that I gave a damn. I was a ten, easily. Carl was a seven at best. And he worked in a bank, for Jesus's sake. I had three businesses. If he didn’t call me before nine tonight, I’d go back on Raya, I decided. I mean, seriously, fuck that NPC.

The spa gift card had been sitting on my desk all week, a pity offering from my assistant Lauren. She probably thought it would mellow me out—or at least keep me from eviscerating her next time she brought me the wrong letter to sign. Normally I’d have chucked it in a drawer and let it expire. But tonight, I was … well, not desperate, but definitely in need.

That’s how I wound up in the lobby of Serenity Haven, feeling about as serene as a cornered feral cat. Everything in this boutique spa screamed, no, murmured calm. The muted beige tones, the flickering candles, that goddamn trickling water sound in the background. But I was all sharp edges in a black pencil skirt and five-inch heels. Even my beautiful Hermès scarf felt hostile, strangling me like a silk noose.

The receptionist greeted me in a voice so soft I had to lean in to hear her over the ridiculous pan-flute music. She handed me a clipboard and gestured to a couch that looked aggressively white—like it would call the manager if I scuffed it with my overpriced vanity Louboutins.

As I ticked “massage” and skipped all the frou-frou add-ons (hot stone, aromatherapy, something called “energy realignment”—hard pass), I told myself I’d be in and out in an hour, possibly blissfully numb and a little less homicidal.

And then Andre walked in, and my plan to keep things simple went straight to hell.

He wasn’t what I expected. Not even close. When I pictured a massage therapist, I imagined some petite, Zen-like Asian woman in linen pants, not a towering, broad-shouldered big Black man who looked like he could deadlift my Range Rover with one hand. He had to be six-five, his dark skin gleaming in the dim light, and that fitted polo did absolutely nothing to hide the kind of muscles you only get from either prison or CrossFit.

“Ms. Goddard?” he asked, his voice so low and smooth it made something deep in me tighten. The way his dark eyes raked over me felt deliberate, like he was already halfway through peeling me out of my clothes.

“Yes,” I snapped, sharper than I meant to. I’d intended to project authority, but the flicker of a knowing smile on his lips said he wasn’t buying it.

He stepped closer, just enough for me to catch the faint scent of him—clean, musky, masculine in a way that made my stomach flutter.

“I’m Andre,” he said. “I’ll be taking care of you tonight.”

Taking care of me. The words lodged in my head like a hook, and I hated the way my lower back clenched at the sound of them. This man spelled trouble for me.

“Come with me,” he said, calm but firm, like it had never once occurred to him that I might not obey.

As he turned and walked toward the hallway, I felt the faintest brush of his hand against my lower back—not heavy, just enough to send a flash of heat straight between my thighs.

Jesus. Pull it together, Veronica. He’s a massage therapist, not a fucking sex god. And you’re Veronica Goddard. You have three businesses and a million followers. You could buy this place tomorrow and fire Andre for fun.

My heels clicked on the polished floor as I followed, my posture stiff as a ruler. I was going to get my hour of bliss, thank him politely, and never think about this again.

The massage room was dim, the air thick with lavender. The table in the center was draped with impossibly plush white towels, and a small side table gleamed with an assortment of oils that looked way too expensive to actually use.

Andre stepped aside, gesturing for me to enter first. I did, clutching my bag like it was a lifeline.

He shut the door behind us with a soft click, and when he turned to face me again, his smile was pure confidence.

“Take your time getting ready,” he said. “I’ll knock before I come back in.”

I nodded too quickly, like a nervous intern in her first boardroom meeting.

“You seem tense,” he added, his gaze sweeping over me in a way that made me feel like I was already naked. “Don’t worry—we’ll fix that.”

And then he was gone, leaving me alone with the flickering candles, the soft music, and the creeping realization that I might’ve just stepped into something I wasn’t even remotely ready for. My legs felt weak.
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The second the door clicked shut behind Andre, I let out a shaky breath I hadn’t even realized I was holding in. The sound felt too loud in the dim room, like it might summon him back if I wasn’t careful.

The air was warm, humid, and suffocating. The faint scent of lavender curled in my nose—not calming, not soothing. It was cloying, too sweet, like it was mocking me for thinking this had been a good idea.

I kicked off my heels and heard them thunk against the wall. The sound was louder than it should’ve been, like the room was listening.

“Jesus Christ, Veronica,” I muttered under my breath. “It’s a massage, not a firing squad. Get a fucking grip.”

But my hands didn’t get the memo. They fumbled at the buttons of my jacket, tugging too hard, popping one with a sharp snick.

Piece by piece, I peeled away the layers of my girlboss armor—jacket, pencil skirt, silk blouse. Each item landed in a neat pile on the chair, because of course I couldn’t just toss them like a normal person. That’s not who I was. Sharp, polished, composed. That’s who I was.

But not here. Here, in this dim room with its candles and soft music, I felt like none of those things. Here, stripped down to my matching Fleur du Mal bra and panties, my head full of Andre, I felt … wrong. Exposed. Like I was about to do something utterly reckless. But Jesus, the size of him.

I caught sight of myself in a small mirror across the room. Blonde hair still pinned in place, red lips smudged from a twelve-hour day, body tight and toned because appearances mattered in my world. Untouchable. That was the look. That was the life I lived.

A fluffy white towel waited for me on the massage table.

What the fucking hell am I doing here? A massage? That’s indulgent, and I don’t do indulgent. Except … wasn’t that exactly why I was here? Because deep down, beneath the brittle armor and the tight smile, I was desperate to let go?

“Goddammit,” I muttered as I unclasped my bra, yanking it off like it had insulted me. My panties followed in one swift motion, the elastic snapping against my hips as I shoved them down. The cool air kissed my bare skin, and my nipples pebbled in response.

