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

Substitute teacher Helen Ryder is twenty-six, married, and trapped between two big black men.

Stephen Briggs was supposed to be her salvation—older, bigger, Black, and in absolute control. He told her what to wear, how to stand, how to suck and swallow like a proper slut, and Helen obeyed. She thought she belonged to him.

But Levi Washington has been watching her. Another teacher, sharper, meaner, and every bit as Black and commanding. He knows exactly what Stephen has been doing with Helen. And Levi wants his share.

Violation (9,000 words) is the next step down Helen’s no-way-out spiral—a raw interracial story of power and submission. It’s harder, dirtier, and more destructive than anything before it. If you love dominant Black men taking what they want, white wives drenched in shame and arousal, and cuckold husbands pushed to the breaking point, this one is brutal, filthy, and unforgettable.

This is, if we're being polite, an office age-gap interracial romance for adults featuring married woman destruction and submission. Or, if we're being honest, it’s Helen blacked, again—hard, rough, and fast.

Molly Pike
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Violation

The first time I caught Levi staring, really staring, it was a Monday morning, first period, and I was in no mood for any of his shit. My coffee was weak. My hair wouldn’t stay where I pinned it. And I’d been up half the night with Grace after she kicked her blankets off and woke up cold. Jared had the nerve to roll over like he didn’t hear her, the useless son of a bitch.

And then there he was, Levi Washington, leaning in the doorway across the hall like he had nothing better to do.

The bell had just rung. Students were trickling past in hoodies and sneakers, slamming lockers, shouting down the hall. My own class was a mess of scraping chairs and gossip. I was at my desk trying to get my attendance pulled up before the principal did his morning sweep.

But I looked up—and there he was.

Tall. Dark. Broad in a way that made the doorframe look narrow. One arm braced against it, casual as anything, like he just happened to stop there. But his eyes were locked on me, and he wasn’t pretending otherwise.

Not a glance. Not a polite smile. A full-on examination.

I felt that familiar prickling along the back of my neck, the way my skin seemed to warm even under my cardigan. I looked back down at my laptop, pretending to type.

When I looked up again, he was gone.

I tried to shake it off. It was nothing. Teachers crossed paths all the time in this school. The halls weren’t wide enough to avoid it.

Except it happened again, later that morning, when I ducked into the staff lounge for more coffee.

The room smelled faintly of burnt toast and something from the vending machine. Stephen was there, pouring himself tea, flipping through a stack of essays. I gave him the smallest smile—careful, in public—and went straight for the carafe.

That’s when Levi came in.

He greeted Stephen, then the science teacher at the counter, and then just… stood there. Not talking to me. Not saying my name. But his eyes? They were locked on me. The whole time I was pouring, adding sugar, stirring. And I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks—that prickle I’d learned to recognize lately. The one that meant someone was looking and not bothering to hide it.

And I knew what he was looking at.

Stephen had been clear: softer blouses, fewer buttons done up, skirts that fit instead of hang. The pale pink blouse I had on today dipped low enough to make me careful when I bent forward. My skirt hit mid-thigh when I stood, but sitting? It rode up, showing just enough to keep the boys in the front row paying attention.

It worked—on the students. On Stephen.

And now on Levi?

But his eyes felt different. Heavy, full of meaning. Like he was seeing something I hadn’t meant to put on display.

When I put the spoon down, he smiled. Small. Almost private. And walked out without another word.

By fourth period, I was trying not to think about it. I had thirty juniors to wrangle, and if I didn’t keep their attention, they’d eat me alive. I was halfway through explaining a poetry analysis exercise when one of the louder girls, Tanisha, stage-whispered, “Don’t look now, Miss, but Mr. Washington is totally checking you out.”

The class laughed. My face burned. I couldn’t turn around to see what they could all see but I knew what I’d find. His eyes on my ass. I told her to get back to work, kept my tone sharp, but I could feel every set of eyes on me.

And when the bell rang, I stepped into the hall just in time to see him—again. Across the way, leaning against the lockers this time, talking to a student. But when our eyes met, he didn’t look away.

I didn’t know what it meant, but I knew it couldn’t be good.

**

The day bled out the way it always did now—my last class gone, the halls thinning, kids spilling out into the buses and parking lot. I should’ve been grading essays or answering emails, but instead I was where Stephen wanted me.

Bent over his desk, palms flat against a stack of folders, my skirt shoved high over my hips.

The door was locked. The blinds drawn. His hand was firm at the small of my back, keeping me down while his cock drove into me in long, steady thrusts. Every slap of skin made the wood shudder under my stomach.

I bit my lip, muffling a moan, and tried to focus—on the sound of him, the scrape of the desk edge against my thighs, the way my nipples ached against my blouse. But my mind kept circling back to the same thing.

Levi.

The way he’d stood in the staff lounge that morning. The way he hadn’t bothered to look away when I caught him. That heavy, deliberate stare that made my skin burn under my blouse.

I thought about telling Stephen. Right then. Gasping it out between thrusts: Levi’s watching me. Levi knows something.

But I didn’t.

Because what if Stephen thought I was overreacting? Or worse—what if he already knew, and this was part of it?

“Stay down,” Stephen muttered, his breath hot at my ear. His hips snapped harder, pushing a sharp sound out of me. My fingers curled against the desk, knuckles white.

He didn’t ask what I was thinking about. He never did. His cock owned my attention, whether I gave it willingly or not. And still, in the back of my mind, Levi’s smile lingered, curling and smug.

I squeezed my eyes shut, pressing my forehead to the wood, trying to lose myself in Stephen’s rhythm. But the thought stayed, twisting deeper—how much had Levi seen? How much did he know?

And if he decided to say something… what would I do?

And then I lost track of my thoughts.

The rhythm got inside me, deep and brutal, each thrust knocking a broken sound out of my throat. My nails clawed at the folders under my palms, sliding them crooked across the desk. I tried to think about Levi, about what I should say, but it was gone—wiped clean by the way Stephen’s cock stretched me open, the blunt head hitting that spot that made my whole body shiver.

