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

She thought she was there to teach. Turns out, Helen had a lot to learn.
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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—Substitute

She thought she was there to teach. Turns out, Helen had a lot to learn.

Helen Ryder is twenty-six, married, and failing fast as a substitute English teacher in a tough inner-city school. Her students don’t respect her. Her coworkers don't give a damn. And her husband hasn’t done anything for her in months.

Enter Stephen Briggs—older, bigger, Black, and in complete control of everything Helen can’t deal with. A fellow English teacher and a football coach, Stephen sees right through her polite desperation and offers to mentor her—after hours.

Helen agrees, and soon learns that her education begins on her knees.

Substitute (10,000 words) is urban filth in full bloom—a provocative story of obedience training dressed as mentoring—a filthy, slow-burn descent into age-gap domination, interracial authority, and a young white teacher's first taste of submission. This is mentor-and-protégé heat twisted into something far darker, rawer, and impossible to put down.

This is control laid bare—dirty, taboo, and addictive as sin. If you love older men, power dynamics, teacher kink, rough throat training, and the sweet collapse of a married white woman learning to obey, this one delivers every filthy inch. And there's a twist in the tale.

Molly Pike

August 2025


Substitute

The classroom was silent—finally. Helen sat alone at her desk, the overhead fluorescents buzzing faintly, casting everything in that godawful shade of late-school-day gray.

She hadn’t moved since the final bell. She couldn’t. Her hand hovered over her lesson planner like she might still salvage the day that had just ended. But it was blank. She’d never even opened it.

One of the kids, as they were leaving, pouring out through the door, had called her “a useless white bitch” underneath their breath—loud enough to be heard but just shy of what her year principal would call “actionable.”

Her phone sat face-up beside her cold coffee. It buzzed once.

Jared: Don’t let it get to you. Just hang in there.

Helen stared at the screen. Her thumb hovered. She didn’t reply. It wasn’t that her husband didn’t care. He did. Sort of, anyway. In the same way someone might care about a houseplant—they watered it occasionally and expected it to thrive regardless.

She stood slowly, her thighs aching, from the tension. The kids at this school were relentless. Not all of them. But enough. Enough to make her feel every inch of the gulf between them. Young, white, soft-voiced—fresh meat. The substitute.

Her heels clicked softly as she walked to the back of the room and pulled the shade. Then the door. Locked it. Just a habit. She needed space. Quiet. Air.

She slumped into the chair behind her desk and opened the browser on her phone. Not to reply to Jared. Not to check email. And not to tweak the stupid PowerPoint she’d abandoned twice.

Two tabs over from Pinterest she found the dark hole she kept falling into.

It was called Pornhub.

Helen hesitated. Her thumb paused above the thumbnail. A pretty blonde girl. Four black gangstas. One of them gripping her jaw so tightly that her mouth gaped wide, her cheeks streaked in spit. Four of them. Black. Big. Brutal. It was the kind of video she pretended to scroll past—until she didn’t. The little blonde was going to get gangbanged by gangbangers.

She tapped the thumbnail.

No headphones. Just the volume turned all the way down and the door locked tight. The screen flared to life. The woman on her knees looked like her. Not exactly. But enough. Pale, petite, pink lips stretched around something enormous. Hands in her hair. A voice—low and commanding—mouthed something like open wide, little bitch.

Helen’s legs pressed together instinctively.

She shouldn’t.

She wasn’t that kind of woman. Not anymore. She was a mom. A wife. A teacher. Ms. Ryder, for fuck’s sake.

But the heat hit her anyway.

And her hand slipped beneath the waistband of her slacks.

It wasn’t just the video. It was the whole damn day. The way Levi had sneered when she stumbled through roll call. The way her students rolled their eyes. The laughter when someone dropped a "Try-Hard Bitch” under their breath.

The way Stephen had walked into her classroom and—without a word—snapped the tension in half just by standing in the doorway.

She’d wanted to cry. She still did.

Instead, her fingers found slick warmth and the ache between her thighs pulsed.

The woman on the screen was being face-fucked now. Gagging. Ruined.

Helen’s breath caught.

Her back arched slightly, one hand gripping the edge of the desk, the other moving in slow, quiet circles between her legs. Her thighs trembled. Her breath came in little, stuttering gasps.

She imagined herself on her knees in the teachers’ parking lot. Her badge still clipped to her blouse. Her wedding ring glinting in the dusty light as one of the gangbangers wrapped a big, dark hand around the back of her neck and said, “You wanna teach here? In our territory? You start by paying your tax. By learning how to shut the fuck up and take my big black cock.”

That did it.

Her orgasm hit fast, sharp, mean. Her mouth opened in a soundless cry. She curled over the desk like her body couldn’t hold it, thighs clenching, heart pounding, pussy fluttering around her fingers in wet, shameful pulses.

When it was over, she just sat there. Sticky. Shaking. Empty.

And it wasn’t enough.

Not even close.

She opened her eyes, stared at her classroom. Her own desk. Her own name scrawled on the whiteboard in purple Expo marker.

Ms. Ryder, Room 314

Helen’s breath shuddered. She was the long-term sub. Here till the end of the year. She straightened her blouse and tucked it back into her slacks. And cleared her browser history—except for one tab.

Stephen had offered to coach her after school tomorrow evening.

And God help her, she was going to say yes.

**

The drive from school to the suburbs only took twenty minutes, but it always felt longer. Like some kind of psychological decompression chamber. She’d exit the freeway surrounded by fast food joints, gas stations, busted-up sidewalks, then turn past the Trader Joe’s and suddenly everything was mulch beds and dog-walkers and dads in Sketchers jogging with strollers.

Helen kept both hands on the wheel. Her fingers still smelled faintly like her.

She rolled down the window.

The sun was starting to sink behind the rows of identical rooftops. That perfect golden-hour haze blanketed the street, making even the neighborhood mailboxes look like stock-photo Americana. Her car turned onto her block like it belonged there. Like she belonged there.

Her chest was still tight.

The house stood proud in its vinyl-sided sameness. Pale blue. White trim. A wreath on the door that said "Hello, Fall!" in faux-rustic script. She’d made it at a PTA craft night. That felt like a hundred years ago.

She pressed the button set into the ceiling of her car. The garage door rumbled open. Jared was already home. His Lexus was taking up too much space for her to be confident about parking her Corolla in there. She stopped on the driveway instead, cut the engine, sat with the silence, and braced herself.

