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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—Cheerleader

Used by the Running Back, Destroyed by the Coach.

Casey is a tiny white college cheerleader with a thing for size, for strength, for being manhandled. Tyrell is Number 22, the star running back.

When Tyrell gives Casey everything she wants—fast, rough, and uncaring in the locker room, leaving her destroyed, bent over the coach's desk—it’s Coach Riley himself who rescues Casey, stepping in to pick up the pieces of her.

He’s older. Decades older. Fifty-something, she thinks. Black as the ace of spades, built like a wall, and quiet as the eye of a hurricane. He doesn’t yell. Doesn’t panic. He just wraps her in his jacket, takes her home, and starts to clean her up.

But there’s heat in his hands. And when he starts tending to Casey's grazes and bruises, what begins as comfort becomes something else. Something Casey wasn’t ready for ... but craves.

This is Casey's first and second times with big Black men. Her first time with someone Coach's age. Her first time taking such a big black cock. And her first time being used until she breaks.

Until there is no going back.

Cheerleader (10,000 words) is a forbidden, interracial age-gap story of obsession, surrender, and the razor-thin line between shame and desire.

This is blacked filth at full volume—a brutal, breathtaking descent into size, shame, and age-gap domination. If you love interracial domination, size difference, older man/younger woman, and watching a white girl break, then this one is for you.

Molly Pike

July 2025


Cheerleader

The stadium lights burned overhead, bleaching the field in hot white and deep green as I bounced on my toes, pom-poms snapping in my fists. The crowd roared, a wall of sound crashing over us, and I grinned, sweat beading under my bangs as I kicked high, my red-and-white skirt flaring. “Let’s go, Wildcats—tear ‘em up!” I chanted along with the other girls. Our sneakers stomped the sideline in perfect sync. It was the fourth quarter, and we were up big—42-17, a rout, we were heading to the playoffs—and I couldn’t keep my eyes off the field, off the three of them.

Tyrell Carter was a damn force out there, all six-foot-three of him, his black skin gleaming under the lights as he broke through the line, ball tucked tight. He juked left, spun right—two defenders hit air—and he barreled into the end zone without even breaking stride. Touchdown. The crowd lost its mind. The stands erupted, and I whooped, shaking my poms high, my ponytail swinging as I jumped. God, he was a lot. Broad shoulders, thighs like stone pillars, and that slow, cocky swagger when he tossed the ball to the ref like, Yeah, I know. Number 22. Star running back. And every time he ran, my stomach did this little flip I couldn’t explain. Maybe it was the way he moved— smooth and brutal all at once, like he owned every inch of that turf.

I caught my breath, scanning the huddle as they reset. DeAndre Jackson, number 15, was out there too—our wide receiver, lean and fast, his dreads bouncing as he darted downfield earlier for a 30-yard catch. His grin flashed white against his dark skin when he scored, cocky and bright, and I’d felt my cheeks heat up watching him celebrate. Then there was Malik Washington, number 78, the left tackle—a mountain of a guy, all muscle and menace, his black shape towering over the line, shoving back defenders as if they were kids. I saw him once in the campus weight room lifting enough to make my knees weak.
All of them were huge. All of them were upperclassmen, same as me, and they all had something—Tyrell most of all—but the others had it too. That raw, electric charge. Like if you got too close, you’d burn up for sure.

The whistle blew, and I snapped back, leading the next cheer—“Defense, hold that line!”—my voice bright, my kicks sharp, though my eyes kept drifting. Tyrell jogged to the sideline, helmet off now, sweat dripping down his neck as he grabbed a water bottle. He tilted his head back to drink, throat working, and I swear I forgot the count for a second, fumbling the clap ‘til Jenny elbowed me. “Focus, Case,” she hissed, but I just grinned at her, brushing my bangs back. How was I supposed to focus when he was right there, chest heaving under his pads, that deep laugh cutting through the noise as he slapped DeAndre’s shoulder? His eyes flicked my way—brief, dark, piercing—and my breath caught, a shiver running down my spine despite the humid night air.

The clock ticked down, the score climbing—49-17 now—and I kept moving, twirling, shouting, my small frame bouncing with every step. Five-foot-one, barely a hundred pounds soaking wet, I was all energy, all spark—blonde ponytail, freckles dusting my nose, the kind of girl who grinned through anything. Cheer was my thing, had been since middle school, and I loved the rush—the crowd, the rhythm, the way it made me feel alive. But tonight, watching Tyrell and the guys dominate, something else stirred, something hotter, deeper. I’d always noticed them—how could I not?—but now it was different, sharper, like an itch just beneath my skin I didn’t know how to scratch. The final whistle blew, the team swarmed the field, and I cheered louder than anyone, my eyes locked on Tyrell as he jogged toward the locker room, wondering what it’d be like to get closer—to really see him. No pads. No helmet. Just him.

Just him. Yeah.

**

The stadium had emptied out, the roar of the crowd fading to a distant hum as I lingered near the locker room exit, pom-poms stuffed in my bag, my cheer skirt still clinging to my thighs. The night air was thick, humid, sticking my bangs to my forehead, but I didn’t care—I was waiting for Tyrell. The other girls had peeled off—talking pizza, sleepovers, and TikToks. I waved them all off with some bullshit about forgetting my phone. A lie. I wasn’t going anywhere. Not until I saw him again—really saw him. After he tore up the field like it was personal, I couldn’t just go home and scroll. I needed more.

Players trickled out, shoulder pads clanking, voices loud with plans—DeAndre shouting about a party on Greek Row, Malik grumbling he’d rather sleep, their laughs echoing off the concrete. I leaned against the wall, casual-like, nodding as they passed, my eyes flicking over their powerful bodies. DeAndre’s dreads swung as he tossed me a “Night, cheer girl,” and Malik’s deep grunt made me shiver a little, that massive tackle vibe still lingering in my head. Hot, sure, but not Tyrell—not number 22, the one I couldn’t shake. Minutes dragged, the stream of guys thinning, and still no sign of him. Where the hell was he?

I chewed my lip, sneakers scuffing the pavement, my pulse ticking up. Everyone else was gone—coaches, trainers, the last stragglers—and the locker room door stood cracked open, a sliver of light spilling out. Quiet now, just the drip of a shower somewhere inside. He had to be in there, right? Showering late, maybe, or just chilling like he owned the place. I could wait—as long as it took—or I could go in. My stomach flipped, a mix of nerves and that itch from earlier, sharper now, pulling me forward. Screw it. I’d sneak in, say congrats, see that smile up close. What’s the worst that could happen?