“Fuck—please—” I gasped. “Oh, Jesus. Fuck.” My hips rocked back against him on instinct, greedy, shamefully desperate.

He gripped my waist, pulled me back harder, like I was nothing but a cocksleeve for him to use. And that was it—the spark inside me went molten, broke wide open.

My climax tore through me in waves, legs shaking, pussy clenching down so hard it dragged a grunt out of him. I cried out, forehead pressed to the desk, eyes wet and unfocused. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, every spasm wringing me out while he kept pounding, using me past the point where my thighs trembled and my voice cracked.

When I thought I couldn’t take another second, he pulled out. His grip shifted, one big hand at the base of my spine, holding me bent.

The heat splattered across the swell of my ass in thick, hot stripes. One. Two. Three. He stroked himself through the last spurts, painting me, his breath rough above me.

I stayed down, skirt bunched at my waist, thighs sticky, his cum sliding slow and obscene down my skin. My chest heaved against the desk.

Stephen exhaled, satisfied, then reached for the tissues. He wiped himself, not me, and tossed them aside. “Pull yourself together,” he said, already buttoning his shirt cuffs.

I did, tugging my skirt back down, ignoring the wet chill seeping between my cheeks. And I kept my mouth shut. I didn’t say anything about Levi. Not even his name. Not yet.

**

The drive home blurred past in streaks of gray and brake lights. I kept shifting against the seat, but it didn’t help—the tacky stretch of Stephen’s cum drying on my ass was a constant reminder of who and what I was. Every stoplight made me twitch, thighs pressed together, heat still thrumming low in my belly.

It was insane, how quickly everything had changed.

Not long ago, I’d been the nervous sub who couldn’t even hold a classroom’s attention. My voice too soft, my skirts too long, kids rolling their eyes and walking all over me. And then Stephen—Stephen had seen right through me. Taken me apart, not with kindness, but with control. The first time I dropped to my knees in his office, I thought it was a mistake. A slip I could regret and bury.

But he didn’t let me bury it.

Now, it was different. He bent me over his desk whenever he pleased. He came on my face, my tits, my ass like it was his right. He told me how to dress, how to stand, how to keep the students in line. Half the tricks that worked in the classroom—lowering my voice, making eye contact, using my body as leverage—he’d taught me bent over his desk or on my knees with my mouth full of his cock.

And I’d taken all of that home.

Jared still didn’t understand what had shifted between us, but he hadn’t fought it. Not one little bit. I didn’t ask anymore; I told him. I put him on his knees, made him eat my pussy, made him jerk himself raw while I watched. I came when I wanted, how I wanted, and left him licking me clean. Sometimes I treated him worse than Stephen treated me, and he fucking loved it. He obeyed. I wondered if sometimes he tasted Stephen in me.

And now there was Levi…

I gripped the wheel tighter, heart kicking. He had seen something. Knew something. I could feel it in the way he stared—bold, like he was already picturing me bent over for him too.

The thought frightened me.

The thought excited me.

And I was almost home.

I barely said hello when I walked in the door. Grace was already tucked in, Jared puttering around like he wanted me to notice him, but I brushed past and went straight to the bedroom.

“Come here,” I said, not looking back.

He followed, of course. He always did.

I sat on the edge of the bed, kicked off my heels, then slowly slid my skirt down my thighs. The hem caught, then pooled on the floor. My panties clung damp between my legs, a faint crust where Stephen had painted me.

Jared swallowed when he saw me peel them off. I held them up between two fingers, letting them dangle.

“Put these on.”

His eyes flicked from my face to the thin scrap of fabric. “Helen—”

“Now.” My voice carried that same hard edge Stephen used on me. It worked just as well here.

He took them. Fumbled a little, then stepped in, pulling them up his hairy legs, tugging them over his hips. The cotton stretched taut around his cock, already thickening, straining the damp gusset.

I laughed, low. “Look at you. Hard in my dirty panties. My good little slut.”

His face went red, but he didn’t stop. He stood there, cock tenting the fabric, the faint outline of a cum stain already pressed against him.

I stood, circling behind, my hand on his chest, sliding down to his belly. I pulled him toward the mirror. “Look at yourself. My husband, hard and dripping in the same panties I wore all day. Do you know what’s on them? Do you know what’s been soaking against me?”

He shook his head, eyes wide.

“Everything,” I whispered in his ear, pressing my palm over his bulge, feeling his cock twitch. “All of me. And you’re gonna ruin them.”

I shoved his hand down. “Stroke. Through the fabric. Faster.”

He obeyed, humping against his own hand, the slick patch growing darker with every pass. His breath got ragged, little whimpers caught in his throat.

“That’s it,” I taunted, standing close behind, one hand around his throat. “My pretty little slut in my panties. My husband, making a mess like a bitch in heat.”

His hips bucked harder.

“Come in them,” I ordered. My grip on his throat tightened. “Do it. Right now. Cum in my panties like the pathetic little slut you are.”

He groaned, shuddering, and his cock jerked inside the fabric. The wet patch spread, then soaked, spurts pumping out of him until they was sticky, shiny, filthy with his cum.

I shoved him onto the bed before he could catch his breath. Yanked the panties down his thighs, bunched them in my fist, still warm and wet.

“Open.”

“Helen—”

“Open.”

He obeyed, mouth wide. I stuffed the damp wad between his lips, pressing until he gagged.

“Suck them clean,” I said, calm, almost sweet. I straddled his chest, watching his throat work as he swallowed. “Every drop. Don’t waste a thing. Show me what kind of slut you really are.”

He moaned around the fabric, licking, sucking, dutiful and humiliated. I dragged my fingers across his cheek, wetting them on his spit, then smeared it across his lips.

“Good boy,” I whispered, though my eyes were far away.

Because all I could see, even with Jared gagging on my ruined panties beneath me, was Stephen’s hands pinning me to his desk… and Levi watching me take it, leaning in the doorway of Stephen’s office, his own big black cock tenting in his pants.