I grabbed the towel and wrapped it around myself. It barely covered me. One tug and it would be gone. The thought made my stomach clench.

This is fine. Totally fine. One hour. Blissfully numb. Then I get the hell out of here and forget this ever happened.

I lay face down on the table, the soft fabric sticking to my skin, my arms dangling stiffly at my sides. My fists clenched so tight I could feel my nails biting into my palms. Relax? Not happening.

The knock came sooner than I expected, sharp and decisive.

“Ready?” Andre’s deep voice rumbled through the door.

Ready for what? Definitely not this.

“Yes,” I called back, my voice a little tighter than I thought it should be.

The door opened, and even without looking I felt him enter the room, big and quiet and predatory. The air shifted around him like it understood who was in charge here, and spoiler alert: it wasn’t me.

I kept my head down, staring through the padded hole in the headrest at the polished floor. My pulse thudded loudly in my ears as he moved around the room, his movements steady, unhurried. Like he had all the time in the world to deal with women like me.

“Let’s start,” he said. Not a suggestion. A command.

The table dipped slightly as his weight shifted closer, and then his hands were on me—large, warm, and far too confident. They pressed lightly on my shoulders, over the towel, but even through the fabric I felt the heat of his palms like a brand.

I stiffened, every muscle in my back pulling tight like I was bracing for impact.

“You’re wound tight,” Andre murmured, his thumbs testing the knots in my neck. His tone was calm, almost clinical, but I heard, or imagined, something under it. Something that made my stomach flip.

“Gee, you think,” I mumbled into the headrest.

He hummed, not bothering to reply. Instead, his thumbs pressed into the base of my neck, slow and deliberate, and I bit down hard on my lip to keep from gasping.

“Just breathe,” he said softly, like it was the easiest thing in the world.

Breathe? My lungs were working overtime and still felt useless.

His big hands moved lower, working the tension out of my shoulders with maddening precision. It felt really good. My body started to loosen under his touch.

“This isn’t about him,” I told myself. “This is about fixing the knots. That’s it. That’s all this is.”

But his hands kept moving, circling, pressing, coaxing. Each stroke felt too knowing, too personal, like he wasn’t just untying my muscles but unraveling me thread by thread.
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The first glide of his big black hands down over my back was calm, controlled, and—God help me—professional. His palms were warm, broad, steady in a way that should’ve put me at ease.

It didn’t.

I told myself to focus on the sensation, to compartmentalize, to treat this like what it was: a massage. Muscle manipulation. Nothing more. But then his thumbs circled a knot near my shoulder blades, and I let out an involuntary sigh before I could stop it.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice like honey poured over gravel—smooth, rich, with just enough texture to catch.

It wasn’t overtly suggestive but fuck if it didn’t send a flicker of heat licking up and down my spine.

Get a grip, Veronica. He’s just doing his job. You’re imagining things. You’re not some pent-up office drone who’s going to moan and drop her pants the second some guy touches you .

But it wasn’t just his touch, not just his big black hands. It was him, Andre. It was the way he moved around the table with quiet confidence, his presence as steady and inescapable as gravity. Even when he wasn’t touching me, I felt him. I felt the heat rolling off his body, felt the weight of his gaze skimming over me like he could see straight through the towel.

When his palms slid lower, brushing the sides of my ribcage, I went rigid. My breath caught, and my stomach clenched so tight it almost hurt. He’s so fucking big and strong. He can do whatever he wants to me.

“Relax,” he said, his tone maddeningly even, with just the faintest trace of amusement. “You’re wound tight, aren’t you?”

Oh, fuck you. I wanted to snap at him, to tell him to just do his job and keep his insights to himself. But the words jammed in my throat and never came out.

And then his thumbs found a pressure point near my lower back. The relief hit so hard it felt like a drug, and before I could stop myself, a shaky moan slipped from my lips.

“There,” he said, almost to himself. “That’s much better.”

Better? No, it wasn’t. It was worse. Every nerve in my body felt like it was fraying under his touch. My muscles were melting while my brain screamed at me to stay sharp, to stay in control, to not—

Don’t be that woman. Don’t be the cliché who falls apart for a pair of strong hands and a deep voice.

I swallowed hard, trying to think about anything else—the stupid pan flute music, the flickering candles, the smell of lavender—but all of it seemed to conspire against me, wrapping around me like a trap.

And then his hands moved lower. Just above the curve of my hips, his thumbs pressed in with calculated precision.

My breath caught in my throat.

“Hmm.” He was thoughtful now, like he was testing me, like he already knew exactly what he was doing to me. “Right here, yeah?”

His thumbs dug in slightly, and I couldn’t stop the gasp that ripped out of me.

He chuckled low in his chest, the sound warm and rich and horribly intimate. It rolled over me like a caress, leaving a shiver in its wake.

“Relax,” he said again, this time quieter, firmer. “Let me take care of you.”

The words slammed into me like a kidney punch. That was the second time he’d said something like that. And I didn’t let people take care of me. Not in business. Not in life. Not ever. No fucking way.

And yet, the way he said it—calm and certain, like he wasn’t asking for my permission at all, but just telling me how it was going to be—made something deep inside me quake.

His hands shifted, moving to my thighs.

The towel still covered me, but barely. His fingers lingered at the edge of the fabric, brushing close enough to send a shock of heat straight through my pussy.

Every muscle in my body tensed. My fists clenched.

If he goes one inch higher, I’m stopping this. I’ll sit up, tell him to back the hell off, grab my clothes and—

“Still holding on,” he said, his tone soft now, almost teasing. “Come on, Veronica, let go.”

Hearing my name in his mouth like that—low and intimate—made my stomach flip.

Of course he knew it. It was on the appointment sheet. That didn’t matter. It felt … different, like he wasn’t reading it off paper but tasting it.