I slipped through the door, the air hitting me—warm, steamy, thick with the smell of sweat and soap. Lockers loomed on either side, red metal dented from years of wins, and my sneakers squeaked on the wet tile, too loud in the stillness. “Tyrell?” I called, voice small, bouncing off the walls. No answer—just that drip, steady, and then a low hum from the showers. My heart thudded, but I kept going, past the benches, my bag bumping my hip, until I rounded the corner and froze. There he was—Tyrell, alone, toweling off under the fluorescent buzz, his Black skin slick with water, muscles flexing as he rubbed his neck. Naked, unashamed, his cock hanging heavy between his thighs, thick even soft. My breath caught, loud enough he heard.

“Casey?” His voice rumbled, deep, amused, and he turned, dark eyes pinning me. He looked me up and down, one brow cocking like he already knew exactly what I was doing there. “What you doin’ in here, cheer girl? Don’t you know it’s dangerous?”

I opened my mouth—something dumb about the game, or my phone, or whatever—but it died before it hit air.

He stepped toward me. The towel slipped from his fingers. His cock swung, thickening before my eyes. “You want an initiation, don’t you?” he said, smiling.

My knees damn near buckled, but I nodded, slow, like I was hypnotized, and before I knew it, his hand was on my shoulder, warm and firm, and I was sinking down, knees hitting the tiles, the cold seeping through my socks, my hands reaching for him like they had a mind of their own.

Up close, it was insane—bigger than I’d imagined, thickening as I stared, my fingers trembling as I wrapped them around him. They didn’t meet, not even close, and I thought, No way—how am I supposed to …? But I wanted to—God, I wanted to impress him, to show I could handle it, handle him. I licked my lips, nervous, then stretched my mouth wide, jaw aching already as I took the head in. It was hot, salty, filling me fast, and I gagged, a wet choke as he slid deeper, my tongue flattening under his weight. Too big—fuck, too big, my brain screamed, but I pushed on, determined, my hands pumping what I couldn’t fit, spit slicking my palms as I bobbed, sloppy and desperate.

You can do this, I told myself, eyes watering, mascara stinging as it ran. He’s Tyrell—make it good. I sucked harder, cheeks hollowing, my throat tightening as he groaned—low and rough, a sound that lit me up. “Yeah, like that,” he muttered, hand fisting my ponytail, guiding me, and I whimpered, jaw burning and screaming, lips stretched taut, red and raw.

I wanted to take it all, take every goddamn inch, but I just couldn’t. I gagged again, hard, coughing as his cock hit the back of my throat. Spit poured down my chin. My hands flew, pumping him messy as I gasped, tongue working overtime, my whole body trembling from the effort. Keep going—don’t stop, I chanted in my head, shaking with the effort, my tongue swirling, frantic, tasting him—sweat, musk, power.

His hips twitched. A warning.

I thought I had time. I thought I was ready.

I wasn’t.

“Fuck—” he growled and came.

The first jet hit the back of my throat like a punch—thick and hot, flooding my mouth before I could swallow. I choked, sputtered, cum spilling out, and pulled back gasping just in time for the next spurt to hit my face. It splattered across my cheek, my nose, my lips, heavy and wet and endless.

Another burst—hot, sticky, landing on my neck, sliding down inside my top. Cum bubbled from my mouth. It dripped onto my thighs. Soaked the front of my uniform.

He finished and I sat there, wrecked.

Breathless.

Sticky.

Covered in him.

And he just stood there, grinning like he’d won another game.

I blinked up at him, mascara-stung eyes blurry, my ponytail a tangled mess where his hand had gripped it. “Good start, cheer girl,” he said.

Then he stepped closer, his shadow swallowing me whole, and grabbed my wrist like it belonged to him.

“C’mon,” he said, low and sure, tugging me to my feet.

My legs barely worked. I reached up instinctively to wipe my face—God, I must’ve looked destroyed—but I flailed, hands useless, smearing his cum everywhere, my face glazed in it.

He just kept moving, pulling me along like I was something weightless. Like I was his.

“Where…?” I mumbled, throat raw, cum bubbling in the corner of my mouth.

He didn’t answer. Just chuckled—deep, lazy, dangerous—and led me past the lockers, his grip unshakable.

He shoved open a side door.

Coach Riley’s office.

The smell hit first—sweat, coffee grounds, something burnt under fluorescent lights. The air was hotter here, still buzzing from the shower steam outside. My thoughts lagged behind, sloshed and scattered. What is he doing? Should I stop this? Yes, I fucking should. I can’t be in here. Coach knows my mom and my dad! They worship at the same church! But my body followed, pulled into Tyrell’s orbit like I didn’t have a say.

He let go of my wrist, moving his hand to my back, steering me forward.

I stumbled inside and the door clicked shut behind us. It sounded final. Like a judgment, or something.

The coach’s office was small—one desk, battered and cluttered. Papers, a cracked mug, a clipboard with a highlighter still wedged between its teeth. I saw the whistle. The playbooks.

Tyrell moved around the desk like he owned the whole damn team. Naked again. His towel was on the floor. Black skin gleaming, muscles tensing with each step he took. His cock—still heavy, still half-hard—bounced as he walked and my stomach flipped, remembering how it’d filled my mouth, how I hadn’t been able to take it all.

“Over here,” he said.

His voice was a hook through my stomach.

I swayed on shaky legs, every inch of me sticky and used. His cum clung to my skin, drying tight along my jaw, my throat, across the mottled mess of my cheer top. My thighs rubbed wet with every breath. My heart pounded and I felt so small next to him, six-foot-three of raw, black muscle and strength. His huge cock thickened again as he stepped towards me. He didn’t say a word, he just nodded at Coach Riley’s desk.

I didn’t think—I just obeyed. My sneakers squeaked as I stepped forward, like I knew I was walking into a trap but didn’t care. The desk edge hit my hips, and I froze.

Then his hand was there again, the small of my back, telling me what to do.

And so, I bent for him, palms splayed on Coach Riley’s desk.

He came up close behind me and I felt his cock prodding my ass.

“Tyrell—wait—” I gasped, voice cracking.

He didn’t.

My skirt flipped. Fingers yanked at my panties—ripped them. Loud. Fast. Cotton gone. I whimpered, legs scrambling, sneakers slipping on the linoleum as I tried to steady myself.

Then he was there. His cock—hot, swollen, pressing against my pussy.

My whole body seized. Panic flared. Too big. Too fucking big, my brain shrieked, same panic as before—but worse, because this time he was going inside me.

And I was soaked. Ready for him. Open wide, wet, and aching for him.

He pushed in. Just the tip.

I gasped. “Fuck—Tyrell—” My hands scrabbled at the desk

Tyrell didn’t stop. Another inch. Then more. My pussy stretched to accommodate him, trembling, straining. My nails scraped the desk. I tried to breathe.

“Take it all, cheer girl,” he said, all gravel and heat.

His hands clamped my hips. And he drove home.

Every fucking inch slammed deep into me, splitting me open, filling me until I could feel him in my fucking ribs. My legs gave out. My breath came in gasps, sobs, anything to survive. My pussy clenched, slick and panicked and greedy.

Then he moved.