**

The next day at school passed without incident. But then after last period, Levi came to call. The hallways had gone quiet except for a few stragglers, lockers slamming in the distance. I was gathering my things, ready to escape, when I felt him before I saw him.

Levi.

He leaned against the wall like he owned the school, arms crossed, one ankle hooked over the other. Not a word at first. Just that look. Slow, deliberate, fixed on my chest.

My throat tightened. My papers suddenly felt too loud in my hands.

“Long day?” His voice was casual, but the smirk that curved his mouth wasn’t.

I forced a little laugh, shook my head. “Always.”

He didn’t move. Didn’t leave. Just let the silence stretch until my pulse thudded in my ears.

Then: “Funny thing. You work late a lot. In Briggs’s room.”

I froze.

The stack of folders slipped, fanning across the desk. I bent quickly to gather them, desperate to hide my face. My breath came shallow, thin.

When I straightened, Levi was closer. Inside the doorway now. One hand braced against the frame, blocking the exit without making it obvious.

“I mean—nothing wrong with that,” he went on, lazy. “Some teachers just… like the extra help.”

My mouth was dry. “Stephen’s been… mentoring me.”

“Mm.” His eyes swept over me, not hurried, not apologetic. He lingered at my blouse, where the top two buttons were undone, where the swell of my tits pressed against the thin fabric. “I can see that.”

I couldn’t breathe. My pulse rattled at the base of my throat.

He smiled then—slow, knowing. “See you around, Miss Ryder.”

And just like that, he pushed off the frame and walked away, leaving me standing there with my hands shaking against the scattered papers, my lungs fighting for air, my panties damp though I’d never admit it.

**

The days blurred, but Levi kept finding me.

It wasn’t always direct. Sometimes it was a glance across the hall, the barest tilt of his chin that let me know he’d seen me. Sometimes it was a brush of his hand at the copy machine, standing too close while the paper whirred. Other times it was louder—students snickering when he leaned in to say something low, just for me, his smile wide and easy while mine felt plastered on.

The worst was in class.

Wednesday morning, I was at the whiteboard, working through a poetry stanza, when a ripple of laughter ran through the room. I turned, marker still in hand, and there he was, standing in the open doorway, talking to one of my juniors. Not talking, really—teasing. His voice carried, his laugh louder than it needed to be.

But his eyes? Fixed on me.

My throat clenched. I dropped the marker, fumbled to pick it up. The students were grinning, whispering. Tanisha muttered something I couldn’t catch, and the row in front of her snorted.

“Eyes on your work,” I snapped, sharper than I meant. My voice cracked just a little.

I turned back to the board, but I could still feel him there. Watching.

By the time the bell rang, I was flushed, my blouse damp under my arms, my nipples pebbling hard against the thin fabric. I tugged at the hem of my skirt as I dismissed the kids, but when the last of them filed out, Levi was still leaning on the doorframe, lazy as ever.

“Good lesson,” he said. His smile widened at the sound of my breath hitching. “You really know how to keep their attention.”

I gripped the marker harder, as if that could ground me. “Excuse me. I have prep.”

He pushed off the frame, sauntered past me slowly, brushing my shoulder. The scent of his cologne clung after him, dark and sharp. My knees trembled.

That night at home, I made Jared get on his knees again. Made him eat me until my thighs shook. But it wasn’t Jared’s face I saw between my legs when I came.

By Friday, it had escalated again.

I was in the staff lounge, the room half-empty, when he slid into the chair across from me. No greeting. Just sat down, spreading his legs, owning the space.

“You look tired,” he said, low enough no one else could hear.

“I’m fine.” My spoon clinked against my coffee cup, betraying the shake in my hand.

“Long week. Lots of… late nights.”

I froze, the coffee halfway to my lips. My pussy clenched hard, unbidden, remembering Stephen bending me, taking me over his desk.

I forced the mug down, scalding liquid sloshing over the rim onto my hand. I hissed, dabbing it away with a napkin, anything to look busy.

Levi chuckled. “Careful, Miss Ryder.”

I couldn’t look at him. Not with my nipples tight, not with my thighs pressed together under the table, not with his voice in my ear curling around me like smoke.

It didn’t stop at words.

By the next week, he was finding excuses to get closer. At the copier, he leaned past me to grab his stack of papers, his chest brushing my back, the heat of him soaking through my blouse. “’Scuse me,” he murmured, voice low and amused, and his hand lingered on the small of my back just a second too long. My breath caught in my throat, but I didn’t move. Couldn’t.

Thursday, in the hall, I felt the ghost of his fingers at my temple. I’d been juggling books and folders, hair falling loose into my eyes, when suddenly his hand was there, brushing it back for me. Slow. Familiar.

“Better,” he said, smile crooked, before walking on like nothing had happened.

I stood frozen, heart hammering. The scent of his cologne clung to me the rest of the day, phantom heat where his fingers had grazed my skin.

Friday, I thought maybe I’d make it to the weekend untouched. I was wrong.

I was on lunch duty, leaning against the cafeteria wall with my clipboard, trying to keep half an eye on the line. The noise was a steady roar—trays clattering, kids shouting. I almost jumped when I felt the shift of air beside me.

Levi.

He didn’t speak right away, just stood there, close enough that our sleeves brushed every time I shifted my weight. He smelled of cedar and spice, sharp against the fried food grease in the air. My throat went dry.

“You take this gig too seriously,” he said finally, glancing down at me. “Lighten up.”

I tried to move a fraction away, but there was no space. His arm slid behind me, hand braced casually against the wall so it looked like nothing. To anyone else, it was nothing. But to me, it was a cage.

My breath came shallow. “I’m fine,” I managed.

He smiled. “Sure you are.” His fingers grazed the back of my arm as he shifted, deliberate enough that goosebumps erupted on my skin. Then he stepped away, leaving me flushed and rigid, kids filing past with their trays.

I told myself that was the end of it.