His hands slid back up my body, strong and deliberate, kneading my shoulders, my neck, working tension from places I didn’t even know I carried it. The heat from his palms seeped into my skin, and no matter how hard I fought it, I felt myself sinking into the table.

No. No. Don’t let him do this to you. Don’t you dare melt for this man. Don’t—

But the thought trailed off, crumbling to ash as his thumbs pressed into the base of my skull, sending a ripple of pleasure down my spine.
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Andre’s hands slid lower again, my shoulders, my side, my hips, until his giant palms found the firm muscles of my thighs.

I just fucking froze. Every instinct in my body screamed this was too far. This wasn’t respectable, this was my inner thighs, and his hands were big enough to swallow them whole.

“Easy,” he murmured, his voice low and smooth, like it had been designed in a lab to fuck with my nervous system. “You don’t have to hold back with me.”

Hold back? Jesus Christ. I wasn’t holding back—I was barely holding it together, for fuck’s sake.

My mind raced, grabbing for excuses, rationalizations, anything to make this okay. He’s a professional. He knows what he’s doing. This is still a massage, technically.

But then his thumbs pressed higher into the tender flesh of my inner thighs, and my entire body locked up like a spring about to snap.

“Hmm.” His tone was soft, thoughtful, almost amused. “You’re tense in more ways than one, aren’t you?”

No shit, Sherlock.

I wanted to tell him to shut up, to stop talking and finish the damn massage before I completely lost my grip. But my mouth refused to cooperate. My tongue felt thick, useless, as his hands shifted again—deliberate this time.

His thumbs brushed against the sensitive crease where my thighs met the towel. Just barely. Just enough to make my breath catch and my pulse thunder in my ears.

This is wrong. This is insane. Say something. Stop this.

But I didn’t.

“You’ve been working too hard,” Andre said. “Carrying too much. No wonder you’re so wound up.”

His hands slid higher, thumbs kneading into the muscles near my hips.

I sucked in a sharp breath as heat bloomed low in my stomach.

“And here …” His voice dropped lower, softer now, as his fingers pressed into the curve of my ass.

The towel shifted.

Cool air kissed my bare skin where it had slipped, and my chest tightened like a vice.

Get up. Get up right now. Say something, goddammit.

“You should tell me to stop,” Andre said, his tone teasing but edged with quiet authority.

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.

Say it.

But my body … my treacherous, needy body wasn’t listening.

His hands lingered, kneading my ass in slow, deliberate circles. Heat licked up my spine. My thighs quivered.

“Thought so,” he said. “So, we’ll carry on.” His hands moved again, sliding down to the backs of my thighs, then up, tracing the edge of the towel with maddening precision. Each pass felt like a test. My breath came in shallow, uneven gasps, and my fingers dug into the plush padding of the table like it was the only thing tethering me to reality.

“Relax,” Andre said again, a velvet command. “I’ll take good care of you.”

And then his fingers brushed against the bare skin just beneath the towel, grazing the slickness pooling between my thighs.

A shocked gasp ripped out of me, and my hips jerked against the table before I could stop myself.

“There it is,” he said, almost to himself.

“No—” I managed to choke out, but the protest was weak, a whisper of a word that even I didn’t believe.

His fingers slid again, slow and teasing, stroking over my pussy like he’d been touching me there for years.

My body arched involuntarily, my back lifting off the table as a strangled moan escaped me.

“That’s what you need, isn’t it?” he said. His words were low and full of quiet, devastating certainty. “To let go.”

No. No. No.

I wanted to tell him to stop. I wanted to push him away, to reclaim even a shred of control. But my legs parted for him, and his fingers circled my clit, gentle but insistent, and my body betrayed me all over again—hips tilting, thighs trembling, a fresh wave of heat flooding through me.

“You’re fighting it,” he said, almost mocking me. “Why would you do that?”

Because I don’t do this. Because this isn’t me. Because I shouldn’t want this.

But I didn’t say any of that. I couldn’t. It would have been lies.

“You’re still holding back,” Andre said. He wasn’t commenting, he was scolding me. He brushed my clit again, circling with agonizing slowness. “I can feel it. You’re still fighting me.”

A whimper broke loose from my throat before I could swallow it down—an honest-to-God whimper that made my cheeks burn with humiliation.

“Don’t do that,” he said softly, almost chiding. “I want to hear you.”

His fingers paused, stalling on that perfect, torturous rhythm. The sudden stillness was unbearable.

“I don’t stop until you let go,” Andre said, leaning closer so his breath ghosted over my ear. The intimacy of it sent a bolt of heat straight through me, pooling low in my stomach. “You know that, don’t you?”

I did and my hips jerked against the table without permission, seeking friction, seeking him.

But he was in control. Always in control. His fingers resumed their unhurried torment, stroking me with maddening precision. Each graze of my clit was light enough to make me ache, heavy enough to keep me dangling on the edge of surrender.

“You’re so tight,” he told me. “So fucking tense. Even now, you’re clenching like you’re trying to hold on.”

Because I am holding on, my mind screamed.

But my body was done listening to my mind.

His fingers kept circling, slow and steady, coaxing me toward the precipice. My thighs quivered, my toes curled. I bit down on my lip.

“Do you know what I think?” Andre’s voice slid over me like warm silk, rich and unrelenting. “I think your tight little pussy is begging for it. I can feel it, Veroncia. So, are you’re still pretending you don’t want it at all?”

I shook my head—denial, rebellion, desperation—I wasn’t even sure anymore. But my thighs betrayed me, parting wider, inviting him deeper without conscious thought.

“That’s better,” he said, a low chuckle rumbling in his chest. “There she is.”

His fingers pressed deeper, and one slipped inside me with a slow, deliberate force.

A sound broke out of me—high, sharp, raw. I buried my face in the cradle of my arms, trying to smother the cry.

He resumed those maddening circles over my clit.