No slow rhythm. No buildup.

Just Number 22, our star running back, fucking me like he hated me.

It was hard. And brutal. It was desk-creaking. Skin-slapping. My tits smashed flat against the desk, trapped under my soaked uniform, nipples grinding against rough wood. I screamed, ragged and cracked—“Yes—Tyrell—please!”—every thrust knocking the air out of me, every slam rocking me forward across Coach’s desk. My cheek grated against a laminated stat sheet. The coffee mug rolled, hit the floor, and shattered.

He yanked my ponytail. My legs kicked uselessly. He spanked my ass with his big hand and drool dripped from my mouth. Sweat blurred with his cum on my skin. Every thrust was harder and louder than the last—his hips brutal, relentless, his cock hitting deep and mean.

He was fucking ruining me, breaking me open.

And I wanted it.

I wanted it.

I was panting, crying, shaking, and I still pushed back into him, chasing that burn, needing to feel it—needed to be fucking destroyed.

Then he growled. A familiar sound. I knew what it meant. I felt him twitch.

One slam deep inside me. Two. And then he came.

His cock throbbed, huge and flexing inside me, and then the first burst shot so deep that I actually cried out and my whole body jolted. I wasn’t ready. There was no bracing for that.

The heat of it—thick, molten, flooding—punched straight into my belly. Like he’d unloaded into my spine. I gasped, legs shaking, arms slipping out from under me on the desk.

Another gush. Hotter. Heavier. And then another.

It kept coming. He kept coming. And it hurt so much, he was so fucking big. But still my cunt clenched hard around him, milking him, reacting to the flood, and I just sobbed into the desk, face sliding in my own sweat, drool, mascara tears.

“Oh fuck—fuck—Tyrell—” I slurred, voice shot. “It’s too much—”

But he didn’t stop. Spurt after spurt flooded me, the pressure building until it felt like my pussy couldn’t hold him or his cum anymore. I felt it dripping, leaking out around him even before he pulled out.

He stayed buried through every pulse. Like he wanted me to feel every drop.

And I did.

By the time he finally pulled back—slow, dragging, slick with our mess—I was ruined. Split open. Gaping. And his cum spilled out in a hot, slow rush. Thick and obscene, it ran down my thighs, over the backs of my knees, trickling into my socks.

I just stayed there, face down, bent over the desk, skirt bunched at my waist, top clinging to my tits, sweat and cum and everything else coating me like a second skin. Trembling, empty except for the mess he’d left inside me. And then I shuddered, a weak, quivering orgasm rippling through what was left of my body, my pussy spasming around nothing as his cum dripped out of me

Tyrell laughed. That same cocky, careless chuckle. The one he gave defenders when he left them flattened. “See ya, cheer girl.”

The office door clicked shut.

And I was alone.

Bent over the desk like a broken doll. Used. Wrecked. Shaking. Destroyed and alone.

**

I still hadn’t moved, when the door creaked open. My legs wouldn’t work. My arms were jelly. I just hung there over the desk—shirt damp, skirt bunched, Tyrell’s cum still leaking out of me in slow, humiliating drips.

“Casey?”

His voice cut through the haze—deep, familiar, rough-edged.

I jerked upright, groaning as my ponytail snagged under my elbow. My spine screamed. My face burned. Coach Riley stood in the doorway, all six-foot-whatever of him, broad shoulders, thick arms, graying at the temples. Fifties, probably. Black. Worn-in. Worn down. Still looked like he could bench a truck.

His clipboard slipped from his hand and hit the floor with a hard clatter.

His eyes scanned me—wide, shocked—and I knew what he saw. Knew exactly what I looked like.

Cheeks flushed. Mascara smeared. Lips red and swollen. Tyrell’s cum streaking my thighs, my top, my neck, my face. A wrecked cheerleader bent over his desk.

“Jesus, girl,” he muttered.

He stepped inside and shut the door. Fast.

His eyes didn’t crawl over me like Tyrell’s had. No hunger. Not even anger. Just… something else. Calculating. Quiet. Like he was mentally backing the tape up and trying to figure out what the hell had just gone down in his office.

He ran a hand over his jaw—rough stubble scraping—and exhaled slow.

“Who did this to you?”

My stomach twisted. Shame hit hot and fast, crawling under my skin. Tyrell’s cum was cooling now, drying sticky between my thighs. My voice was a scrape in my throat. “Tyrell,” I said.

And then, softer, sharper: “He didn’t do it to me. I wanted it.”

Coach’s brow creased. He shook his head, muttered, “That boy, I swear…” like it wasn’t the first time he’d said it. Then he moved—crossed the room in two strides—and yanked a jacket off the back of his chair.

“C’mon,” he said. “I’ll take you home. The cleaners will be here soon. They can’t see you like this.”

“Home?” I echoed, voice hoarse, pushing myself up slowly.

My hands slipped a little on the edge of the desk. My arms shook. Everything ached. I tried to cover my thighs, but there was no point. I looked down at myself—my ruined top, the damp red fabric clinging to my chest, the freckles on my skin peeking through streaks of drying cum.

“I—I can’t go home like this,” I whispered. “They’d freak. Coach, you know my dad. He’s a deacon. My mom’s—”

I couldn’t even finish. “And I can’t go back to the dorm. I can’t let them know.”

Coach’s eyes narrowed. He gave one sharp nod. Decision made. “Fine. My place, then. You can shower. Wash that uniform. Clean up and then decide—your parents or your dorm.”

He stepped up behind me and draped the jacket over my shoulders. It swallowed me—heavy, warm, leather and Old Spice—and I sagged under it. Grateful and humiliated.

He grabbed my bag. Didn’t ask if I could walk, just steadied my elbow and guided me through the locker room toward a back door.

My sneakers squished with every step, soaked with sweat and worse. Every stride felt like a punishment. My thighs stuck together. My cunt was still leaking. My head was spinning. Tyrell’s taste was still in the back of my throat.

Outside, the lot was empty. His beat-up Ford sat under the glow of one sad streetlight.

He opened the passenger door. I climbed in slowly, wincing as my skirt stuck to the seat. He slammed it shut, walked around, and got in. The engine growled to life.

We peeled out.

The stadium got smaller in the rearview.

For a while, neither of us spoke. It was just the road. The hum of tires. The tick of the blinker. My fingers twisted in the hem of his jacket. I wanted to disappear into the upholstery.

Then he cleared his throat. “Tyrell,” he said. Flat. Measured. “Did he treat you right?”

I blinked. Heat flared in my face, worse than before. I stared at the dashboard, throat tight, fingers digging into my lap. “No,” I said quietly. “Not really. He just… took. Didn’t care. About me.” Obviously. He just left me there.

Another silence.

I could feel Coach’s jaw shift. Could see his knuckles flex on the steering wheel. He didn’t look at me when he asked the next thing. “He make you come, at least?”