But after school, at bus duty, he found me again.

I was out by the curb, the diesel stink of idling buses filling the air, kids shouting their goodbyes. I hugged my clipboard tight against my chest, waiting for the last stragglers, when I felt him behind me. Not beside me—behind. His shadow long across the pavement.

“Busy week,” he murmured, low enough only I could hear. His breath stirred the hair at my temple.

My lungs seized.

“Lot of late hours in Briggs’s room.” He let the name hang there. Heavy.

I didn’t move. Couldn’t.

His mouth dipped closer to my ear. “Bet he’s got you bent over that desk of his, doesn’t he?”

A shock ran through me so sharp I almost gasped. My thighs pressed together under my skirt, heat flooding low even as my face flamed.

Then the buses began to roll, kids yelling, and he was already stepping away, hands in his pockets, smile lazy as ever.

I stood frozen until the last bus pulled off, clipboard clutched to my chest, heart hammering, the damp ache between my legs undeniable.

**

The last bus rumbled off, diesel haze hanging in the air, and my heart still hadn’t slowed. It was time to visit Stephen, as usual, but Levi’s words still clung to me like sweat.

Bent over that desk.

I couldn’t get them out of my head.

I forced myself inside, down the empty hall to Stephen’s office. He was there, of course, waiting for me to appear, papers spread across his desk, jacket slung over the chair. He didn’t even look up.

“Shut the door,” he said. “Tonight, you can suck my cock.”

I locked the door.

When I turned, he was already leaning back in his chair, unbuckling his belt. “On your knees.”

My hands trembled as I obeyed. The carpet rough beneath my knees as I knelt between his thighs. His cock was already heavy in his hand, thick, dark, impossible to ignore. My mouth watered even as my stomach twisted.

I wanted to say something. I wanted to tell him that Levi knew, that he’d cornered me, whispered things that left me shaking. But when I opened my mouth, all that came out was a whimper as Stephen guided me down.

I moved on instinct, on muscle memory. My mouth opened, my lips wrapped around him, and the world narrowed to the taste of him sliding over my tongue.

His cock filled my mouth, hot and solid against my tongue, sliding deeper until my throat clenched. My eyes watered. He didn’t ease up. One big hand settled heavy on the back of my head, keeping me there.

I still wanted to talk. To tell him about Levi and how it was spiraling. So, I tried again—tried to form words around him, but he just groaned, hips shifting, pressing deeper. My confession dissolved into a gag.

So, I swallowed him instead. Took him the way he wanted, the way he’d trained me. My jaw ached, spit slicking my chin, his cock hitting the back of my throat again and again until I was lightheaded.

Stephen groaned, hand heavy on the back of my head, guiding my pace. The deeper I took him, the tighter my chest got—not just from the stretch, not just from the fight for air, but from the words I couldn’t force out.

My eyes watered. My throat worked around him. And still, my secret sat heavy inside me.

“Good girl,” he muttered, pushing deeper still, holding me in place until I gagged again. “Just like that.”

I choked again, swallowed again, obeyed Stephen again. My body shook, my cunt throbbed, and when he finally came, hot and thick, spilling down my throat, I gulped, coughed, and swallowed everything, including the confession still stuck behind my teeth.

He sighed, satisfied, releasing me only when he was totally done.

I stayed kneeling, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. My chest heaved. Levi’s smile was still in my head.

Stephen tucked himself away and zipped his trousers, already reaching for his papers. “Good girl. Go home,” he said. “See you Monday.” Like I was just another line on his to-do list.

I left his office with my lips swollen, my throat raw, Levi’s words still echoing in my skull.

**

At home, it spilled out sideways, the only way it could.

I tucked Grace in with a kiss, but I didn’t have much to say. My nerves were entirely raw. I saw her off to sleep and then went looking for a little release.

Jared was waiting, eager to please. He wanted softness from me. He got the opposite.

I didn’t speak. I just pushed him down onto the bed.

“Hands behind your head,” I ordered. My voice cracked sharp. He obeyed instantly, eyes wide.

I stripped him bare, climbed onto his chest, grinding my skirt-clad hips against him. His cock twitched against his stomach, already leaking, but I ignored it.

“You know what I want,” I said, dragging myself up until my pussy hovered over his mouth.

He nodded, breath ragged.

“Say it.”

“Y-you want me to lick you.”

“Good boy.”

I lowered myself onto his face. His tongue darted out, licking desperately, nose nudging against my clit. My fingers fisted in his hair, holding him there as I rocked.

I rode his face hard, ruthless, every nerve raw from the week, from Levi’s voice, from Stephen’s cock down my throat. My thighs trembled, my breath came in gasps, and I used Jared like a toy until the pressure finally broke.

I came in shudders, grinding down on him, muffling my cries against my own wrist. My cunt spasmed against his tongue, wave after wave until I was limp and slick, thighs shaking.

I climbed off him slowly, breathless, staring down at his flushed, needy face. His cock was still rigid, straining for release.

“Pathetic,” I said, laughing, tugging my blouse loose, baring just the tops of my tits for him. “You’re pathetic for me, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he breathed, voice shaking.

“You’re my slut,” I told him, cupping my tits in my hands. “My filthy little slut. Say it, bitch.”

“I’m your slut,” he said.

“That’s a good little boy.” I grabbed his cock, and worked it brutally, fast and merciless. He whined, bucking.

“Cum,” I ordered. “Cum for me now, you dirty bitch.”

He exploded in seconds, spraying across his belly, chest, dripping down his sides. I collected it with my fingers, then shoved them into his mouth.

“Suck them,” I hissed. “Clean my fingers all up.”

He obeyed, whimpering, licking, sucking, desperate.

And all the while, I wasn’t even thinking of him. Not really. I saw Stephen’s cock stretching my throat. I heard Levi’s voice at my ear.

Bent over that desk.

I shuddered, and Jared moaned, and neither of us spoke the truth.

**

Monday morning, I drove into the secure lot on autopilot, coffee cooling in the cup holder, knuckles white on the steering wheel. The weekend clung to me like sweat.