She stepped in through the mudroom to find her husband at the kitchen counter with a protein shake in one hand and his AirPods still in.

“Hey,” he said, eyes on his phone. “How was it?”

She forced a smile. “Same.”

“Need a drink?”

She shook her head. “Where’s Gracie?”

“Upstairs. Tablet time.”

Of course it was.

Helen slid her heels off by the door, the tile cool under her aching feet. She crossed the room and poured herself a glass of water—not wine. Not yet. That would come later, after bedtime. After Jared was snoring beside her like a man without a wife.

He hadn’t looked at her once. Her blouse was still rumpled. Her mascara was a mess. Her thighs still felt sticky beneath her slacks. And he hadn’t looked.

“How was work?” she asked out of habit.

“Busy. Conference call went long. We’re getting that new client onboarded finally though. You know, the one I told you about.”

She nodded. No idea who he meant.

His voice faded as he walked into the living room. SportsCenter played at a low murmur from the mounted TV. He flopped onto the couch without another word, legs spread, shake in hand, phone in the other.

The man had two hands and neither of them had touched her in days.

Weeks?

Helen padded upstairs.

Gracie was curled in the corner of her room, little legs crossed, completely lost in some animated nightmare of talking animals and high-pitched theme music. Her stuffed bunny—Archie—was clutched tight in one arm. Helen stood in the doorway and just watched her for a minute.

Three years old. Already obsessed with screen time and pouches of fruit-flavored sludge.

Helen’s chest ached. “Hey, bug,” she said softly. “Time to come down soon, okay?”

Grace looked up, blinked once, and nodded. “You smell like crayons.”

Helen laughed, caught off guard. “Yeah,” she whispered. “I guess I do.”

She closed the door gently and headed to the bedroom to change. The slacks hit the floor with a whisper. The panties followed. She stood in front of the mirror, bare from the waist down, and looked at herself like she was a stranger.

There. At the top of her thigh. A faint smear. Slick, barely dry.

Her face flushed and she wiped it away with a tissue and pulled on yoga pants. A hoodie. Something safe. Something suburban.

Downstairs, Jared asked if she wanted to order in. She said sure. Gracie picked noodles. Jared picked Thai. Helen didn’t care.

She sat on the couch beside him while they ate off paper plates, Gracie watching cartoons on the iPad with chopsticks in her little hand like a future bento-box influencer.

Jared leaned toward her during a commercial and kissed her cheek.

“You’re doing great, babe,” he said, and gave her thigh a pat.

It turned into something more.

Helen blinked when she realized that he hadn’t taken his hand away. The weight of his palm lingered just above her knee, warm and steady. Not urgent. Not demanding. Just there, like it belonged. His thumb stroked a little arc through the soft cotton of her yoga pants, barely noticeable unless you were waiting for it.

Which she was.

She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye. Jared was still watching the TV. Still taking sips from the glass of Pinot he claimed didn’t count as drinking because he’d read somewhere red wine was “good for heart health.”

And yet—his hand. Still there.

A slow stroke. Then another. His pinky traced the edge of the seam like it meant something.

Helen cleared her throat. “What?”

He shrugged. Didn’t look at her. “Just saying. You’re doing good. With school. With Grace. All of it.”

“Okay …”

“Thinking we could turn in early tonight.” He sipped again. “Get some sleep.”

Sleep.

Right.

She knew what he meant. Jared didn’t ever “turn in early” just to snooze. The last time they had sex was … what? A month ago? It had been quick. Quiet. No foreplay. No afterglow. He’d kissed her shoulder and rolled off, muttering something about a busy morning.

She hadn’t even come.

She still remembered lying there afterward, watching the ceiling like it might offer feedback. Definitely not applause.

Tonight, though? She had no idea why he was suddenly reaching for her. Maybe he felt guilty. Maybe Grace had said something cute that made him think of when they first met. Maybe he’d seen her in the kitchen earlier and realized she was still a woman under all that under-eye concealer and preschool slime.

Or maybe something had happened at work. Something to leave him in need. Maybe a new hot receptionist?

Or maybe it was only muscle memory and routine. A married man doing what he thought he was supposed to do.

And Helen couldn’t think of a good reason to say no.

So, she smiled—faint, uncertain—and said, “Sure. Yeah. Okay.”

His fingers squeezed lightly at her thigh. “Cool.”

They finished eating in silence. Gracie, bless her, polished off her noodles and let herself be herded into her bedtime routine with the robotic compliance of a child who knew what resistance earned her: threats of no tablet tomorrow. She brushed her teeth. Climbed into bed. Helen kissed her cheek and tucked the bunny under her arm.

“Night, Mama.”

“Night, bug.”

When Helen entered the bedroom, Jared was already in bed, boxers on, arms behind his head like he was waiting for a fucking foot rub.

She changed in the bathroom. Brushed her teeth. Washed the day off her face, watching herself in the mirror like a character she hadn’t figured out yet.

Her panties were still damp.

Her thighs ached.

And for a second—a single, sharp second—she thought about not going back out.

But she did.

She slid under the covers, back stiff, skin prickling.

Jared rolled toward her. Kissed her again. This time on the lips.

He tasted like wine and toothpaste.

“C’mere,” he murmured, hand already sliding under the hem of her shirt, fingers skating along her ribs.

Helen didn’t answer. She shifted automatically, rolled slightly toward him—her body moving like it had memorized the sequence even if her brain hadn’t agreed to run it. Jared’s hand flattened over her stomach, warm but tentative, like he wasn’t sure if this was allowed. Like he was checking the temperature before slipping into a too-cold pool.

His mouth brushed hers. Just a press. Lips dry. No tongue. No breath.

He moved his hand up to her breast and cupped it, thumb grazing her nipple like he was skimming a catalog, not touching his wife.

Helen stared at the ceiling, eyes open. Her arms stayed at her sides.

He gave her breast a slow, soft squeeze, then pinched the nipple between two fingers—gentle, almost hesitant.

Helen didn’t moan. She didn’t even breathe. She just let him do it.

He kissed her again. A little lower now, near her collarbone. Then further. His lips were warm. His beard rough. The scratch of it against her skin made her blink, but she didn’t move. He liked to go slow. She used to like that. Now it felt like dragging a dull knife across a locked door.