That question landed like a slap across my face. I blinked, caught off guard. I swallowed hard. My throat was still raw. My chest hurt. My whole body throbbed with aftershocks. I tried to lie. I really did.

But I couldn’t. “No,” I whispered. “Not really. Just… a little. On my own.”

He didn’t answer. Just made a sound—a low “Hmm,” like he was filing that away, like he’d expected it.

And then we drove.

Headlights carving through the dark.

His fingers tapping the wheel.

My cunt still dripping.

**

The car rolled to a stop outside Coach Riley’s house—a low, brick ranch with a flickering porch light and nothing but crickets for company. His neighborhood was quiet. Older. Like him.

My legs were still shaking as he cut the engine, his jacket heavy on my shoulders, sticking to the cum drying tacky on my chest.

He didn’t look over. Just grabbed my bag from the back and muttered, “In you go.”

I followed—legs shaky, skirt clinging to the mess between my thighs, the night air cool against my skin. His porch creaked. The front door opened into a house that smelled like wood polish, old leather, and something warm underneath—cigar smoke, maybe. The lights were low, the furniture neat. A man who lived alone and liked his quiet.

He led me straight through the kitchen into a narrow laundry room. Washer and dryer stacked, one bare bulb overhead, humming.

“Strip,” he said, setting my bag down. No pause. No preamble.

I stopped dead. My breath caught. “What did you say?”

He didn’t raise his voice. Didn’t repeat himself. Just looked at me—calm, steady, unreadable. “Casey, you’re a mess,” he said. “Your uniform’s trashed. Get it off. Wash it.”

The tone was flat. Practical. But weighted. Like he was measuring something.

My face burned. Tyrell’s cum still streaked my thighs. My bra stuck to my chest. My panties were nothing but torn cotton scraps. And I knew there was no out. No dignity to salvage. He’d already seen the worst of it. The worst of me.

So, I let the jacket fall.

My hands shook as I peeled off my top—slow, sticky, the fabric clinging to dried sweat and worse. My bra went next, damp and twisted. The skirt unzipped, then dropped. And finally, the panties—ripped clean through earlier, still soaking wet.

I was naked in seconds. Bare under the buzz of a single lightbulb, skin goosebumping, freckles standing out. I crossed my arms over my chest, instinctive, but it didn’t matter. I was too small. Too exposed. There was nowhere to hide.

Coach looked at me. Not leering. Not even curious. Just… taking it in. Taking me in. His eyes moved slowly across the bruises on my hips, the scrapes on my knees, the places where my thighs glistened after Tyrell had finished in me.

His jaw tightened. A twitch. That was it. “Rough night,” he muttered. Not a question.

He moved past me and opened the washer. “Toss it all in. Detergent’s there. Push start when you’re done.”

I did what he said. Naked. Shivering. A little dazed. My fingers fumbled the settings. I heard the chug of water start up behind me as he pointed down the hall. “Bath’s that way. Clawfoot tub. Take your time. Hot water will help. Hotter the better.”

I padded off, barefoot, cum still dripping faintly as I walked.

The bathroom was small. Tiled. Clean. That tub stood like something out of another time—porcelain, deep, with clawed feet and no lock on the door. Just a flimsy knob that wouldn’t stop anyone.

I hesitated. Then turned the tap.

I watched the tub fill. My mind somewhere else. Steam rose from the surface, and I stepped in fast, before I could talk myself out of it. The water was scorching at first, then soothing—my scrapes, my thighs, the throbbing ache deep inside me. My shoulders sank beneath the surface. The shame started to swirl with the water, softening, lessening.

Ten minutes passed. Fifteen. My head lolled back. Eyes half-shut. The scent of sweat, sex, and regret curling around me like mist.

Then the door opened.

I flinched. Water sloshed. My arms flew up, shielding my chest.

Coach Riley stepped inside, calm as ever, a stack of towels in one hand. “Relax,” he said. Like this wasn’t the first time he’d walked in on a girl my age soaking in his tub. He set the towels on the sink. Didn’t leave. Just leaned back against the counter, arms folded, watching me with those dark eyes. “All clean?” he asked.

My heart thundered. I nodded, barely.

“How’s cheer going?” he added, casual. Like we were chatting in the hallway.

I blinked. “Good,” I said. Small voice. “It’s… fun. Keeps me busy.”

He nodded. Then, without shifting tone: “Tyrell. That a regular thing?”

I froze. The bubbles weren’t even hiding me properly anymore. “No,” I said. “Just tonight. I don’t usually…”

He raised a brow.

And it came out. Before I could stop it. “I’ve got a thing for Black guys, okay?”

My face flushed. But he didn’t move. Didn’t react.

“Tyrell. DeAndre. Malik.” I kept going. “They’re just… more.”

He made a sound. Low. Noncommittal. Fingers tapping slowly on the edge of the sink. “More,” he repeated. “What’s that mean, Casey?”

The question was a blade slipping between my ribs.

He didn’t move. Didn’t blink. Just waited for an answer.

I looked away. My arms hugged my chest tighter. But his gaze didn’t let up.

And I broke. “I—I don’t know, exactly,” I stammered, staring at the faucet, my voice small but growing. “They’re just … bigger. Everywhere. Not just—” I gestured vaguely, my hand dipping under the water, cheeks flaming as I thought of Tyrell’s cock, thick and heavy, stretching me past breaking. “It’s how they move, you know? Like they own everything, the field, the room, me. Tyrell tonight… he just took me, didn’t ask, didn’t care if I could handle it, and I—” I stopped, breath hitching, my stomach flipping as I remembered his hands on my hips, his thrusts slamming me into the desk. “I couldn’t, but I wanted to. It’s like they’re too much, and I’m … not enough, but that’s what gets me.”

He didn’t say anything, just kept tapping that sink—tap, tap, tap—and I rushed on, voice trembling but louder now, the heat of the bath loosening my tongue. “DeAndre—he’s all speed and flash, that grin when he scores, like he knows he’s untouchable. Malik’s this wall, this force—I saw him lift once, and I couldn’t stop staring, how he just … dominates. And Tyrell—” I shivered, water rippling, my thighs clenching under the surface as his cum-soaked face flashed in my mind. “He’s the worst—or the best. He’s so big, so strong, And he makes me feel tiny. Well, you know, I am. Like, five-foot-one tiny, a hundred pounds tiny—and he makes me feel it. Every inch of him, it’s like he’s … more than I can handle, more than I’m supposed to want, but I do. I just can’t help it.”

My voice cracked, and I dared a glance at him—his jaw tight, eyes narrowed, but not mad, not laughing, just … listening, taking it in. I hugged myself harder, water sloshing, my freckles stark against my flushed skin, and kept going, quieter now. “Guys like me—white guys, small guys—they’re fine, but they’re not … that. They don’t fill me up, don’t break me, don’t make me feel like I’m losing myself. Tyrell did—he didn’t care about me, didn’t try to make me come, just used me, and I still—” I stopped, biting my lip again, the confession hanging heavy in the air, my body tingling despite the shame. “It’s messed up, I know, but that’s what ‘more’ is. Too much, and I want it anyway.”