Jared kneeling. Jared gagging on my panties, licking them clean. Jared’s wide, frightened eyes when I’d told him, almost casually, that maybe one day I’d peg him.

I’d said it just to watch him squirm. I needed to see that. Needed to push him harder, needed to bury myself in cruelty to keep Levi’s voice out of my head.

Bent over that desk.

I shivered and killed the engine, the echo of Levi’s words tightening around my throat.

The lot was quiet, only a handful of cars scattered across the rows. I grabbed my tote from the passenger seat, smoothed my skirt, and stepped out into the cool morning air. My heels clicked against the asphalt, sharp and too loud in the silence.

I’d just slung the tote higher on my shoulder when I felt the shift of air behind me.

“Morning, Miss Ryder.”

I froze.

Levi was there, leaning against the car parked beside mine like he’d been waiting. He looked casual—hands in his pockets, tie loose—but his smile was sharp.

“Early start,” he drawled. “Dedicated. I like that.”

My throat closed. I clutched the tote tighter, instinct screaming at me to keep moving, but he was already stepping closer. Too close. His hand brushed my car door shut before I could touch it, the slam echoing through the lot.

“You nervous?” His voice was soft, almost kind. “You look nervous.”

“I—no.” My voice cracked. I cleared my throat, tried again. “I’m fine.”

He didn’t buy it. His body angled in, one hand braced casually against the roof of my car, the other settling low on my hip like it belonged there. My breath seized, the contact sending a jolt straight through me.

“You know,” he murmured, dipping his head so his lips brushed my temple, “people notice things. Like who stays late. Whose door is always shut. Who walks out looking…” His eyes flicked down my blouse, the swell of my tits straining the fabric. “…wrecked.”

Heat flushed my cheeks. My thighs pressed together, shame pooling thick between my legs.

“Wouldn’t want the principal hearing stories, would you?” he went on, tone light, almost conversational. “Or your students. Kids love to gossip, you know.”

My keys slipped in my grip, clattering to the pavement. I bent quickly, fumbling for them, desperate to break the spell, but his hand was there first. He dangled them in front of me, smirk curling. “Careful.”

I reached out, but he didn’t let go right away. His fingers brushed mine, deliberate, lingering. My stomach clenched, a wave of heat and nausea rolling through me.

“What do you want?” I whispered.

He leaned in, lips grazing the shell of my ear. “You. After school. My room. You’ll do for me what you do for Briggs.” His hand squeezed my hip, hard enough to bruise. “And you’ll like it.”

I nearly buckled. The keys bit into my palm when he finally released them.

“Good talk,” he said, stepping back as if nothing had happened, hands sliding into his pockets. “See you inside.”

And then he walked away, leaving me trembling against my own car, throat tight, nipples hard, panties damp, the trap sprung and locked.

After that, the morning was a blur.

Halfway through first period, I found myself standing at the board, chalk in hand, staring at a stanza of Whitman that blurred and doubled until it may as well have been written in another language.

“Miss Ryder?” one of the kids called.

I jolted. “Yes. Yes, keep—keep reading.”

The class dissolved into whispers. I turned back to the board, but my pulse wouldn’t slow. Every time I closed my eyes, I was back in the parking lot: Levi’s hand on my hip, his mouth at my ear, his demand sinking into my skin like a brand.

By second period, I’d already snapped twice—once at Tanisha for laughing, once at a boy in the back for tapping his pencil. My voice came out sharp, brittle, the kids staring at me like I’d lost it.

Third period was no better. My skirt clung damp to my thighs, my bra tight against my nipples, my body betraying me with every step. I caught myself biting my lip, chewing it raw, just to keep from blurting something insane.

By lunch, I couldn’t stand it anymore. I found Stephen in his classroom, alone, the blinds drawn. He looked up when I slipped inside, shut the door, and sagged against it, clutching my tote like a shield.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, already leaning back in his chair, that calm steady presence that usually steadied me too.

The words tumbled out, halting, breathless. “It’s Levi. He—he knows. About us. He cornered me this morning, said—he wants—”

Stephen’s brow lifted slightly. He didn’t look shocked. Not really. He folded his hands, leaned back, listened.

I flushed. “I thought you should know. I thought—you’d do something. Say something to him. Make him stop.”

For a long moment, he said nothing. Then: “No.”

The word dropped like a stone.

I blinked. “What?”

He leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk. His eyes were sharp, unyielding. “This is your problem, Helen. Not mine. You gave him this power.”

My throat closed. “I didn’t—”

“You did.” His tone cut clean, no softness, no room for argument. “So, you deal with it. You make Levi stop. Or you give him what he wants. Either way, it’s on you.”

Tears pricked hot in my eyes. I shook my head. “I can’t—”

“You can.” His voice was final. “You’re learning, remember? Learning how to control a classroom. How to control your husband. This is no different.”

My heart sank. I’d come expecting help, protection. Instead, I’d been handed a sentence.

“Now go eat your lunch,” he said, already reaching for a stack of essays. “And don’t come back here expecting me to fight your battles.”

I left his classroom with my chest tight, my throat burning, the room spinning around me.

Levi’s voice was louder now than ever.

After school. My room. You’ll like it.

**

The afternoon dragged like an anchor.

I stood in front of my classes, lips moving, words falling out of my mouth, but I couldn’t hear myself. I couldn’t feel the chalk in my hand or the papers under my fingers. I couldn’t see the kids’ faces.

All I saw was Stephen.

Stephen pushing me to my knees. Stephen fucking my throat until my eyes streamed. Stephen calling me good girl, bad girl, his little white girl.

And Stephen, today, looking at me like I was nothing. Like I was a problem he couldn’t be bothered to fix.

This is your problem, Helen.

The words circled me all afternoon, tight as a noose.

What did I mean to him? Anything at all? Or was I just convenient? Just a wet mouth or a willing cunt after the last bell, something to unwind him before he went home?