His fingers moved down, to her waistband. Paused.

She lifted her hips.

He pulled the yoga pants down with both hands, underwear tangled in the fabric. She clenched instinctively. She could still feel the dried tackiness of earlier—what she hadn’t wiped away. Her own mess. Her own filthy little secret soaked into the gusset of her panties and now, God, now he was touching her.

Jared's hand slid between her legs. His fingers pressed against her pussy. One stroked lightly up her slit, parting her folds. He made a sound. Approval? Surprise? “Oh, you’re wet,” he murmured, a little smug.

Helen closed her eyes. She didn’t say, Yeah, I was wet in my classroom, thinking about being fucked raw by four gangbangers.

She just nodded, a single stiff movement.

Jared rolled over her, settling between her legs. His boxers were already shoved down. She could feel him—soft at first, then stiffening. She didn’t reach for him. Didn’t guide him. He didn’t need it. He knew the way. He always had.

He lined up and pressed in.

Helen winced. Not from pain. It didn’t hurt. But from absence, from the space he didn’t fill.

He bottomed out in one smooth thrust, hips pressing against hers, chest hovering above her. He was breathing hard already. She wasn’t.

His cock twitched inside her. Not thick. Not long. Just there. Just enough.

She felt nothing. Her body accepted him the way a sink drain takes warm water—without resistance, without reaction, without meaning.

He started to move. Slow. Shallow. Rhythmic.

His hips rolled gently, like he was following some internal metronome. His breath hitched when her body clenched, but it wasn’t for him. It was reflex. Imagination.

Jared kissed her neck again. “Mmm, baby,” he breathed.

She bit the inside of her cheek.

He picked up the pace. Slightly. Just enough to make the headboard creak. His fingers found her breast again, squeezed it in a way that felt practiced and imprecise. She could tell he was trying. Could feel him concentrating. Probably proud of himself for initiating sex.

Helen didn’t moan. She couldn’t bring herself to fake anything.

She didn’t move to help. She just laid there. Open and still.

And in her head, she was back in the parking lot. Her cheek pressed to the hood of her car. One of those gangbangers behind her. One hand gripping her hip, the other muffling her mouth while his cock split her in two and she came so hard she shook her earrings off.

Jared gasped. His rhythm stuttered. He was close.

He whispered, “God, I missed this,” like they hadn’t been sleeping beside each other every night, like she hadn’t been available the whole time, just invisible.

She didn’t reply. She felt his cock throb. His whole body tensed.

He came with a soft grunt, barely a noise, like a man finishing a workout. Two more shallow thrusts. Then stillness.

He stayed there, inside her, catching his breath.

Helen blinked. Her pussy still ached.

Jared rolled off, kissed her shoulder again. “Love you,” he said into her skin.

She nodded, eyes still on the ceiling, and when his breathing evened out into sleep, she turned away.

One hand between her thighs. Still hungry. Still thinking of someone else.

Jared snored softly beside her. One arm flung across the mattress like a claim. His breath puffed against her shoulder in quiet, even bursts. His cum was already drying inside her. She could feel it—warm at first, now just sticky. Unwanted.

Helen lay still. Eyes open. Staring. The ceiling fan turned above them in slow, deliberate circles. The room smelled faintly of wine, sleep, and the vanilla lotion Jared always said he liked. She’d put it on out of habit. Out of hope, maybe. And now she hated the scent of it clinging to her.

Her thighs stayed pressed together around her hand.

She could feel it—the ache. The throb that hadn’t gone anywhere. That gentle, hollow buzz that whispered unfinished across every nerve ending.

She rolled onto her side, away from him. Pulled the comforter up to her shoulders like it could hide what she was about to do.

Her hand moved as her thighs eased apart. Two fingers brushed against her slit. The wetness there had nothing to do with Jared and what he’d given her, and everything to do with what he hadn’t done.

Helen closed her eyes and there it was again. That video. That blonde woman on her knees, mascara running, mouth stretched wide around a cock too thick to manage. A Black hand gripping her hair. Another cock in her fist. A voice growling, “Open that fucking mouth, slut.”

Helen’s fingers pressed against her clit. Gently at first. Circling. Teasing. She barely breathed.

The comforter muffled the tiny gasp that escaped her lips.

She moved slower. Deeper. Her middle finger dipped just inside, feeling the mess Jared had left there and how warm it still was. Feeling how much wetter she already was. Her body was giving itself away.

She imagined herself again—not in the video, not on her bed—but back in that parking lot.

Bent over her car.

Skirt bunched at her hips. Panties shoved to one side. The gangbanger behind her. His hand wrapped tight around her throat—not choking her, just holding her. His cock so big her tight little pussy could barely take it at all.

Helen bit her lip.

She couldn’t make a sound.

Not with Jared beside her. Not with Grace down the hall.

But her body was boiling.

She moved faster now. Two fingers working in tight, urgent circles over her clit, her hips twitching under the blankets, thighs clenched, her whole body on edge. That fire again—low and mean—burning through her belly.

In her head, she wasn’t Mrs. Ryder. She wasn’t Mom. She wasn’t even Helen. She was just a hole. Just a whimpering little slut bent over a car with a stranger’s cum on her thighs.

Her orgasm hit so hard she nearly cried out. Instead, she bit into her forearm.

It was a silent, wet explosion. Her spine bowed. Her jaw clenched.

She came hard and fast and quiet as the grave, two fingers pressed deep into her aching cunt while the other hand curled tight around the sheets, her eyes wide and staring and glassy.

When it passed, she collapsed back onto the mattress.

Still trembling.

Still soaked.

Still empty.

The sound of Jared’s breathing filled the silence again. Steady. Clueless.

Helen stared into the dark. Her heart felt like a bruise. Why had she married him?

She tried to remember. Had it been love? Ambition? Or had he just been safe?

He’d been stable. Predictable. Kind. Yeah, he’d made sense.

And now they had a daughter. A mortgage. A bedtime routine.

Something a lot of people would describe as a life. One she could never leave. Not without tearing Gracie’s life in half.

Helen swallowed hard. Her fingers still sticky between her thighs. Her cunt still twitching.

She pulled the blankets tighter. Pressed her face into the pillow. And whispered the truth so softly she barely heard it herself.

“I’m not okay.”

**

The bell hadn’t even finished ringing before chaos burst through the door.