My chest heaved, my breath coming in shallow, broken pants. “Fuck,” I gasped, the word slipping out unbidden, shame and arousal twined so tightly I couldn’t tell them apart anymore.

Andre didn’t acknowledge it—not with words. But I felt his smile in the steady curl of his finger inside me, in the quiet triumph radiating off his body as he stroked that spot deep inside that made me see stars.

“You’re beautiful like this,” he said, wrapping a velvet promise around my fraying resolve. “All that control slipping away.”

Don’t let him see you like this. Don’t—

But then he added a second finger.

I had to stretch to take it and my breath caught hard in my throat, my thighs jerking around his hand. He curled them just right, stroking deep and slow, and a white-hot bolt of pleasure ripped through me, tearing what little composure I had left into shreds.

“Oh, God,” I moaned, my voice breaking.

“That’s it,” Andre said, like warm honey. “Let me hear you.”

My body betrayed me completely then—hips rocking against his hand, seeking more, chasing whatever. The pressure inside me was unbearable, a mounting wave that clawed its way up my spine and threatened to consume me whole.

Andre’s pace never faltered—steady, relentless, coaxing me closer and closer until I was shaking, every muscle drawn tight as a bowstring.

“You’re close,” he said, almost taunting me. “I can feel it. Don’t you dare fight it.”

My fingers clawed at the table, my nails digging into the plush padding as my hips bucked helplessly against him.

“I—” The words caught in my throat, strangled by the heat boiling inside me.

“Let go, Veronica,” Andre whispered, his lips so close I could feel the ghost of them on my neck. “I’ve got you.”

And then the wave hit.

The orgasm ripped through me like a red hot wire—raw, brutal, impossible to contain. My body bucked hard against the table, thighs clamping helplessly around Andre’s hand as wave after wave of pleasure shattered me into pieces.

“That’s it,” he said, coaxing me, thick with satisfaction. “That’s what I wanted from you.”

I couldn’t even process the words. I was gone, lost in the aftershocks that wracked my body in helpless tremors. My chest heaved, my skin slick with sweat.

But then—oh God—his fingers didn’t stop.

His touch softened, the pressure easing, but he kept circling my clit in slow, maddening swirls. Each pass sent fresh jolts of sensation through my overworked nerves, turning the sweet relief of release into a cruel, delicious torture.

“A-Andre—” I gasped, my voice barely a whisper.

“Shhh,” he soothed, leaning closer so his breath brushed the shell of my ear. “You’re not done yet.”

Not done? My hips jerked against the table, trying to squirm away, but his free hand pinned me in place with firm, unyielding pressure.

“Stay still for me,” he said, calm but commanding. “You can take it. You’re stronger than you think.”

The words sank into my fogged brain, heavy and impossible to argue with.

“You’re already so wet,” he said softly, almost to himself, as his fingers teased the slickness between my thighs. “Dripping all over my hand. Do you know how beautiful you are? Breathless, shaking, desperate for more.”

“No,” I whispered, the word weak and unconvincing even to my own ears.

He chuckled low in his chest, a warm, knowing sound. “Oh, you’re adorable.”

He pressed a fraction harder against my clit, and my breath hitched sharply.

“Listen to yourself,” he said. “Little gasps, little moans … like your pussy’s trying to tell me something your mouth won’t.”

My cheeks burned hot. Shame and arousal tangled in my gut, leaving me lightheaded.

“Do you even realize how badly you want this?” Andre went on. He knew exactly what he was doing to me, talking me into whatever he wanted from me. “You’ve been holding back for so long, haven’t you? Playing the ice queen. The big deal. The girlboss. Acting like no one’s ever good enough for you. Like your shit don’t stink and your pussy don’t get wet.

"Well, allow me to retort." He slipped one finger back inside me, slow and deliberate, curling it in a way that made my back arch.

“I mean, look at you now,” he whispered, his lips almost grazing my ear. “Spread out on my table. Naked and helpless. Letting me do whatever I want to you.”

I whimpered—high, broken—and his fingers stilled for a moment.

“That sound,” he said. “Fuck, that’s really perfect. Do it again for me.”

When his fingers moved again—two now, deep and curling just right—my body convulsed with pleasure and I made the noise again. The sharp edge of orgasm built again far too soon, hotter and more urgent this time, like he’d never let the first one truly end.

“That’s it,” he coaxed. “Let it happen.”

I can’t. I just—

“You can,” he said softly, like he could read my mind. “And you will.”

I don't take orders. I'm the fucking boss. But his words, his tone, the relentless motion of his fingers—they all combined until I was nothing but heat and need, my mind blank but for one humiliating truth:

I wanted this.

God help me, I wanted it.

“You’re close again,” Andre said. “I can feel it. This one’s going to be even stronger, isn’t it? You’re going to come so hard for me.”

My hips rocked against his hand, chasing the pressure, my thighs quivering uncontrollably.

“Yeah, that’s it, girlboss. Fuck your cunt on my fingers.”

The degradation landed like a slap—hot, mortifying, and horribly arousing.

“Fuck, yeah,” he said. “I knew you had this in you.”

The words tipped me over the edge.

The second orgasm hit like a tidal wave, dragging me under and ripping a strangled scream from my throat. My body bucked and thrashed, helpless against the pleasure tearing through me. My fingers clawed at the towel beneath me, my thighs clamping tight around his hand as the climax wracked me in long, violent waves.

“Yeah,” Andre said, with quiet authority. “Give it to me. Every last little bit. Don't you dare hold back.”

I sobbed as the aftershocks kept coming, my body jerking with each fresh wave.

When he finally eased his fingers out and away, my thighs were still trembling violently, my chest heaving like I’d just run a marathon.

“Beautiful,” he said, his hands stroking gently over my skin. “You're so beautiful, Ms Big Deal, whenever you finally let go.”