Coach let out another “Hmm,” low and long, a slow rumble from deep in his chest like a truck idling. His arms crossed again—forearms thick, muscles twitching slightly under the faded cotton of his shirt, that gray hair at his temples catching the dim light.

“Tyrell’s a selfish bastard,” he said, the words flat, matter-of-fact. His eyes stayed locked on me. Steady. Heavy. “You like that part too?” he asked. “Him not giving a damn?”

I flinched like the words hit my skin like daggers. Water sloshed in the tub as I moved. I felt small, curled up and hiding in bubbles that had started to die out.

“Yeah,” I whispered. Barely audible. “I shouldn’t, but… yeah.”

The shame surged, hotter than the bathwater. I hugged my knees, my freckles standing out stark against my flushed skin. I waited—for judgment, for laughter, for the sad shake of the head.

But Coach just stood there, arms crossed, a mountain of a man in that small bathroom, his gray stubble catching the light. That same unreadable quiet. Then came the sound again. Another low Hmm, longer this time. It vibrated through me, in the air, in my bones.

And then he stepped closer.

I tensed—instinct, leftover fear. But he didn’t grab me—just reached out, his big hand ruffling my wet hair, fingers rough but warm as they mussed the blonde strands sticking to my scalp. “You’re OK, girl,” he said, voice low, slower now, softened like worn denim, like he was talking down a spooked kid on the roof of the gymnasium. His hand slid down, cupping my face—palm huge, calloused, swallowing my cheek—and tilted my head up, forcing me to meet his eyes. “Everything’s gonna be fine. You hear me?” His thumb brushed my skin, just once, firm but gentle, and my breath caught, a shiver running through me that wasn’t from the bath. His dark eyes held mine, steady, sure, and for a second, I believed him—felt small but safe, like he could fix me, fix this mess I’d made.

“I’ll be in the front room,” he said, turning away. “Gonna heat up some soup for you. No need to rush—take your time.”

He pulled the door shut behind him and I just sat there in water that had started to go tepid, hugging myself, breath shallow, heart loud.

His touch lingered. I pressed my own hand to my cheek, small where his had been huge.

“You’re okay,” he’d said.

I wanted to believe him.

Even with Tyrell’s cum still draining out of me.

**

I stepped out of the bathroom, the towel cinched tight around me—big, white, swallowing my five-foot-one frame, the hem brushing my knees. The hot water had done its job. Tyrell’s mess was gone. My skin was scrubbed pink. I felt better, lighter, the ache in my thighs and jaw dulled to a hum, and I caught a glimpse of myself in the hallway mirror—freckles sharp, cheeks flushed, damp blonde hair clinging to my shoulders in loose waves.

And I looked... kind of cute. Like a little girl trying on her dad’s shirt.

The thought made me grin, a flicker of my old spark creeping back as I padded barefoot into the front room, the hardwood cool and clean under my toes.

Coach Riley was at the stove, stirring something that smelled like heaven—tomato soup, rich and warm, steam curling up. He glanced over, his dark eyes flicking over me in the towel, and nodded toward the table. “Clothes are in the dryer—another twenty minutes or so,” he said, like this was normal—me half-naked in his house, him playing chef like this was the most normal Friday night ever.

“Sit. Soup’s ready.”

A bowl clinked onto the table in front of me. A spoon. A plate of crackers, buttered. My stomach groaned so loud it echoed in the quiet, and Coach chuckled—a deep, knowing rumble that landed hard in my chest.

I slid into the chair, towel tugging a little as I tucked it under me, still clinging to the edge.

The first bite hit my tongue—hot, tangy, perfect. I moaned. Literally moaned.

“God, this is good,” I mumbled, half-full, cracker crumbs catching on my lips. I ate like I hadn’t in days—fast, messy, my damp hair dripping onto the table as I leaned in. I scraped that bowl clean, practically licking it.

Coach watched from the counter, arms crossed, a faint grin tugging his gray-stubbled jaw, but he didn’t say anything—just let me eat, the clink of my spoon the only sound.

When I pushed the empty bowl back, licking my lips, he stepped over, holding a small jar—some kind of salve, thick and herbal-smelling. “For them scrapes,” he said, nodding at my knees, the bruises purpling on my hips where the towel gapped. “Guess my desk really did a number on you.” My face heated, the memory of Tyrell slamming me into it flashing sharp, but I just nodded, small, pulling the towel tighter. “I can do it,” I started, reaching for the jar, but he shook his head, firm, pulling it back.

“Nah, I’ll handle it,” he said, and before I could argue, he was crouching in front of me—big, broad, his knees cracking as he settled onto his haunches. His hand—huge, calloused, the one that’d cupped my face—took my calf, lifting my leg gently like I was made of glass.

His fingers dipped into the salve, and then he touched me, smearing it across the raw scrape on my knee, working it in with a firm rub. I winced at first, then sighed—the sting fading under the heat of his palm.

“Hold still,” he muttered, his head bowed in concentration.

And I did.

His fingers weren’t soft. They were rough. Practiced. Steady. His grip was sure, his touch unhurried, tracing the damage like it was a map he needed to memorize.

My breath caught.

He moved to the other knee. Then my elbow. My forearm. Anywhere Tyrell had left his signature in bruises and skin burn.

He never said a word and I just sat there, my heart thudding. His eyes stayed on his work, focused, but I couldn’t shake it—the way his hands dwarfed me, the quiet control in every rub, the heat of him so close. “Thanks,” I mumbled, voice soft, feeling cute again but different now—exposed, cared for, pinned beneath his touch. He didn’t look up, just grunted, “Mmhm,” and carried on.

The salve smelled like crushed leaves and pine. The dryer hummed somewhere behind us. And then his hands paused.

They hovered—warm and wide—just above my arm, where the last smear of ointment glistened on my skin.

He straightened a little, still crouched, still close, his big body shadowing the table. His dark eyes met mine. “Anywhere else?” he asked.

It was two questions.

The soup spoon clinked in my empty bowl as I shifted, heart banging behind my ribs. The towel slipped a fraction.

My hips. God, my hips. I could feel them throbbing still. Purple bruises flaring up under skin. Not tender like my knees—much deeper. An ache in the bone, in the meat of me. Where Tyrell had held me down, slammed me in, grunted into my ear as he came the second time. And it all came back—the bite of the desk, the heat of his load dripping down my thighs, the sound of the cracked mug hitting the floor.

I could’ve said no. Could’ve pulled the towel tighter. Waited for my clothes. But that heat was crawling again. Inside me. Back beneath my skin. That ache—hunger, guilt, craving—buzzed alive again. “My hips,” I said softly. “They’re sore.”