Backpacks slammed against chairs. Someone threw a crumpled notebook across the room. A Bluetooth speaker clicked on, blasting three seconds of distorted bass before Helen snapped, “Turn that off.”

No one did.

Thirty-two eighth-graders, most of them bigger than she was. Louder. Sharper. With eyes that had already sized her up and filed her under temporary.

“Seats, please,” she called out, loud as she could without shouting.

Nothing.

A girl in the second row—Tyra, maybe?—was applying lip gloss like she had front row seats to her own reality show. A boy in the back, lanky and slouched deep into his hoodie, had his phone tucked under the desk and wasn’t even pretending to care. Near the window, someone muttered “Miss Ryder look tired as hell today” and the ripple of laughter that followed punched her straight in the gut.

She gripped the edge of her desk.

Last night’s cum had dried on her thighs. Her pussy was sore. Her brain felt like a sock left in the dryer too long—overworked, stretched out, warm in all the wrong places.

And these kids were eating her alive.

She cleared her throat. Tried again. “Phones away. Eyes up here. We’re going over the essay prompt from—”

“Man, why you still talkin’?” someone cut in. Laughter again. Deeper this time. Emboldened.

Helen’s face flushed hot.

“I’m not—” she started, then stopped herself. She’d learned not to argue. It only made it worse.

Another voice piped up. “She act like she got control. That’s funny.”

“I seen her car in the lot last night. She sleep here or somethin’?”

“You know she’s cryin’ in the bathroom between periods.”

“Probably ‘bout to quit.”

Helen’s throat locked. She looked out over the room. No eye contact. No respect. Just teeth and phones and gum popping between glossy lips. She spotted a girl she liked—Janaya—head down, hoodie up, quietly trying to vanish.

Another boy—Miles—flung a paper ball at the trash can, missed, and shouted “KOBE!” like it was still 2009.

“Enough,” Helen said, and this time her voice cracked.

Half the room went still just to see what she’d do.

She could feel her face burning. Her hands shook. Not visibly. Not enough for them to mock. But enough.

This wasn’t teaching. This was survival. And she was losing.

She turned to the whiteboard, desperate to reset. Grabbed the dry erase marker with fingers that didn’t feel like hers. “Today’s goal is to—”

The door opened behind her and the whole room changed. Fast. Like someone had shut off the music mid-beat.

Stephen.

He didn’t say a word.

Didn’t have to.

His presence filled the space at once. Six-foot-something in his navy Henley and slacks, coach’s lanyard slapping against his chest. Broad shoulders. Tired eyes. That same slow, deliberate walk that said he knew exactly how much power he had—and how little effort it took to use it.

He scanned the class once. No smile. No warning. Just him standing there, arms crossed, door still open.

A kid in the back sat up straighter. Phones disappeared. Someone muttered “Damn,” under their breath and looked down fast.

Stephen’s voice was calm. “You good, Miss Ryder?”

The way he said it made her knees buckle a little.

She swallowed. Nodded. “Yeah. Just … getting them focused.”

He looked at the class again.

No threats.

Just the slow burn of his gaze dragging across every student like he could see through their bullshit and pick out the ringleader with sniper precision.

Then he smiled. Just barely. “Then I won’t interrupt.”

He stepped back into the hall. Closed the door. And just like that, the kids were quiet.

Helen stood frozen at the whiteboard, marker uncapped, heart thudding against her ribs.

And for the first time all morning—maybe all week—she felt seen.

Not pitied. Not ignored. Seen.

And something in her stomach clenched, hot and sharp and wrong.

Because that little burst of control she’d just felt? It wasn’t hers. It was his. And it felt so fucking good.

**

The cafeteria was a war zone of rubbery pizza, milk cartons, and hormonal chaos. Helen stood by the back table near the trash bins, clutching a clipboard she wasn’t using, doing her best to look like she belonged there.

Lunch duty. The last circle of hell.

Beside her stood Levi Jackson—6’2”, clean-shaven, muscles straining under a dress shirt he wore like it was part of some brand deal. He was younger than Stephen by a few years, cockier, sharper. His tie was always too tight. His eyes always just a little too sharp.

He wasn’t unkind. But he wasn’t kind, either.

He took one glance at Helen and raised an eyebrow. “Rough morning?”

She smiled tightly. “Nothing I couldn’t handle.”

He grinned. “Could’ve fooled me.”

A group of kids shouted from the peanut-free table. Levi turned to bark something back at them, easy authority dripping from his voice. They quieted down fast. Helen envied that.

When he turned back to her, his eyes drifted. Not in a way she could call out. Not in a way anyone else would notice. But they lingered—on her chest, her hips. A flicker of interest, then dismissal. The kind of look she’d seen too often from the older boys in class.

He popped a grape in his mouth and chewed slowly. “Some people just aren’t cut out for this place.”

Helen’s smile froze.

Then—

“Yo.”

Stephen’s voice. Low. Calm. A little amused.

He approached from the opposite side of the room, clipboard in hand, lanyard swinging. He nodded once at Levi, then turned to Helen.

“You good?”

It wasn’t the same as Levi’s question.

This one felt like a check-in. Like he’d noticed the way her shoulders were locked tight, how her arms were crossed a little too tight across her chest.

She nodded. “Yeah. I just—thanks. For earlier. That ... helped.”

He dipped his chin in acknowledgment. “Kids respect strength. You’ll get there.”

Levi snorted, not looking up. “Or you won’t.”

Stephen ignored him. Instead, he tilted his head slightly, reading Helen’s face with an ease that made her feel naked. His voice softened. “Listen. If you want to talk—really talk, like we discussed—I’ll be in the gym after school. I’ve got the team running drills, but it’s mostly just shouting and stopwatch stuff. I’ll have time.”

Helen hesitated.

The thought of walking into that gym made her pulse jump.

But something in his tone—not suggestive, not pushy, just solid—settled her nerves.

She nodded. “Okay.”

Stephen gave her a small, knowing smile. Then he turned and walked away, clipboard under one arm, shouting something about shoulder pads and missing jerseys before the doors even closed behind him.

Helen stood there, skin prickling.

Levi glanced sideways at her. “Careful,” he said. “That one’s got a reputation for collecting strays.”

She didn’t answer. But deep in her chest, something pulled tight. Because for the first time all day, she wasn’t afraid. She was curious.