I didn’t have strength to argue with him.
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I lay there splayed out on the table, chest heaving like I’d just run headlong into a hurricane. My skin buzzed with leftover electricity, every nerve ending raw and overexposed. But the rest of me? Liquid. Weak. Pliable. Useless.

My fingers—once white-knuckled on the table’s edge—had gone slack. My limbs felt as heavy as they ever had. He had wrung me out. Completely.

His big hands rested warm and heavy on my thighs, just above my knees, like he owned the right to keep them there. And God help me, I liked it. The weight of his palms was grounding, but also possessive—as if to say I was safe, but only because he decided I was.

“Breathe,” he said.

And I did. Inhale, slow and shaky, like dragging a boulder up a hill. Exhale, ragged, almost a whimper.

Pathetic.

I’d spent years building the walls around me, perfecting the armor of an entrepreneurial queen. And Andre had torn it all down in twenty minutes flat and now stood there, calm and unbothered, like he’d known all along how easy it would be.

“You’re tense again,” he said softly, his thumbs tracing lazy circles into my skin.

“No shit,” I croaked.

He chuckled low in his chest, the sound warm and infuriating. “I thought you might’ve relaxed at least a little after coming like that all over my hand.”

My stomach twisted violently. Heat flared across my cheeks and spread downward like an oil spill.

“You’re still thinking too much,” Andre said. His hands slid higher, brushing along the tops of my thighs until his thumbs nudged the edges of the towel. “I can feel it. Always in that head of yours, aren’t you?”

“Maybe I don’t want to be … felt,” I muttered, but the words came out weak. Pathetic.

“Liar.”

The word was soft but sharp, sliding under my skin like a blade.

“Your body’s been honest with me since the second I touched you,” he said. “You’re dripping for me again already, aren’t you?”

“No—” The denial caught in my throat, strangled by the heat throbbing low in my belly.

He pressed his thumbs into the tense muscles at the tops of my thighs, kneading with maddening patience. “You know what I think, Veronica? It’s OK playing the big girlboss in public. I get it. It’s your brand. But deep down inside, you need someone to take control, someone to slap that cute ass and make you come. And luckily for you, you found me. And I know exactly what to do with you, you hot little piece of ass.”

My breath stuttered. Hot. Little. Piece of fucking ass. The words shouldn’t have landed like a punch between my legs, but they did.

“I ought to call you out,” Andre said. “The way you keep pretending you don’t like this, when you’re wet enough I can see it soaking the towel. Fucking dripping like a needy little slut.”

Oh God.

The humiliation hit me like a lightning strike—white-hot and devastating—and yet my thighs parted another inch or two wider without my permission.

“That’s better,” he said. “There’s the truth. Your mouth says no, but this greedy little pussy? She’s begging for more.”

My hips jerked slightly against the table, and I wanted to scream—at him, at myself, at this desperate, aching body that didn’t seem to belong to me anymore.

“You want me to stop?” he asked quietly, his tone gentle but edged with challenge.

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.

He laughed and one hand slid beneath the towel, gripping my ass with firm, possessive fingers. The other moved between my thighs, teasing the slick heat there with the lightest brush of his knuckles.

“Still fronting, huh?” he said. “Acting like you don’t love how it feels when I touch you here?”

His fingers slid higher, stroking my folds with slow, deliberate precision. I bit down on a whimper, but it forced its way out anyway—high and raw and desperate.

“Fuck. Listen to you,” he said, his tone dropping into something darker now. “You sound like a bitch in heat. You want more, don’t you, Veronica? You want me to ruin this tight little cunt of yours, do it to you until you can’t even remember your own name.”

Oh God, oh God—

“Say it,” Andre demanded softly. “Say you want more.”

I shook my head weakly, but my hips betrayed me, tilting up toward his hand, chasing that maddening friction.

“That’s all the answer I need,” he said, and his fingers pressed in without warning—one, then two—sliding deep and curling perfectly against that spot that made my back arch and my toes curl.

“You’re going to come for me again, aren’t you?” he said, the fingers of his other hand circling my clit in slow, relentless swirls. “Like the needy, filthy little slut you are.”

“Yes,” I gasped before I could stop myself.

The word hung between us like a confession, raw and humiliating.

“Yes, what?” he prompted, his tone sharper now. “Say it.”

“Yes … I’m going to come again,” I whispered, the shame and heat colliding in my chest until I thought I’d combust. “I need to come again.”

“That’s my filthy little slut,” Andre said, relishing the words and my humiliation. “My filthy little slut.” He said it again. “Come on now, Veronice, tell me what you.”

I shook my head weakly, but his fingers didn’t stop.

“Tell me.”

“Oh, God, yes … I’m your slut,” I gasped, my voice cracking as I embraced the role. “I’m your filthy little slut. I’m your fucking whore.”

His low, rumbling laugh vibrated straight through me, and then he squeezed my clit, dragging a strangled moan out of me before I could swallow it down.

“There’s no pretending now,” he said softly, almost sweetly, as if he were praising a child for finally obeying. “Your cunt’s given you away completely. You’re dripping all over my hand. You’ve been dripping for me since the second I laid you down.”

A fresh wave of heat surged through me, and I hated myself for how true it felt.

“Greedy little pussy,” he murmured, his fingers curling deep, slow and unrelenting. “She’s so hungry. She doesn’t care how much I’ve already given her—she still wants more.”

Oh God, he’s right.

“You’re going to come for me again,” Andre said, his words edged with iron. “You’re going to fall apart on my fingers like the messy, desperate slut you are. Aren’t you?”

I wanted to say no. I wanted to shake my head, dig my nails into the table and shove his hand away, anything to salvage the last shred of control I had left.

But instead, my hips rocked forward, chasing his touch.

“Yes,” I whispered, the admission punched out of me on a broken gasp.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes … I’m going to come,” I choked out.