The thought gutted me, left me hollow and raw.

I snapped at kids again, harsher than I meant to, my voice cracking. I saw the way they stared at me, wide-eyed, whispering when they thought I wasn’t listening.

By the last period, my hands were shaking so badly I could barely collect the essays.

I told myself I’d go home. Pretend none of it was happening. Crawl into bed with Jared and take it out on him until the fear quieted.

But when the buses rolled out and the hallways fell silent, my body moved on its own.

Levi had said after school.

And I didn’t have a choice.

I found myself in the empty hallway, the echo of my heels sharp against the tile. My tote hung heavy on my shoulder, my palms damp. Every step felt like a confession.

Levi was already there, leaning in the doorway of his classroom. He looked like he’d been waiting for me all day.

“Thought you’d chicken out,” he said, voice easy, smile lazy.

I stopped a few feet away, my throat tight, my chest rising and falling too fast.

“I—I’m here,” I whispered.

His eyes dragged over me, slowly, deliberately. I felt stripped bare, nailed to the spot by nothing more than the weight of his gaze.

“Yeah,” he said finally, pushing off the doorframe. “You are.”

He opened the door wider, gestured me inside.

And I went.

Because Stephen had told me I had to deal with it.

Because Levi had left me no choice.

The door clicked shut behind me. Then the lock.

The sound made my stomach drop.

I clutched my tote tighter, knuckles white around the strap, as if that scrap of fabric could anchor me to something safe. The room was dim, blinds half-drawn, faint afternoon light striping across rows of desks. It smelled like pencil shavings and men’s cologne—his cologne, sharp and heavy in my nose.

“Put that down,” Levi said, nodding at my bag. His voice was soft, amused, like he had all the time in the world.

I hesitated.

“Now.”

My fingers went slack. The tote slid to the floor with a dull thud.

He moved toward me with slow, easy strides, not looming, not rushing—just certain, like this had been inevitable all along. My back brushed the edge of a student desk. I gripped it behind me, holding myself upright.

“Cardigan,” he said.

My breath caught. “What?”

“Take it off. You’re not hiding from me.”

Heat rose in my cheeks, my ears. I swallowed, tugged the sleeves down, fumbled with the buttons. My hands shook. The cardigan slid from my shoulders, pooling at my elbows, and I felt naked even though my blouse was still buttoned to the collarbone.

“Better,” he said. His eyes swept over me, deliberate, heavy. My skin prickled where his gaze touched, goosebumps rising under my blouse.

“You nervous?” he asked.

I nodded before I could stop myself.

“Good. Means you know what’s happening.”

His hand came up, brushing my skirt hem, trailing up my thigh. I gasped, knees wobbling. He reached higher, pushed the fabric up, bold as anything, until he found the damp strip of my panties. His fingers pressed, testing.

“Oh,” he said, smile curling. “You’re already wet.”

I shook my head, mortified. “I—no—”

“Say it.” His voice cut, sharp, commanding.

My throat locked.

“Say it.”

“I’m—wet,” I whispered.

“Louder.”

“I’m wet.” The words burned my mouth.

He chuckled, slow and pleased, and slid his fingers against the soaked cotton, rubbing, making my hips twitch against the desk. “Of course you are.”

I bit my lip, desperate not to moan, desperate not to lean into him.

“On your knees.”

My stomach flipped. “Please—”

He gripped my shoulders, not rough, just steady, and pushed down. My knees hit the tile hard. My palms flattened against the cold floor.

His belt buckle clinked. Zipper rasped.

I stared up, wide-eyed, as he pulled his cock free—thick, dark, heavy, hanging inches from my face. As big as Stephen. Maybe a little wider. My mouth went dry.

“Open up.”

I shook my head, trembling.

“Open.” His thumb pressed my chin, prying me.

My lips parted. He shoved forward, the blunt head filling my mouth, stretching me wide. My gag reflex fired, throat closing, eyes watering instantly.

“Mm,” he hummed. “That’s it. All that mouth put to good use.”

He rocked in deeper. My jaw ached, spit sliding down my chin. My gagging echoed against the empty walls, humiliating, obscene. My eyes blurred, but I couldn’t look away from him—the calm smile, the relaxed shoulders, the utter control.

“Fuck, you’re a sloppy bitch,” he said. “You were born to suck cock.”

My throat convulsed around him, choking, swallowing. My panties clung soaked to me. My hands fisted against the floor, useless.

He pulled back, spit glistening down his shaft, then shoved forward again, harder, until my nose pressed his belly and panic flared. I gagged, body jolting, throat screaming.

He held me there, just long enough to prove he could, then let me go. I collapsed back, coughing, drool strung between my lips.

“Good girl,” he said. “Get used to it.” And then, he hauled me up by the arm, dragging me to my feet like I weighed nothing. My legs wobbled, saliva cooling on my chin, my throat raw and burning.

“Turn around,” he said.

I did. Couldn’t not. My palms found the edge of the desk, clutching it like a lifeline.

A sharp smack lit my ass, the crack echoing off the walls. I yelped, bent forward against the desk. Heat bloomed across my skin, stinging, electric.

“Yeah, that’s a fine ass,” Levi said behind me, landing another slap on my other cheek, a little harder this time. “This is my ass now.”

Tears pricked my eyes. My chest pressed into the cool wood, blouse straining across my tits. My breath came ragged, shallow, the sting of his palm still buzzing in my nerves.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanked my head back just enough that I could see his reflection in the darkened classroom window—his tall frame looming, my own bent, spread, pathetic.

“You see that?” His mouth brushed my ear, hot, taunting. “Look at you. Married teacher. Model wife. Bent over for me like a little white slut.”

A whimper escaped before I could bite it down. My thighs pressed together, betraying me, soaking heat blooming between them.

He laughed, low and pleased. His fingers pushed my skirt up, bunched the fabric at my waist. Cool air hit my thighs, my ass, my damp panties.

“Oh, fuck,” he breathed. “You’re dripping.”