**

The buses pulled away one by one, coughing diesel into the warm afternoon air as Helen stood at the curb, squinting into the sun and waving half-heartedly at the last few kids as they climbed aboard.

"Bye, Miss Ryder."

A few actually said it like they meant it. Most didn’t.

Her smile stayed fixed until the last door shut and the final yellow box rumbled down the road, turning the corner and disappearing behind a blur of heat and exhaust. Then she exhaled, shoulders slumping with the weight of one more day survived.

Inside, the school had already begun its end-of-day decay—lockers clanging shut, janitors dragging mops, the faint hum of the intercom delivering final attendance calls no one would answer.

She made her way down the deserted hallway toward the faculty restroom—just one in a row of identical doors along the staff wing, barely distinguishable from the copy room or the closet that still smelled like dead dry erase markers.

Helen slipped inside and locked the door.

She stood in front of the mirror, hands gripping the edge of the sink, and looked at herself.

Still pink in the cheeks from the sun. Eyes a little smudged at the corners. Her pale pink blouse had untucked itself slightly on one side. Her slacks clung to her hips in a way she hadn’t really noticed this morning. Or hadn’t let herself notice.

She reached for her bag. Pulled out lip balm. A travel-size mascara. Ran her fingers through her hair, teasing it loose from the knot it had coiled itself into after fourth period.

It wasn’t vanity. It was … self-respect. And a calculated move. She needed Stephen’s help, and she knew men.

She dabbed at her neck with a tissue. Smoothed her blouse. Retucked it carefully. Wished she had worn something that didn’t make her feel like a substitute who shopped clearance at Target.

But it was too late for that.

Still, she looked … Better.

She checked her teeth. Smoothed her lips.

Then opened the door and started the walk to the gym.

The corridor stretched longer than usual. Her heels clicked softly—low, professional, but still too loud when the halls were this quiet. She passed Mr. Rosenthal's science room. Dark. The art wing—abandoned. The teacher's lounge—empty, except for the sound of the vending machine coughing something into the tray.

As she approached the stairwell that led down to the gym, the sound hit her. Voices. Dozens of them. Shouts. Laughter. The wet slap of sneakers on polished hardwood. Someone let out a whoop that echoed like it had come from the rafters.

Helen hesitated. She placed one hand lightly on the stair rail. Not stepping down yet. Just listening. Then, a whistle. Sharp and commanding.

Helen let her hand drop and walked down the stairs.

The gym doors loomed large—metal, institutional, dented from years of balls, elbows, and frustrated boys. She pushed one open and was hit at once with the scent of sweat, rubber, and that uniquely male funk of exertion. The bleachers were partially pulled out. Practice jerseys littered the bench rows. Boys shouted, collided, lunged, and cursed under their breath. A football thudded against the far wall with a hollow echo.

And in the center of it all stood Stephen Briggs.

Clipboard in hand. Sweat beading across his temple. Voice calm but firm as he called out a correction, gesturing for someone to run the drill again.

He saw her the second she stepped inside. No smile. Just that same cool, assessing gaze. He didn’t look surprised. He must have known she’d come.

Helen swallowed hard and made her way along the edge of the gym, hugging the wall like a freshman with no hall pass. Heads turned. Just a few. Just long enough to make her cheeks flush and her fingers twitch.

No one said anything, but she felt them looking. The only woman in the room. In her too-tight slacks and her freshly adjusted lipstick. A substitute teacher who didn’t belong anywhere near this space. Who came anyway.

Stephen walked across the gymnasium to meet her. He tilted his head toward the bleachers and said, “C’mon. Best seat in the house.”

Helen followed him up. The metal steps groaned under their weight as they climbed to the halfway point. Not too high. Not too low. Just enough to see everything—the boys below in various states of sweat-soaked effort, their grunts and sneaker squeaks echoing across the gym like a soundtrack to something primal.

Stephen sat first. Spread his legs wide. One arm draped casually over the bench behind them.

Helen sat beside him, careful to keep space between them. She tugged her slacks smooth across her thighs, already regretting how tight they felt, how exposed she suddenly felt sitting up here—with him.

Below them, a group of players moved between weight benches and cones, rotating through drills. One boy dropped a kettlebell with a loud clang. Another cursed and dropped for push-ups.

“This,” Stephen said, gesturing with his chin toward the chaos, “is how you run a classroom.”

Helen glanced sideways. “With … weights?”

“With presence.”

She huffed a half-laugh but didn’t argue.

Stephen glanced down at her. She became acutely aware of her posture, the way she kept her knees together, her hands folded tightly in her lap. The tension practically bled off her in waves.

“They’ve got to feel you when you walk in,” he said. “Not hear you. Not see you. Feel you. That’s what kids respect.”

Helen nodded. “I know. I just … I’m not built like you.”

He smiled. “Ain’t that a good thing?”

Helen flushed. Looked away. Below, a boy let out a growl and launched into a sprint down the court.

Stephen leaned a little closer. “You think you need to be loud, a bully, but you don’t. You just need to own your space. Walk like you’ve already won.”

Helen glanced at him. “You make it sound easy.”

He chuckled. “It’s not. But it gets easier once you stop apologizing for taking up space.”

He shifted slightly, knees brushing hers—just barely. Not enough to call out. But enough to notice.

Helen went still.

His voice dropped. “You’ve got to stop shrinking yourself.”

She swallowed. “I’m not trying to—”

“You are. Right now. See it?” He reached across his own body and tapped her folded hands. “Look at you. Small. Tense. Guarded. You walk into your classroom like that, and they smell it on you. They pounce.”

Helen looked down at her lap. He was right.

“You need to expand. Shoulders back. Chin up. Feet planted.” He shifted again, spreading his legs a little wider, taking up more room. His thigh pressed fully against hers now. No space left. “Like this.”

Helen’s breath caught. She didn’t move. Couldn’t. His presence was enormous. She could feel him everywhere. The warmth radiating off him. The bass of his voice when he turned his head toward her. The scent of him—clean sweat and something woodsy and male, like spice and sun and absolute fucking control.

“You’ve got the instincts,” he said. “But you’re afraid of them.”

Her eyes flicked up to his. Green met dark brown. His gaze didn’t waver.

“Afraid of what they’ll say. What it’ll mean. How it’ll look. That kind of fear keeps you soft.”