“That’s right,” Andre said. “You’re going to soak this table like a good little whore. And you’re not going to hold back this time. I want every filthy sound out of your whore mouth.”

He pressed harder, circling faster, and my body jerked violently against the table. My toes curled, my thighs trembled, and I felt it building again—too fast, too sharp, too much.

“Listen to you,” he said, his tone almost mocking. “Do you even hear yourself? I’ve barely touched you, and you sound like a dirty porno slut.”

I am not a slut. Not a fucking slut. I own businesses and I could buy his ass. But none of that matters now. Because I am going to come again.

“Please—” The word tore out of me, high and pitiful.

“Please what?”

“Please don’t stop.”

His laugh was low and wicked. His pace quickened just enough to tip me over the edge.

The orgasm detonated inside me like a bomb, raw and shattering, pulling a ragged scream from my throat. My body convulsed, writhing helplessly under his relentless hand as pleasure tore me apart molecule by molecule.

“Yes,” Andre told me. “Yes, that’s it. Come for me, little slut.”

I couldn’t stop. Even as my thighs clamped around his wrist, even as my nails dug into the table’s padding, even as tears pricked hot behind my eyes, I couldn’t stop the wave that kept crashing, over and over, leaving me a trembling, sobbing wreck.


6.

I was still shaking when Andre’s hands slid to my hips, firm and unyielding, rolling me onto my back like I weighed nothing. The towel slipped off in the process, leaving me sprawled and naked under the flickering candlelight.

“Spread your legs,” he said softly, the command delivered with quiet authority that brooked no argument.

My thighs clamped together instinctively, but his hands stayed on my knees, thumbs stroking circles against my skin.

“Don’t make me ask again, Veronica.”

God help me, my body wanted to obey.

“Good girl,” he said when I finally shifted, my legs parting just enough for him to slip between them. “Wider.”

Jesus Christ. He’s really going to do this.

My breath came in shallow pants as he straightened and reached for his belt. The faint clink of metal echoed in the small room like a gunshot.

“Wait,” I croaked.

His eyes flicked to mine, dark and unreadable, and he didn’t stop. The buckle came undone. The zipper followed.

“Don’t be scared,” he said, almost gentle now, but there was a heat in his voice that made my stomach flip. “This is what you’re aching for. This is what you need.”

The fabric slid down his hips, pooling around his thighs.

And then I saw it.

My breath caught hard in my chest.

Oh my God.

His cock—thick, long, impossibly hard—jutted out heavy against his thigh, dark and veined, the head flushed and slick. My brain short-circuited at the sight of it.

That … won’t fit. It can’t. He’s going to rip me apart.

And yet the molten heat pooling between my thighs told another story entirely.

You’re dripping for him. You’re soaked. Like the slut he said you were.

Shame seared through me, hot and brutal.

He’d called me his slut. His little whore. He’d made me say it back to him. And now here I was, trembling and staring at his big black cock like it was the only thing that mattered in the world.

If I do it, if I spread my legs for him, every word he’s said about me will be true.

I should get up. I should snap my legs shut, shove him away, grab my clothes and run before it’s too late.

But I didn’t.

I couldn’t.

Because the humiliating truth burned in my chest, undeniable now: I wanted it. I wanted his big black cock,

I wanted to feel him stretch me open, to fuck me raw until I couldn’t think straight, to be ruined so completely that I’d never forget this night for as long as I lived.

And I wanted him to see the truth.

I wanted him to look me in the eye as he pushed inside and know—know that Veronica Goddard, girlboss and ice queen, untouchable and perfect, had been reduced to nothing more than his wet, willing little slut.

Andre stepped closer, his cock looming over me now, the heat of him almost tangible.

“Look at me,” he said.

My eyes flicked up, and the moment our gazes locked, my breath hitched hard.

“Say it again. Tell me what you are.”

My lips parted. No sound came out.

His cock twitched, and I felt my pussy clench in response.

“Say it.”

“I’m … I’m your slut,” I whispered, the words falling like ash from my tongue.

“Louder.”

“I’m your filthy little slut,” I said, shaking.

“That’s right,” Andre growled, wrapping his hand around his cock and stroking it slowly as he stared down at me. “And now I’m going to fuck you like the slut you are.”

My thighs parted wider. I didn’t even realize I was doing it until the cool air kissed the slick heat between my legs.

It’s true, I thought, the shame crashing over me in dizzying waves. Every filthy word he’s said about me is totally true.

Andre didn’t move.

He just stood there between my spread thighs, his cock thick and heavy in his fist, staring down at me like he had all the time in the world.

I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood.

“You want it, don’t you?”

I shook my head.

“No?” His brow arched. “Then why are you still lying here like a good little whore with your legs wide open?”

Heat flared across my cheeks and burned down my chest.

Because I can’t close them. Because I can’t make myself stop.

His hand slid down, the thick, dark head of his cock brushing against my inner thigh. I jerked at the contact, a soft gasp ripping out of me.

“Shhh,” Andre soothed. “You’re fine. You can take it. That’s what this greedy cunt was made for, isn’t it?”

“Please—” The word cracked out of me before I could stop it.

“Please what?”

“I … I don’t know,” I whispered, my voice breaking.

“I think you do.”

His cock dragged upward, gliding through my slick folds without entering, smearing my wetness over my flushed, throbbing clit.

“You know exactly what to say, slut.”

I whimpered. My hands fisted in the towel beneath me.

“Beg for it,” Andre said. “Beg for me to fuck this tight little hole.”

“I—” The words stuck in my throat.

His cock pressed against me—not hard enough to breach me, but enough to make my body jolt with desperate heat.

“You want me to split you open on this cock, don’t you?” he said softly. “So, say it.”

Shame and need collided in my chest, knocking the air out of me.

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Yes what?”

“Yes … I want you to fuck me,” I choked out.

“Say it like you mean it.”