The words barely made it past my lips. My blush roared up, all the way to my ears.

He didn’t move. Didn’t say a thing. Just crouched there, letting it stretch out, letting the silence press down on me until I was vibrating with it.

My fingers twitched on the towel. Panic danced in my throat. Say something. Please say something.

But he didn’t. He just watched. And waited.

Patient. Unrelenting. Like he knew I’d cave.

And I did. I loosened my grip. The towel slipped. A breath later, it fell away completely, soft cotton puddling around my waist.

My small breasts peeked at him. My nipples pulled tight from the cold—or his gaze, I couldn’t tell anymore. My hips sat exposed, bruises high and purple against the pale skin, scrapes still red and tender where the desk had left its mark. And he saw it all.

I couldn’t look at him. Kept my eyes on the floor, damp hair hanging in my face like a curtain. But I felt his gaze. It crawled over me. Not fast. Not hungry. Just slow—like he was studying a blueprint. My blush deepened, bleeding down my chest, and I hugged my arms. Not to hide—what would be the point—but just to hold myself together. I felt small again, stupid-small, sitting there under the kitchen light, wet hair clinging to my shoulders, naked from the hips up, the towel pooling low.

He shifted, the creak of his knees loud in the quiet, and I heard the jar twist open again, the faint squelch of salve on his fingers. “Hold still,” he muttered, and his hand—big, warm, calloused—brushed my hip, gentle but firm, smearing the cool ointment over a bruise.

I gasped. Quiet. Barely a sound. The sting came sharply but faded fast beneath the heat of his palm. His fingers dragged across my skin—slower than before, heavier than they had to be. He didn’t ask for permission. Didn’t check if I was okay. Just kept going.

One hip, then the other. Touching every inch of me Tyrell had hurt.

The towel clung to the tops of my thighs, but my knees had slipped apart. I wasn’t thinking about it, I was feeling it. That low ache flaring hot again, spreading through me like fire licking dry grass.

His other hand joined in. The right one mirrored the left, easing across my skin like it belonged there. His thumbs brushed low, right along the edge of the towel’s hem. Higher. Steady. Mapping my bruises.

He didn’t rush—just kept going, his silence louder than words, the dryer’s hum a distant drone as the room shrank to just us—me, naked and trembling, and him, steady, in control, holding me in place.

I couldn’t move. Not with those big black hands on me. My breath came shallow and fast, chest rising in quick jerks. He was crouched right there—big, quiet, hulking—his presence folding around me like a blanket that burned.

He didn’t look up. But I felt him—six-foot-something, old enough to be my dad, maybe my grandfather, gray-stubbled and all carved out of iron, squatting only inches from my naked skin, the heat of his body bleeding into mine.

Then, finally, he spoke. “So,” he said, “this ‘thing’ you got for big Black guys—Tyrell, DeAndre, Malik—what’s it really about?”

His thumbs pressed just slightly harder. I gasped, hips twitching under his grip. “You said ‘more.’ Said they were ‘too much’?”

His hands didn’t stop—gentle, steady, one thumb brushing higher, grazing the soft skin just below my navel, and I bit my lip, hard, a flush of heat pooling low. “What’s it do to you, them being ‘too much’?”

My breath stuttered, his touch lighting me up, and I couldn’t hold it anymore. It tumbled out, all of it—a raw, breathless, confession spilling fast like it’d been waiting in my throat all night.

“It—it makes me feel alive,” I said, barely above a whisper. “Like I’m nothing next to them—but that’s the point. Tyrell, he—he fucked me over your desk, didn’t give a damn if I came, just used me…”

I sucked in a sharp breath as his fingers pressed in tighter—still careful, still tending—but right there at the edge now, the towel barely covering me, my hips squirming in the chair.

“I loved it, Coach,” I said. “Loved how he made me feel tiny, helpless. Like he could break me, and I’d thank him for it.”

My voice cracked. Shame, need, hunger—all bleeding together now.

“DeAndre, Malik—they’ve got it too. That size. That power. It’s like I need it. Need them to be more than me. To take it all. To just… take me.”

Coach didn’t move. His thumbs stayed pressed into the hollows of my hips, his heat bleeding into me, the salve forgotten. “Is that what you’re after, then?” he asked. “Getting broken? Used up?”

My chest heaved, my blush a full-body burn, my body quivering beneath his touch.

His eyes locked on mine. Dark. Still. Absolutely unreadable.

I nodded. No shame now. Just heat.

My lip trembled. My skin burned. “Yeah,” I whispered.

That one word hung in the air like smoke.

He didn’t answer. Didn’t blink. Just stared at me like he could see right through me. Then his hands moved.

They slid up—slow and unshakable—palms dragging across my ribs like he was mapping me, brushing over bruises, over freckles. My breath snagged in my throat. My chest lifted.

He moved like a man who already knew what was his. His big thumbs traced along the undersides of my breasts—not touching the nipples, not yet. But close. Close enough that they tightened hard, aching in the open air. My whole body went tight—back arched, legs clenched, skin flushed.

He was old—fifty-something, gray stubble roughing up his jaw, deep lines creasing his eyes. A big black wall of a man who’d been barking orders since before I was born. His hands dwarfed me, thick and weathered, veins snaking under dark skin, and I couldn’t shake the thought—he’s ancient, he’s a fucking relic.

But he didn’t feel like history. He felt inevitable. Like this was always where this night had been headed—me, naked and pink and breathless in the Coach’s kitchen, trembling under fingers older than my parents’ marriage.

And none of that stopped the heat flooding between my legs.

His age didn’t matter. It added weight. Authority. Gravity. Like he’d seen girls like me come and go, and although I was just another one, right now, I was the only fucking one.

His hands were still on me, big enough to cover both sides of my ribcage. His eyes never left mine.

I felt smaller than ever.

**

I should’ve cared that he was old enough to be my grandpa, but I didn’t. The idea lit me up.

My skin blazed wherever he touched. My ribs felt electric under his thumbs—especially when they drifted higher, brushing the soft swell of my breasts. I should’ve been scared. I should’ve felt wrong. But all I felt was alive.

He’s too old. A voice in my head screamed it, but it didn’t stop me. I wanted it and I leaned into it, lip caught in my teeth, thighs clenching, my pulse a fucking drumbeat.

I tilted my head back, letting my damp hair spill, and looked up at him through half-closed eyes—lids heavy, lashes fluttering, a smolder I’d practiced in mirrors. I may have been thirty years younger than him—more—but I wasn’t stupid, and I knew how it was done.

A soft moan slipped out—just a breathy little whimper I let him catch. His thumbs grazed higher, close now, teasing the underside of my breasts like he was dragging this out just to feel the effect.

My hips twitched. The towel clung to me like a secret.