Helen’s throat tightened. He wasn’t talking about teaching anymore. She could feel it.

He leaned back slightly, arm still stretched behind her, fingers resting on the bleacher like he was deciding whether to touch her shoulder or just let her feel the possibility of it.

Below them, the team pushed through another round of sprints. The sound of bodies hitting the mat. Laughter. Swearing. More whistles.

She didn’t see any of it. Not really. She just felt the heat of Stephen beside her, the gravity of him pulling her inward like a slow collapse.

“You want them to follow you?” he asked. “You lead. No apologies. No softness. No flinching.”

Helen nodded. Her voice came out thin. “Okay.”

Stephen didn’t look away. “You’ll come back tomorrow?”

“Yes.”

“You’ll walk into that room like it’s yours?”

“Yes.”

“Good girl.”

It was barely a whisper, but it lit her up like a fucking match. Her thighs pressed tighter together.

Stephen stood then, effortlessly smooth, and let his fingers graze her shoulder as he did. Not enough to be called anything. But more than enough.

“I’ve got to finish with these boys,” he said. “But you stay. Watch. Practice not being small.”

Then he was gone. Back on the floor. Back in command.

Helen sat frozen in place, every cell in her body screaming with tension, her cunt hot and pulsing behind her zipper.

She didn’t know what she wanted more. To run like hell or follow him.

Helen stayed.

Because he told her to.

She sat there on the metal bleacher, legs crossed at the ankles, hands folded in her lap like some obedient little thing, pretending to study the drills below when really, she was only watching him. The way he moved. The way the players moved around him. Like he was gravity. Like resistance wasn’t even an option.

Stephen didn’t yell the way Levi did. He didn’t bark orders. He didn’t need to.

He stood still, clipboard in one hand, stopwatch in the other, and pointed. Spoke. Waited.

And they listened. Every time.

He caught her eye once, midway through a sprint rotation, and held it just long enough to make her stomach dip.

Then back to work. Like it hadn’t meant anything at all.

Her phone buzzed. She pulled it out of her bag with a small flicker of guilt already twisting in her gut.

Jared: Where are you?

Jared: Grace is asking for you. She wants you to do her bath.

Helen stared at the screen. The soft chime of boyish voices echoing all around her.

She thumbed out a reply, fast.

Helen: Departmental meeting. Running late. Be home ASAP.

Three lies in one text.

She felt her pulse in her throat.

But Jared replied with a thumbs-up emoji and nothing else.

And somehow, that made it worse.

Down below, practice was winding down. Helmets came off. Pads hit the floor. Boys moved toward the locker room in loose clusters, voices lower now, laughter trailing off into exhaustion. Stephen clapped one on the back. Fist-bumped another. A few muttered respectful goodbyes as they passed her on the way out, barely sparing her a glance.

She stood. Slowly. Smoothed her slacks again. Picked up her bag. Checked her hair—why? She didn’t know—and started to descend the bleachers with careful, quiet steps.

She thought maybe she could just slip out. No need for a goodbye. No need for anything. But when she reached the bottom step and turned toward the doors, his voice cut through the gym like a hook in her spine. “Leaving already?”

Helen froze. Turned.

Stephen was standing near the sideline, alone now, arms folded, that navy Henley stretched across his chest and dark with sweat in all the right places. His eyes locked on hers—calm, unreadable.

She wet her lips. “I didn’t want to interrupt. You looked busy.”

He tilted his head slightly. “But you were waiting for me.”

Not a question.

Her breath hitched. “I—”

“Come here, Helen.”

Not Miss Ryder. Not polite. Not optional. Just Helen.

She walked. Slowly. Bag still clutched in one hand, fingers tight around the strap. Her shoes squeaked softly on the hardwood floor. She stopped a few feet from him, not sure where to look, not sure how to stand.

Stephen uncrossed his arms. Took a step forward. Not touching her. Just closer.

“Good,” he said. His voice was low. Measured. “You stayed. That says something.”

She swallowed. “I wanted to learn.”

“You did.”

She looked up. His eyes were so dark they looked bottomless in the gym light.

“You said you had advice.”

“I do.”

He leaned in. Just enough that his voice was warm against her ear. “First rule of owning a room, Helen—don’t ever let them see you trying to sneak away.”

Her breath caught.

And she realized her hand was trembling slightly where it clutched the strap of her bag.

Stephen reached up. Slowly. Deliberately. And uncurled her fingers from the strap. One by one. The bag hit the floor with a soft thump.

He didn’t step closer. Didn’t touch her again.

He looked her in the eyes. “You didn’t stay through the whole session just here to run away now.”

She shook her head. Not even a whisper. Just the truth.

“I didn’t think so. Follow me.”

Two words. Only two. But they hit her like an irresistible command.

Stephen didn’t wait to see if she obeyed. He turned on his heel and walked—long, confident strides across the gym floor, clipboard still in hand, posture loose but unshakeable. Like he owned the entire damn building.

Helen stared for half a second too long, then scrambled to catch up, her flats scuffing against the hardwood as she scurried behind him.

She kept her eyes on his back. His shoulders were massive beneath the navy fabric. His arms still glistened faintly with sweat. Her legs were too short to match his stride, but she tried anyway, her heart pounding like a drumline inside her chest.

He pushed through a side door and held it just long enough for her to slip in behind him.

The coach’s office was small. Functional. One desk. One chair. One bench against the far wall. No windows. Just the stale smell of old paperwork, sweat-soaked jerseys, and disinfectant.

The door clicked shut behind them.

The sound echoed.

Helen stood frozen, still clutching her bag like it might shield her from whatever this was becoming.

Stephen set the clipboard on the desk. Turned to face her. And just looked at her. Not speaking. Not smiling. Just taking her in, inch by inch by inch.

She felt every second of it like a spotlight on her skin. Her blouse clung to her in all the wrong places. Her slacks felt tighter than ever. She suddenly remembered the way she’d freshened up before coming, and her cheeks flamed with heat. She looked like a woman who’d planned to be here.

Stephen stepped closer and when he spoke, his voice dropped so low it was practically a vibration. “I expect you to be a good, obedient girl for me, Helen.”

Her breath caught. This was it. This wasn’t four gangbangers in a frantic fantasy. This was fucking real.

He didn’t blink. “You came here for guidance. You said you wanted to learn. So, I’m going to teach you. But I need to know right now … are you ready to listen?”