“Please,” I sobbed, tears pricking hot behind my eyes. “Please, fuck me. I’m your slut. I need it.”

His groan was low and filthy, vibrating straight through my core.

“That’s my girl,” he said, guiding the thick head of his cock to my entrance. “Now keep those pretty legs spread and don’t you dare move.”

He pushed forward, just enough to make me feel the thick, unyielding pressure of him stretching me open.

“Oh—God—” I gasped, my fingers clawing at the table as he inched deeper.

“Shhh,” Andre said, velvet and cruel all at once. “You can take it. Relax for me, baby.”

But there was no relaxing. My whole pussy burned, sharp and overwhelming, and my body instinctively tried to clamp down around him.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he growled. “This pussy doesn’t even know how to take me yet.”

“Too big,” I panted, the words spilling out in a raw, breathless rush.

“You’ll stretch fine for me.” His hands gripped my thighs, holding me wide open. “You’ll take every inch.”

He eased forward slowly, relentlessly, forcing my body to yield. The pain sharpened with every fraction of movement until my breath came in shallow, broken sobs.

“It hurts—” I whimpered.

“I know,” Andre said. “That’s what happens when a little white pussy like yours tries to take a real cock. It’s supposed to hurt.”

The humiliation seared through me until I thought I might combust.

He’s right, he's fucking right, and he’s making it all true.

When his hips finally pressed flush against mine, I let out a strangled cry.

“There,” Andre said softly. “That’s every fucking inch.”

He didn’t move right away. He just held me there, buried to the hilt, forcing me to feel how completely I was filled.

His lips grazed my ear. “You’ll never forget how this feels, will you?”

I shook my head, tears sliding hot down my cheeks.

“Say it.”

“I … I’ll never forget,” I whispered, my voice breaking on a sob.

“That’s right. Because you’re mine now. You’re my rich white slut to use however I want.”

And then he started to move.

Slow. Deliberate. Torturous.

Each drag of his cock out of me felt like being hollowed out; each push back in stretched me all over again.

My moans came ragged, desperate, broken—each one a nail in the coffin of the woman I thought I was.

Andre didn’t move.

He stayed buried to the hilt, his cock stretching me so wide I felt like I might split in two, his hands gripping my thighs to keep me pinned and open for him.

“Every inch of me inside you,” he said. The words were a low rumble that vibrated in my bones. “You love it, don’t you?”

A choked sound slipped out of me—somewhere between a sob and a moan.

“Shhh,” he told me, his thumbs stroking slow, mocking circles into the soft flesh of my thighs. “You’re okay. You can take it. That’s what this greedy cunt was made for, isn’t it?”

I shook my head weakly, tears pricking my eyes, but it didn’t stop the heat blooming between my legs, didn’t stop the raw, wet ache that pulsed in time with my racing heart.

“Say it,” Andre said, leaning forward so his lips brushed my ear. “Say whose slut you are.”

“I’m … I’m your slut,” I whispered.

“Say it again.”

“I’m your slut,” I said louder, tears sliding hot down my cheeks.

“Yeah, you are,” he growled, his tone dark with satisfaction. “Now keep those legs spread nice and wide for me. Let me take my time with this pretty little hole.”

He started to move.

Barely.

A slow drag of his cock back, just an inch, and then forward again, filling me to the brink. Each motion was deliberate, torturous, forcing me to feel every thick vein, every ridge as he stretched me all over again.

My breath came in short, shallow gasps. My nails dug into the towel beneath me. A strangled sob caught in my throat, and my hips twitched beneath him, chasing the next slow thrust.

“Listen to yourself,” Andre said. “Those little gasps, those tiny moans … so fucking sweet.”

The humiliation twisted sharp and sweet in my belly, so intense it made my head spin.

“This is what you needed,” he went on softly, dragging his cock out another inch before sinking back in. “To be split open nice and slow until you can’t think straight.”

Each motion sent another shockwave through my body. Pleasure and pain tangled so tightly I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

I shouldn’t like this. I don’t like this.

But my body betrayed me. Every nerve screamed for more, for him, for the unbearable fullness that had me shaking under his hands.

“I—” The word caught in my throat.

“You what?”

“I … I can’t,” I gasped, my voice wrecked.

“Yeah, you can,” he said. “Not like you have a choice. Are you’re going to come again, like the slut you are?”

“No—”

“Yeah.” His cock drove in deep again, slow and devastating. “You’re going to soak me without me even needing to fuck you hard. You’re going to come for me like a good little whore.”

The shame hit me first, hot and all-consuming.

Then the pleasure.

It started low, a trembling ache in my belly that swelled and spread until my vision blurred.

“No—oh God—”

I shattered again, proving that every fucking word he said was true.

The orgasm ripped through me, raw and violent, forcing a strangled scream from my lips as my body clamped down around him.

“Fuck, that’s it,” he said.

My hips bucked helplessly as wave after wave tore through me, my pussy spasming around him in humiliating surrender.

Tears streaked hot down my cheeks. My chest heaved. And still … I didn’t want him to stop.

Not that I had a choice. Just like Andre had said.

He didn’t even give me a chance to recover. The second the aftershocks loosened their grip on me, his hands clamped down on my thighs, forcing them even wider.

“Now let’s see how much this tight little cunt can take.”

And then he moved again.

Not slow. Not gentle.

Hard.

One savage thrust drove him deep, knocking the breath clean out of me.

“Oh—fuck!” The cry tore out of my throat, high and raw.

“Yeah, that’s it, you slut” He pulled back and slammed into me again. “Take it. Take all of it.”

My nails clawed at him. My back arched off the table. He pounded into me with ruthless precision, filling me to the brim, every punishing stroke forcing my pussy to yield, to mold around him like it had been made for this.

He’s too big. He’s too deep. He’s—

“Too much—” I gasped, tears sliding hot down my cheeks.