My face flamed. I shook my head, but he hooked his fingers in the elastic and yanked, the fabric biting into my hips as he dragged them down to mid-thigh.

“Spread,” he ordered.

“I—please—”

“Do it.”

Shame boiling in my chest, I shuffled my feet wider, thighs trembling. The position left me open, exposed, my pussy slick and glistening in the dim light.

Levi groaned low, appreciative. “Goddamn. That’s a married cunt, huh? Soaked and begging for it.”

I squeezed my eyes shut. My fingers dug grooves into the desk.

Two fingers slid between my folds, blunt and sure, pushing deep without preamble. I gasped, my body clamping tight around him.

“Yeah, that’s it,” he said, curling them inside me, fucking me with his hand. “Pussy like this, I can see why Briggs wanted to keep it for himself. Let’s make this little cunt come.”

I shook my head, panting, but my hips rocked back against him, chasing more without meaning to. Each thrust of his fingers sent sparks through me, hot, humiliating pleasure winding tight in my belly.

“Say it,” he told me. “Say you want more.”

“I—” My throat clenched.

Another sharp spank made me cry out. His fingers drove deeper in me, rubbing a spot that made my knees buckle.

“Say it.”

“I want more!” I sobbed.

He chuckled, smug, twisting his fingers hard, forcing a helpless moan from my throat.

“That’s my girl,” he said. “My little white teacher slut. That’s you, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I gasped, tears streaking down my face. “Yes.”

He laughed under his breath, satisfied, his fingers plunging back inside me, harder, rougher. Two, then three, stretching me wide, scissoring, filling me in a way that made my thighs quake. His palm ground against my clit with every brutal thrust, the pressure unbearable, relentless.

“Oh—God—” I whimpered, face mashed into the desk, cheek damp with spit and tears. My nails raked over the wood, useless, scrabbling for something to hold onto as wave after wave of heat ripped through me.

“Yeah,” Levi muttered, voice close to my ear, taunting. “That’s it. Ride it. You’re dripping all over my hand, little teacher. Can’t even pretend you don’t love this.”

I shook my head, but my body betrayed me, jerking back onto his hand, grinding against his palm, chasing the friction like an animal. Each curl of his fingers sent fire lancing through me, tightening low in my belly, building and building until I couldn’t breathe.

“You’re close,” he growled, fucking me faster, harder, his hand a blur. “Don’t fight it. Come on my fingers. Show me how bad you needed this.”

The words broke something inside me. My hips bucked wildly, my throat opening on a strangled cry.

“Ohhh fuck—”

The orgasm tore through me like an explosion. My cunt clamped down around him, pulsing, spasming, soaking his hand, his wrist, dripping down my thighs. I screamed into the empty room, raw and helpless, my legs giving out as my whole body convulsed.

He didn’t let up. He drove his fingers harder, curling mercilessly, pressing his palm tight to my clit until the pleasure spiked white-hot, unbearable. I sobbed, writhing, desperate, every nerve on fire.

“Keep going,” he ordered. “Don’t stop now. Give me everything.”

I shattered again, another orgasm rolling over the first, my vision going black around the edges, my body thrashing. My pussy gushed against his hand, messy, humiliating, my cries echoing down the empty hallway.

When he finally pulled his hand free, I collapsed onto the desk, limp, chest heaving, sweat dripping down my temples. My thighs trembled, soaked, my panties twisted around my knees.

He pulled his fingers free, slick and glistening. A moment later, they pressed against my lips.

“Open.”

I obeyed, tasting myself as he shoved them past my tongue. I choked on the taste of myself, eyes streaming, gagging around the mess he’d wrung out of me.

“Good girl,” he said, stroking my hair almost gently as I swallowed around his fingers. “Now you’re ready for me.”

His other hand was on my ass, spreading me, his cock heavy and hot sliding between my cheeks. He rubbed it against my pussy lips, smearing my wetness around, teasing the blunt head at my opening.

My whole body tensed, a shudder rolling through me.

“You feel that?” he whispered. “That’s what you came here for.”

His cock pressed against me, thick and hot, slick with the mess he’d pulled from me. My body tensed, bracing, but there was no way to be ready for the stretch when he shoved forward.

“Ohhh—God!” The cry ripped out of me, muffled against the desk.

He was huge, forcing me open, splitting me in half. Every inch burned, every inch dragged a helpless sound from my throat. My cunt clenched around him, resisting and welcoming all at once, dripping wet but too tight, too much.

“Fuck, yeah,” Levi groaned, grinding in deeper, hand heavy on my back. “You feel that? That’s a real cock. You love it, don’t you?”

“Yes—no—I—” My voice broke on a sob.

“Yes,” he snarled, slamming forward the rest of the way until his hips crushed my ass. I screamed, body lurching, walls stretching to take him. My knuckles went white against the desk edge, nails clawing gouges in the wood.

He held there, buried to the root, cock throbbing inside me, keeping me full, stretched, ruined.

“Listen to you,” he said, almost laughing. “Whining like a bitch in heat. Married woman. Little white teacher. Begging for Black dick.”

“I’m not—”

The words cut off as he pulled back and rammed into me again, hard enough to make my tits bounce against the desk. A ragged cry tore from my throat.

“You are,” he growled, pounding me now, relentless. His hips slapped my ass, the sound filthy in the empty room. My pussy clutched at him helplessly, slick and gushing, every thrust driving me closer to the edge.

I tried to stay quiet. Someone could still be here, a janitor, a teacher grading papers, anyone. But every thrust broke another sound from me—moans, gasps, strangled little screams I couldn’t bite down.

“Louder,” he demanded, hand fisting in my hair, yanking my head back so I could see my reflection in the window. My mouth open, my eyes wild, his cock hammering into me, the desk shaking under the force of it. “I want you to hear yourself getting fucked.”

Humiliation scorched me, but it only made my pussy tighter, wetter. My legs shook, giving out, and he held me up with nothing but his grip in my hair and the strength of his thrusts.