Helen was. She was ready to do anything. She nodded.

He arched a brow. “Words.”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

She hesitated. Then, “Yes, sir.”

His jaw flexed—just once. Approval, tightly reined. He stepped into her space, closing the gap until her back bumped against the wall. His hand came up—not to touch her. Just to place his palm against the wall beside her head, pinning her in with nothing but presence.

“I don’t chase,” he murmured. “I don’t beg. You either want this, or you don’t.”

“I do,” she whispered. But how had he known?

His eyes darkened.

“Say it.”

“I want this.” Whatever it is.

He didn’t smile. He just nodded once. “Good girl.”

Stephen’s voice, those words, hung in the air, low and solid, heavy as the tension between them.

Then, without another word, he turned his back to her and sat down in the lone chair beside the desk.

He spread his legs slowly. Planted his forearms on his thighs. Settled into the seat like a king on a throne—unbothered, unhurried, completely in control.

Helen stood where he’d left her. Back to the wall. Chest heaving. Her fingers twitching at her sides.

His eyes moved over her again. “Take off your blouse.”

She winced, but she didn’t hesitate. Her fingers reached up, fumbling a little with the first button. Then the second. The third. Each one harder than the last. Her hands felt clumsy. Her breath shallow.

The fabric parted, exposing the pale pink bra underneath—modest, cotton, the kind you wear when you don’t expect anyone to see you. The kind you wear when your husband hasn’t touched you in weeks. Except he had, last night. But that barely touched her at all.

She slipped the blouse off her shoulders and folded it over one arm like she was still in a dressing room, pretending this was normal.

Stephen didn’t speak. Didn’t nod. Just waited and watched.

And Helen felt it. That pull. That invisible pressure. His silence was louder than a thousand commands.

He wanted her to offer it up.

She set the blouse on the edge of his desk.

He tilted his head. “The bra too.”

Her heart thudded once, hard. Then again. She reached behind her, unhooked it with stiff fingers, and let it slide down her arms.

Her nipples tightened at once in the cool air, drawn up tight and pink against her fair skin. She crossed one arm loosely over her chest—instinct more than modesty.

Stephen sat forward just slightly. “Come here.”

Her legs carried her before her mind caught up. She stepped closer.

He waited until she was standing directly between his spread knees. Then, “Hands at your sides.”

She dropped her arms. Her breasts bared.

Stephen lifted one hand and palmed her left breast slowly, firmly. The contact made her gasp. His thumb grazed her nipple, just once. “You’ve been hiding these.”

She swallowed. “No—”

He cut her off with a look. “You’ve been walking around my building hiding this body. Hiding these fucking tits. And wondering why the boys don’t listen to a word you say.”

His other hand came up. He cupped her right breast now. Thumbs brushing both nipples, slow and controlled, as if testing her response. Not for her pleasure. For his study. “You’ve got no idea what to do with these, do you, little girl?”

Her voice barely worked. “No, sir.”

“Good.” His fingers rolled each nipple between thumb and forefinger—pinching just enough to make her gasp. “I’ll teach you.”

He looked up at her. Still seated. Still completely dressed. Still in charge. “You want that? You want me to teach you?”

Helen’s knees nearly buckled. “Yes, sir.”

He smiled. The first real one.

And then he said, “On your knees.”

Helen didn’t need him to repeat the command.

The second he said, “On your knees,” her body moved—fast, instinctual, like it had been waiting for this all along.

She dropped, palms bracing against the cheap linoleum floor as she settled between his legs. Her knees thudded softly, skirt wrinkling where it rode up her thighs. The office smelled like him now—sweat and leather and something darker—and it wrapped around her like a hand to the throat.

Stephen watched her the whole way down. Didn’t touch her. Didn’t guide her.

Just let her kneel there, bare from the waist up, breathing hard, looking up at a man who was twice her age, twice her size, and a thousand times more certain of himself than anyone she’d ever let inside her bedroom. Inside her.

She knew exactly what he wanted.

And she wanted it too.

Her fingers reached for his waistband. Slid along the drawstring of his gym pants, trembling slightly as she worked the knot loose. Her face burned, but not from shame. From wanting.

It had been a long time since she’d gotten on her knees for anyone. Longer since it had meant anything.

Jared never asked. Never looked down at her like she was something to be claimed. He’d gotten head the way he got socks—routinely, without thanks.

Stephen sat back, legs wide, arms draped over the sides of the chair like he was watching her performance in slow motion. Like this was a test she was expected to ace.

She pulled his waistband down slowly.

The moment his cock sprang free, she froze.

Jesus Christ.

It was fucking massive.

Thick. Heavy. A deep, dark brown that made her breath catch and her pussy pulse all over again. It hung hard against his thigh, the tip already glistening.

She stared for a second. Mouth dry. Then looked up at him, cheeks flushed.

“Something wrong?” he asked, teasing her.

She shook her head. “No, sir.”

And then—without waiting—she leaned in.

**

It came back to her faster than she expected.

How to open her mouth just wide enough. How to wrap her lips around the head and swirl her tongue slowly. How to breathe through her nose while her hand stroked what her throat couldn’t manage.

It was like riding a bike.

Only this bike was thick enough to stretch her jaw and hit the back of her throat before she’d taken even half of him in. Her lips strained. Her gag reflex fired once—just a twitch—but she powered through, one hand circling the base, the other bracing against his thigh for balance.

Stephen exhaled through his nose.

She could feel him watching her. Controlling her with nothing but his size and the quiet rumble of approval low in his chest. “Slow,” he said. “You’ll choke if you rush.”

She hummed around him, the vibration making his cock twitch in her mouth.

She pulled back—wet and glistening—then sank down again, eyes locked on his, cheeks hollowing as she sucked harder, faster, deeper. Saliva pooled at the corners of her mouth. Her mascara was already smudged. Her tits bounced lightly with each bob forward.

Helen didn’t care.

He was all she could think about. All she could feel. All she could taste.

Christ, he was what, forty-something? Fifty? Old enough to have taught her in high school. Old enough to discipline her. To train her. And now here she was, a twenty-six-year-old wife and mother, on her knees in a coach’s office, worshipping his big black cock like it was her fucking job.

And it was.

Right now, this was Helen’s fucking job.