And then he smiled. Crooked. Knowing. A flash of teeth against dark skin, his crow’s feet deepening around eyes that had seen decades of girls like me burn themselves up trying to earn that exact look.

His hands didn’t pause. They kept moving. Slow. Sure.

Palms dragging over my ribs like they were molded to fit. Thumbs brushing higher, closer, grazing my nipples now. They stiffened instantly, aching, my breath catching sharp as his hands completely swallowed me up.

He was a man. A grown-ass man. Not some college boy trying to prove something—he was done proving. And I felt it. All of it.

Then he said it. Just one word. “OK.” And that was it.

His grip clamped hard on my hips—firm, commanding—and before I could blink, I was airborne. He hauled me up like I was nothing, all hundred pounds of me tossed over his shoulder like a gym bag.

“Coach—” I yelped, startled.

He didn’t answer me. His arm locked around my thighs, pinning me to him, the towel unraveling midair and gone, fluttering behind us like it’d given up. I was naked now. Stark naked. Bouncing against his back, skin smacking hot against his shirt, his shoulder digging into my gut, my bruises flaring as he walked.

Fast. Unbothered. Focused.

The house blurred. The dryer’s hum vanished. The front room flew past

And then we were in his bedroom. Dark. Bare. A king-sized bed like a monument in the middle of it.

He threw me down.

I landed, sprawled and breathless, the mattress groaning as I bounced, limbs splayed, skin hot and tingling, swallowed by the sheets.

He stepped back, looming at the foot of the bed, and started undressing—slow, deliberate. His eyes never left me.

I scrambled to sit up, propped up on my elbows. My heart slammed, avid, hungry, watching him.

The shirt came first—buttons popping, fabric sliding off thick arms dusted in gray. His chest was wide, furred with hair, muscles flexing with every breath. Then the pants—belt clinking, zipper rasping—and they hit the floor, followed by his boxers.

And fuck me.

I froze. Eyes wide. Mouth open.

He was fucking huge—not just tall, not just big, but massive—his cock thick, heavy, swinging between his thighs, veins ridging it like a battering ram, making Tyrell’s look like a kid’s starter pack.

I couldn’t look away. I stared, heat flooding me, that itch in me roaring wild. He was fifty-something, old enough to be my granddad, but built like a goddamn tank—arms corded, thighs like pillars, every inch of him screaming power, years of it, worn hard and deep. My thighs clenched, my breath shallow, awe crashing over me—he’s too much, too old, too fucking huge—but I wanted it, wanted him to break me with that monstrous cock. Wanted him to destroy me—slow and deep and inevitable.

“Face down,” he said. “Ass up.”

And my brain snapped. He’s old. So fucking old. But my body obeyed.

I flipped over fast, cheek sinking into the mattress, hair a damp tangle around my face, and shoved my knees under me. Ass lifted, back arched, small and bare and offered.

I heard myself moan. Loud and raw and full of need.

This wasn’t roleplay. This was ritual. A broken little cheerleader giving herself up to a man who could’ve coached her father, who might’ve coached her fucking worthless bible-bashing hypocritical piece of shit father.

I froze in place. Hands gripping the sheets. My ass high, thighs trembling, pussy aching, leaking. That towel was long gone. My shame wasn’t.

He could’ve raised kids older than me. Could’ve had grandkids.

And here I was, presenting.

Not begging. Not resisting. Just… there. Presented. Offered. Like meat on a plate.

Shame burned low in my belly—deep and filthy—but it turned me on harder than anything ever had. That chasm between us, that decades-wide gap, made me feel tiny, disposable, fuckable.

He’d seen girls like me before, probably fucked them too, back when my mom was my age, and that thought burned, sharp and wrong, making me smaller, dirtier. Hungrier. My pulse raced, wild—I wanted it, wanted his old man hands on my tits and ass, wanted him to use me, just like Tyrell had done, but slower and deeper, with all his years of experience behind it.

He climbed onto the bed.

It groaned under him.

And I twitched. My bony little ass gave the tiniest sway, hips searching for him, needing that weight to settle on me. Over me. In me.

I moaned into the mattress again. He’s too old. He’s too much. But that was the point.

I pictured him in his prime, barking plays, before I was even a thought, and now here I was, just another little white slut, face-down, ass-up on his bed, begging him for it.

His hands took my hips—big, weathered, clamping down hard—and I yelped, a sharp sound muffled by the mattress as he yanked me back, lining me up.

And then he thrust. One long, slow, unrelenting push. Thicker than Tyrell. Bigger than any damn thing I’d ever dreamed about. My body split, fire streaking through me.

“F—fuck—Coach—” My voice cracked, ragged, teeth sinking into the sheets as he buried himself inside me.

Every inch. Every fucking inch. Until my ass smacked flush against him.

And still, he didn’t stop.

He fucked me. Measured. Controlled. Massive.

And I came—hard. Too fast, too loud, too fucking much. My pussy clamped down like it was trying to push him out, or maybe keep him in, torn between panic and hunger. My body spasmed, locking up like a live wire, as that thick old cock split me wide, stretched me way past stretched, pain and pleasure tangled so tight I couldn’t tell which was which.

I screamed—high, broken, filthy—sounding like someone I didn’t know. Some girl getting ruined. And that’s what it was. I wasn’t just coming—I was breaking for him.

Coach didn’t even pause. Didn’t slow. His hands just tightened on my hips, anchoring me like a ragdoll while he kept hammering in, cock buried to the root, like my screaming orgasm was only background noise. Like I was nothing but a wet, tight hole getting taught a lesson about life.

My thoughts shattered—He’s old enough to be my grandfather. He’s too fucking big. That big black cock, that thing inside me, that was all of him—decades of size and power and calm control, pounding through me like I wasn’t even resisting. And I wasn’t. I couldn’t. I was soaking the sheets, gushing around him, my tiny white body no match for what he was giving me.

“Fuck—fuuuck—” I sobbed, no control left, tears smearing down my cheeks. It hurt, God, it hurt—but it was perfect. A holy kind of pain. Like something sacred cracking open. I could feel my insides rearranging themselves around his fucking cock.

That first orgasm didn’t end—it just bled into the next. A second wave crashed before I could breathe, slamming into me, rolling up from deep in my belly like I was being torn apart and remade. My body convulsed, twitching, choking on sobs, sweat and shame and bliss mixing in a brutal cocktail as he kept going, relentless. Not saying a word. Not giving me time to come down.

And I loved it.

Jesus, I loved it.

I was just a toy. A fuckhole. Just some reckless college girl who’d mouthed off once too often and bent over the wrong desk.

And I begged for more. “Please—God—more—”

My voice was hoarse. My ass was bouncing back, catching every inch like my body was starving for it. And then, still deep inside me, Coach flipped me, and I flopped onto my back, legs wide, body wrecked. Bruised and smeared with sweat and sex.

He loomed over me—naked, massive, cock still buried deep—his chest rising steady, gray stubble dark with sweat, his eyes burning down into mine.