“Bullshit.” His hand shot up, fingers wrapping around my throat, not squeezing but holding me there, pinning me with his weight and his gaze. “You’re taking every inch like you were born for it. This is what you needed all along, isn’t it?”

I couldn’t answer.

His filthy words poured over me like gasoline onto a fire.

My brain was gone. My body was gone. All that existed was his relentless cock, his savage rhythm, my ruined cunt.

“Say it,” Andre demanded. “Say you’re my slut. Say this pussy belongs to me.”

“I—” My lips trembled. “I’m your slut.”

“And whose pussy is this?”

“Y-yours,” I choked out.

“Fucking right it is.”

He slammed into me harder, his cock driving so deep I felt it in my stomach, and a sob broke free of my throat.

“You think you’re so important,” Andre growled. “So much better than me, but look at you now, Miss High and Fucking Mighty with a million fucking followers, taking my big black cock like a perfect white cumdump. You’re nothing but a hole for me to fuck right now, aren’t you?”

“Yes!” His cock ripped the admission out of me.

“Say it.”

“I’m your hole! Fuck—your cumdump slut—use me—”

My next orgasm blindsided me.

One brutal thrust and I broke again, screaming as my pussy clenched around him, milking him for everything he had. “Yes—yes—oh God—”

“Fucking hell,” Andre said, slamming into me harder, faster, as I sobbed and writhed under him. “I’m going to fill you up. Every last drop. You want it, slut, don’t you? You want me to breed you, fill this tight little cunt.”

“Yes!” I screamed. “Please—do it—fill me—just fucking do it—”

“Fuck—take it—”

His pace faltered, his thrusts growing ragged and punishing, and then I felt it—God, I felt it. A sudden, brutal throb deep inside me as his cock swelled even thicker, the heat blooming sharp and molten against my already stretched walls. And then it hit.

The first pulse of cum—hot, thick, and obscene—flooded me in a heavy gush, so much it felt like my body couldn’t possibly hold it.

“Oh—oh fuck—” I gasped, my nails digging into his back as my pussy fluttered around him, trying to clamp down, to keep him buried while that molten rush poured into me.

And he didn’t stop.

Another pulse. Then another. Each spurt more forceful than the last, each one forcing me to feel just how deep, how completely he was claiming me. It was too much. The heat spread outward, coiling in my belly, leaking out around his thick shaft as if my pussy was too small, too tight to contain the torrent of him.

His hips ground hard against me like he wanted to push it even deeper, to make sure I felt every single drop.

And I did.

Every thick, hot surge branded me from the inside out, and I couldn’t stop shaking, couldn’t stop the helpless, humiliating sobs that ripped out of my chest.

He’s filling me. Pumping me full like I’m his personal cumdump. His. All his.

The wet, messy heat began to leak around his cock, running in slick streams down my ass and onto the bench beneath me. The thought sent another jolt of shame-soaked arousal through me, my body trembling violently as I realized just how thoroughly he’d fucked me.

There’s so much … too much … and I love it.

“That’s a good girlboss,” Andre growled, his cock still twitching deep inside as the last thick ropes of cum spilled out. “Your little white pussy was made to take my load.”

And in that moment, as my cunt throbbed around him, stretched and flooded, I knew he was right.

“Yes,” I sobbed, my voice wrecked. “It’s yours—fuck—it’s all yours.”

And Andre didn’t stop. His pace barely faltered. How was that possible?

“No—please—I can’t—” I begged.

“Yes, you can.” His hand shot to my throat, not squeezing, just holding me there, forcing me to meet his burning gaze. “You can and you will. You’re going to take every fucking inch until this greedy cunt of yours gives up.”

He drove in deep, bottoming out, and I screamed.

The stretch burned sharper now, the slide of his cock wetter, filthier with every thrust as his load mixed with my juices, dripping out of me in messy streams.

“You feel that?” Andre hissed. “That’s me breeding you. Stuffing you so full you’re leaking all over the table. Christ, you’re such a perfect little white cumdump.”

His pace quickened, brutal now, his hips slamming into mine so hard the table creaked beneath us.

“Say it,” he told me. “Say you’re my perfect little breeding slut.”

“I’m your breeding slut!” I shrieked.

The next orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave.

I convulsed under him, my pussy spasming wildly as I came hard around his cock, screaming incoherently.

“Fuck—yes—come on this cock,” Andre said, not slowing for even a second. “That’s it. Let me feel this whore’s cunt milking my cock dry.”

“Too much—” I sobbed, my nails raking across his back.

“Not enough,” he growled back and he shifted his angle, grinding deep, his cock hitting that devastating spot that had me seeing stars.

“Fuck—fuck—fuck—” I babbled, words dissolving into mindless noise.

“That’s it,” Andre said. “And now I’m going to fuck you dumb, you little bitch. You won’t even remember your own name when I’m done.”

I didn’t.

By the time the next orgasm ripped through me, my mouth had fallen open in a soundless scream, tears streaking hot down my face.

He fucked me through it mercilessly, his hips pounding me into the table, his cum and my slick juices smearing between my thighs as I trembled violently beneath him.

“Look at you,” he snarled. “You’re nothing but a cock-drunk little fucktoy now, aren’t you?”

“Yes—” I sobbed. “I’m your toy—fuck—I’m yours—”

When the next orgasm hit—sharp, fast, unbearable—I couldn’t even form words anymore. My body arched off the table, my legs locking tight around his hips as I came so hard I thought I might black out.

“That’s it,” Andre said, his pace finally slowing, though his cock stayed buried deep. “You’re cooked now. I’ve fucked every ounce of fight out of you, haven’t I, girlboss?”

I nodded weakly, drool slipping from the corner of my mouth.

“Well, good,” he told me. “Then come on, get dressed. I'm taking you home to meet my roommates.”
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