His hand came down then—finally—resting lightly on the back of her head. Not forcing. Not rushing. Just holding. Guiding. Claiming her.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

And that’s when she moaned—deep and helpless.

Because she was.

She was his good girl now. His good little girl.

And she hadn’t even taken him all the way in yet.

**

Helen’s lips were already sore.

Her throat stung in that old, familiar way—raw but electric. Her jaw ached. Her eyes watered.

But none of that mattered. Not with Stephen’s cock heavy in her mouth, slick with spit and pulsing against her tongue. Not with his hand resting firm and steady on the back of her head, fingers just barely flexing, guiding, not pushing, but making damn sure she knew who was in charge.

And she did.

Oh God, she did.

This wasn’t Jared—grunting twice and tapping out.

This was a fucking man. And his big black cock felt like a weapon in her mouth. Thick and wide and dark, stretching her open with every slow stroke forward.

He was still speaking, low and patient, like he was walking her through it. “There you go. Good. Just like that. Don’t rush. Breathe through your nose.”

She nodded slightly, lips sealed around his shaft, tongue working, fingers tight around the base. Every inch she took made her wetter. Made her smaller. Made her feel more like the version of herself she’d forgotten how to be.

She relaxed her jaw and let him sink deeper.

Her throat caught.

She gagged—soft, involuntary—but didn’t pull back. Just let the pressure build, her body shuddering around him, her nose pressing against the warm skin of his pelvis.

Fuck.

He groaned that time. Just once. Deep. Barely audible.

But she heard it.

Felt it like a win.

She held him there for a second. Let her throat adjust. Let her lungs scream.

Then she pulled back, gasping softly, spit trailing from her lips to his cock in a thick string. Her mascara was a mess. Her face was flushed. And her tits bounced with every desperate breath.

She looked up at him—eyes glassy, lips swollen.

And went back down.

This time, she didn’t stop. She took all of him. Slow and steady, swallowing inch after inch, ignoring the burn in her throat, ignoring the tears that finally broke loose and slid down her cheeks. Her nose pressed flush against his skin. His cock buried deep.

Stephen let out a low curse under his breath. “Shit, Helen.”

His hand tightened in her hair.

That was it. That was everything.

Helen’s body shook, but she held him there—his full length lodged in her throat, her nose running, her mouth stretched past its limit and more.

Then she bobbed her head once. Twice.

Fast.

Greedy.

And he twitched. “Don’t you fucking move.”

She froze. Her lips sealed. And then she felt it.

The first pulse. Hot and deep. Then the next.

Stephen came hard.

His cock throbbed against her tongue, shooting thick, warm spurts down her throat. She tried to swallow, but there was too much, too fast—it flooded her mouth, spilled past the corners of her lips, dripped down onto her tits. She gagged again, softly, nose running, tears mixing with spit and cum and sweat.

And she didn’t stop. She took it. All of it.

Until he was spent.

Until he let go of her hair.

Until she finally—slowly—pulled off, gasping, coughing once, spit trailing from her lip to her chin.

Her tits were wet. Her face was wrecked.

She wiped at her mouth with the back of her hand. Looked up.

And waited.

Stephen stared down at her, still breathing hard. And then he said, “Good girl.”

And Helen almost came.


Epilogue

Helen got home after nine.

The house was dim, quiet in that sulking way only a house with a disappointed husband could be. Jared didn’t greet her at the door. He didn’t call out. Just let her open it, kick off her shoes, and wander in like a guest who’d overstayed her welcome.

She ignored him.

Her throat still ached.

Every swallow reminded her where she'd been. What she’d taken. Who she was now.

She climbed the stairs to Grace’s room. Her daughter was still awake, rubbing one eye with the bunny tucked under the other arm. The tablet buzzed beside her, half-dimmed.

“Hey, bug,” Helen said softly, her voice a scratchy whisper.

Grace perked up. “You were gone forever.”

Helen smiled. “Just a long meeting.”

She picked up the storybook from the bedside table. Sat down beside her daughter and opened it to the page they’d left off on. Her throat burned with every word, but she read the whole thing anyway. When Grace drifted off, Helen stayed. Just for a minute. Watching her sleep.

The only thing in her life she still had to protect.

**

Downstairs, Jared was still on the couch. The TV was on—some Netflix show they used to pretend to watch together. A glass of red wine on the coffee table. His phone in his lap.

He didn’t look up when she entered.

“Meeting ran long?” he asked, his tone light, but brittle.

She didn’t answer. She just stepped in front of the couch. Unbuttoned her slacks. Peeled them down over her hips and let them pool at her ankles.

Jared blinked.

She stepped out of them and her panties. Sat on the couch and spread her legs.

Her pussy was still swollen, still tender from the way her thighs had clenched while Stephen had fucked her mouth like it belonged to him.

Helen didn’t care. Stephen had told her no one ever gives you authority, if you want it, you have to take it. And this was her first test. Her first lesson on taking control.

She looked Jared dead in the eye and said, “It’s time you made me come.”

His mouth opened. Closed. “What the—?”

“Oh, don’t even, Jared, just get over here and get down on your knees.”

He stared at her, stunned. “Helen, I—”

“On your fucking knees.”

Jared stammered. His hands fluttered uselessly for a second. But she didn’t blink.

And in the end, he obeyed.

He slid off the couch and knelt between her legs, awkward, uncertain, like a man who hadn’t done this in years. Which, frankly, he hadn’t.

His breath hit her skin, and she didn’t flinch. Just leaned back. Let him try his best.

His best wasn’t very good. The first lick was clumsy. The second—too shallow.

She sighed. “No. Up. Use your tongue. And let me feel it, for fuck’s sake. I’m not going to break.”

He adjusted.

She guided him. One hand in his hair, one hand on the armrest. Soft but firm. Instructing. Teaching him.

She closed her eyes.

Let her mind wander.

Stephen had lifted her off the floor like she weighed nothing. Tucked her bra back into her hands like she’d just passed a test.

Told her what came next.

Her life was about to change in the most fundamental way.

She looked down at Jared—his head bobbing between her thighs, his effort eager, his technique embarrassingly amateur.

She didn’t feel angry.

Didn’t feel aroused.

All she felt was pity. And a touch of power.

Her fingers tightened in his hair. “Slower,” she whispered.

He obeyed and Helen pitied him. The poor cuck had no idea what was coming for him.
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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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