My chest heaved, tears streaking my flushed face, my freckles stark as I stared up—his gray hair glinting, his dark eyes steady, burning, a fifty-something giant who’d fucked me past oblivion. “Oh, fuck—” I whimpered, small and shattered, my pussy throbbing, slick with cum—mine, maybe his—and he held there, poised, his size still splitting me, his control unbroken, ready to take me again.

His hands—big, weathered, iron—grabbed my ankles, yanking my legs up high, spreading me wider, my bruised hips tilting off the mattress.

And then, he thrust again—hard and deep, his cock slamming into me, a massive, unyielding force that rearranged my fucking insides. And I screamed again, voice cracking.

My legs dangled in his grip, toes curling as he held me open, fucking me like he owned my soul. The bed rocked, springs groaning. My legs jerked. His hips were a piston, steady, controlled, endless, and I felt him deep inside me, hitting places that had never been touched before, driving into me like his cock was a battering ram and my pussy was the fucking gates to heaven or somewhere.

My bones buckled under his onslaught. He was carving me out, breaking me into something new, my insides a mess of ruin and heat. “Oh, fuck—please—”

He didn’t stop. Didn’t speak. Just stared down at me with those dark eyes and pounded me.

I came again. And again. My body lit up like it’d been wired to explode—orgasms piling on top of each other, my cunt soaked, gushing, clenching around him like I could wring the years between us out of his cock. “Coach—please—”

I was sobbing now. Arms limp. Head thrown back. My freckles washed out by the heat blazing under my skin. What was I asking him for? I didn’t even know. Mercy? More?

He held me splayed wide, my legs dangling, my cunt stretched open for him, a mess of juices and ache. The bed creaked, the air thick with sweat, and I gave up everything. Shame. Control. Thought.

He was breaking me.

Not just my body—my sense of self. My youth meant nothing. His decades swallowed it whole. I was just some cheerleader in his bed, and that thought turned me on so hard I could’ve screamed again.

And I did. “Don’t stop—fuck—don’t stop—”

It tore from me like a prayer.

And then he did. He stopped. The motherfucker stopped.

He pulled out and I gasped, a needy whimper spilling from my throat as I collapsed, legs falling limp. My insides just emptied, open and raw.

I blinked up, dazed, tears streaking my flushed cheeks, my lips parted, breath caught somewhere between a sob and a moan. My vision swam, and there he was—Coach—towering above me, hand wrapped tight around that thick, gleaming cock, the same cock that had broken me in half and left my pussy gaping, leaking, and twitching.

His chest heaved—huge, dark, sweat-slicked, muscles flexing as he stroked himself hard and fast, veins thick under his fist. His face was tight, jaw locked, eyes on me—and only on me—watching my wrecked little body sprawled in his bed, bruised and ruined, waiting to take his load.

“Look up,” he growled—low, sharp, a command like gravel down my spine—and I obeyed without thinking, face tilting, lips parting, eyes wide and wet and begging.

And then he came.

Fuck.

I was going to need another bath.

The first spurt hit my chin—hot, heavy, thick like paint—then the next splashed across my cheek, smearing up into my lashes. I gasped, eyes fluttering as another blast caught me right in the mouth, some hitting my tongue, the rest painting my lips, dribbling down my throat. It was endless—he was endless—rope after rope of heat streaking across my face, my neck, my tits. I couldn’t breathe—I didn’t want to—just kept my mouth open, trying to catch it all, trying to drink him, desperate to take at least some of it inside.

“Fuckin’ hell,” he groaned, his hand working faster, his cock twitching, flaring with every shot. His cum splashed my tits, trickled across my nipples, pooled in the hollow between my tiny breasts.

I whimpered—high and helpless—my face a dripping mess, cum sliding down my nose, chin, cheeks, slicking my hair to my skin. It was everywhere. It was in my mouth, salty and thick, and I swallowed what I could, licking at my lips, hungry for more, greedy for it, like some desperate little whore begging her pimp for a taste of his approval.

He grunted again, one final pulse jerking from his cock, spurting onto my throat, thick and slow, sliding down to join the rest that coated my chest like war paint.

And then, it was done. And he just stood there, looming over, cock still twitching, breathing hard, sweat shining on his skin. I couldn’t stop staring. I couldn’t fucking move. My hands were fisted in the sheets, my legs still wide open, pussy wrecked and weeping, but my face—my face—was the real ruin now. Painted. Drenched. Humiliated.

I blinked up at him through lashes clumped with cum, lips parted, tongue flicking out to catch whatever it could.

He stared down at me, calm and solid, breathing easily, and then he said it. Cool as hell. Like he hadn’t just fucked me to pieces. Like he hadn’t just painted me in cum.

“Go fetch me a beer from the fridge.”
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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 falls apart. Their neat little lives. Their marriages. Everything.

Discover First Time Blacked at Amazon

Hollywood Humiliation

A filthy, explicit erotica series following ambitious starlets as they face casting couches, public exposure, degrading auditions, and the kind of submission that leaves them trembling—and addicted.

Discover Hollywood Humiliation at Amazon

DC Disgrace

Young, driven women arrive in DC, beautiful, brilliant, and determined to succeed, eager to prove themselves—in government, in lobbying, in the investment banks. The first lesson they learn is to surrender everything.

Discover DC Disgrace at Amazon

Doing Deals

From Manhattan penthouses to Hollywood Hills mansions and superyachts on the open sea, these women are never afraid to go all in, because every success comes with a gasp-inducing commission and sometimes, the only way to the top is on your knees.

Discover Doing Deals at Amazon.

Yachties

Welcome aboard the superyacht Cyrene, where the champagne flows, the tips are fat, and every free-use stewardess understands the rules—serve without limits, submit without question, and surrender completely.

Discover Yachties at Amazon.

Makkuro Neon

Welcome to Great Nihongo Necroplex—Cyberpunk Erotica with a Filthy Edge.

Discover Makkuro Neon at Amazon.

Hot Holidays

Hannah is the kind of hotwife every man dreams about. And Paul is the kind of husband who loves to watch her with them ... Slutwife adventures for the holidays

Discover Hot Holidays at Amazon.

Inheritance Island

Surrounded by murderous traitors hiding in plain sight and faithful heirs who will do anything to survive, how can you know who to trust?

Welcome to Inheritance Island—Come for the million dollars. Stay for the thrills and kills.

Discover Inheritance Island at Amazon

Gold Medal Diaries

Welcome to the Olympic Village, where the world's elite athletes are free to explore their deepest, most forbidden taboos.

What happens in the Village has always stayed in the Village. That’s about to change ...

Discover Gold Medal Diaries at Amazon

Standalone Stories

Falling Star

The President, His Brother, and the Movie Star

She was America’s sweetheart. Now, she’s nothing at all.

Discover Falling Star at Amazon
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