“You love it,” he spat, spittle flecking my cheek. “Say it. Say you love this cock.”

“I—I love it,” I gasped, body convulsing.

He flipped me onto my back like I was nothing, shoving desks aside with a screech of metal. My skirt bunched around my waist, blouse rucked up, tits spilling from my bra. He pinned me down and drove into me again, face-to-face now, his weight crushing me.

“Look at me,” he ordered, slapping my tit hard enough to make it jiggle. I yelped, eyes flying open. His gaze bored into me, merciless. “Don’t look away when you come.”

His thrusts were brutal, deep, pounding into places I didn’t know existed, making me arch and writhe and claw at his shoulders. My clit ground against his pubic bone with every stroke, sparks shooting through me, unbearable.

“I’m—oh God—I’m—”

“Do it,” he growled, spit dripping onto my lips, his cock pistoning into me. “Come on my cock. Show me what kind of slut you really are.”

I shattered. My whole body arched off the desk, scream ripped raw from my throat as my orgasm detonated, violent, devastating. My cunt clenched around him, milking him, soaking us both. I couldn’t stop, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think—just wave after wave crashing, drowning me.

He laughed, triumphant, and kept fucking me through it, harder, deeper, forcing the orgasm to drag on until it was agony, until I sobbed beneath him, clawing at his arms, begging with my body even as I tried to twist away.

“Yeah,” he grunted, slamming into me, sweat dripping from his brow. “You’ll never be the same, little teacher. You belong to this big black cock now.”

His thrusts grew ragged, hips slamming into me with punishing force. I was still shuddering, wrecked from my orgasm, every nerve stripped bare, each thrust pulling fresh sobs from my throat. My cunt clenched around him, clinging, milking, slick with the mess of my release.

“Fuck, yeah,” he growled, teeth bared, sweat dripping from his jaw onto my chest. “Tight little bitch. Gonna make a mess of you.”

“No—please—” My voice was shredded, weak, though my body betrayed me, hips rising to meet him even as my head shook no.

“Yes,” he snapped, slapping my tit again, his cock hammering deep. “You’re gonna take it. Gonna wear my cum where everybody can see.”

The words punched straight through me, heat exploding low in my belly, shame and arousal tangled until I couldn’t tell them apart. My body tightened, another ripple of unwanted pleasure tearing through me, leaving me gasping, nails digging furrows into his shoulders.

He snarled, pulled out suddenly, and I whimpered at the empty ache.

“On your knees,” he barked, shoving me down.

My legs barely worked, trembling, jelly. I slid to the floor, blouse hanging open, bra askew, tits heavy and flushed from his rough handling. My knees hit the tile again, sore, my body quaking, my throat raw.

He fisted his cock, slick with my cunt, stroking fast, standing over me like a god. His eyes burned down at me, cruel and satisfied.

“Open up,” he ordered.

I lifted my face, mouth open, tears streaking my cheeks, saliva shining on my chin. My heart pounded so loudly it drowned the world.

“Yeah, good girl,” he hissed, stroking faster, groaning. His cock jerked in his grip, the head flaring, and then it hit me.

Hot, thick jets painted across my face, splattering my lips, my cheeks, my chin. I gasped, and more landed in my mouth, salty, bitter, filling me. I gagged as another rope streaked across my lashes, my hairline, dripping down onto my blouse.

He groaned, deep and savage, aiming lower now—his final spurts striping my tits, hot and sticky, splashing across my cleavage, matting the lace of my bra. Cum slid down the curves of my breasts, dripping onto my belly, pooling in the waistband of my bunched-up skirt.

I knelt there, wrecked, gasping, cum running down my skin in heavy, humiliating streaks. The smell filled my nose, sharp and overwhelming.

Levi exhaled, satisfied, and grinned down at me.

“Look at you,” he said, voice thick with triumph. “Miss Ryder, cum-drunk little whore. Well, I gotta say, you wear it well.”

His hand caught my jaw, tilting my face up so I had to meet his eyes through the mess dripping from my lashes. His thumb smeared a streak across my cheek, rubbed it into my skin like lotion.

“You’ll remember this every time you look in the mirror,” he said softly, cruelly. “And every time you see me, you’ll know you belong to me.”

He tucked himself back into his pants, zipped up casual as anything, and left me there kneeling on the tile—blouse gaping, tits glazed, face dripping with his cum.

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. My body was shaking, my pussy still throbbing, my chest heaving as the mess cooled sticky on my skin.

**

I staggered when I stood, legs trembling, blouse half-open, bra wet and clinging. My skirt was twisted, my knees red, and cum was still sliding thick and sticky down my tits, cooling against my skin.

The bathroom mirror was cruel. My face a ruin—mascara streaked, lips swollen, hair tangled, his cum drying shiny across my cheeks, flecked in my lashes. I splashed water, scrubbed at myself with scratchy brown paper towels, but the smell clung, sharp and male, seared into me. My blouse was hopeless, the faint stains darkening the fabric. I buttoned it anyway, tugged the cardigan over it, hoping no one would look too closely.

The hallway was silent when I slipped out, shoes clicking on linoleum, every sound too loud. Outside, the parking lot stretched empty, cars baking in the low evening sun. My keys shook in my hand as I crossed to mine, each step an echo of what had just happened—the desk biting into my hips, his hand in my hair, his cum dripping out of me.

I dropped into the driver’s seat, shut the door, and just sat there, gripping the wheel. My chest ached, my pussy still pulsed, and my thighs were damp even after I’d wiped them raw.

I started the car, the hum of the engine swallowing the silence, and I thought about the three men in my life.

Stephen. The way he’d told me to handle it myself. The way he’d taught me to dress, to obey, to bend.

Levi. His grin, his voice, his cock stretching me, his cum painting me.

And then Jared. My husband. My cuck. My good little boy waiting at home.

I had no idea where this was going next. Except …

My lips curled, bitter and sweet all at once. Yeah. Maybe I would peg Jared. Maybe that was exactly what he deserved.
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