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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—Poker Night

Two white sluts, six black bulls, one brutal poker night.

Helen Ryder thought she’d learned to manage her double life—obedient slut for her Black coworkers, cruel domme at home for her cuckold husband. But nothing could ever have prepared her for Poker Night.

Dressed like the sluttiest cocktail waitress in the state, Helen finds herself stripped, groped, and passed around, pushed deeper than ever into free use filth, and forced to compete against her school’s secretary in a brutal public contest of lesbian submission.

Poker Night (15,000 words) is the filthiest chapter yet in Helen’s descent—an unflinching interracial gangbang. Stripped, used, and pitted against another white woman in front of six dominant big Black men, Helen learns to embrace the filth and discovers just how far she's willing to go. If you love free use, slut-wife humiliation, cuckold heat, and married women broken open beneath big Black bulls, this one will give you every brutal inch.

This is Helen’s transformation in its purest form: interracial free use, brutal Black domination, and married white woman destruction pushed way past the point of no return. Poker Night isn’t just another lesson for Helen—it’s her graduation night.

Molly Pike

August 2025


Poker Night

I had his cock in my mouth when he told me.

Stephen leaned back in his chair, one arm hooked behind his head, the other resting heavy on the back of my skull. The lazy way his fingers curled into my hair made it clear he was totally in charge of how fast my head moved, how deep I took his cock. Drool slicked my chin, soaking into the cardigan I hadn’t bothered to take off before dropping to my knees.

“You’re coming out with me on Friday night,” he said, his voice that usual maddening mix of casual and commanding. His cock pulsed against my tongue as if the words themselves stirred him. “Couple of friends are hosting a poker night. You’ll be our waitress, serving drinks, keeping everyone happy.”

My throat convulsed around him. The words crashed over me—poker night, friends, keep everyone happy—and my mind stuttered. I tried to lift my head, to ask what he meant, but Stephen pressed down, steady and sure, until the thick length of him lodged into my throat. My nose mashed against the hard muscle of his belly. My eyes watered.

“Shhh,” he cooed, almost kind, as if he hadn’t just told me I’d be paraded in front of strangers and God-knows-what-else. “Don’t worry. All you have to do is smile and obey. You’re good at that now, aren’t you?”

I made a muffled sound of protest—humiliated, panicked—but it came out like a whimper around his cock.

“You’ll need something suitable to wear, a waitress uniform,” he went on. “Short skirt, a blouse that shows off those tits of yours. Heels too, I suppose. You’ll need to look the part. These guys will like that. You should get good tips. Especially when you go the extra mile.”

The smugness in his voice twisted in my gut. He didn’t even pretend I had a say. Tears streaked my cheeks. My throat tightened. I couldn’t think of what to say, what to do. Go the extra mile?

I gagged, coughed against him, and he pulled me back just enough to let me breathe, spit trailing from his cock to my lips. I sucked greedily at the air, then at him again because I didn’t dare stop.

“Good little sub,” he murmured, stroking my cheek. “Getting the hang of it.”

I think he meant I was a substitute teacher, not the other thing, but really, what difference did it make? His praise still made my chest ache—pathetic as it was.

His thighs tensed under my hands, his hips shifting just slightly. The pressure at the back of my throat built, his cock swelling against my gag reflex, and then he groaned low in his chest.

Hot, thick ropes of cum flooded my mouth and I choked, coughing, cum spilling down my chin and streaking my blouse. He held me down for a moment, making sure I swallowed some of it, then he let me go and pulled out. The next spurts shot across my face before I could blink. The first landed across my cheek and up into my lashes, blinding one eye. The next splattered my nose and chin, sticky and warm. He kept stroking, pumping himself, grunting as he painted me—forehead, lips, even the edge of my hairline. It dripped down into my blouse, spreading through the thin cotton.

I froze, humiliated, gasping through the mess.

He sighed like a man who’d just closed a door behind him. Tucked himself back into his pants, zipped, and stood.

“Clean yourself up,” he said, already reaching for his keys. “We’re going shopping.”

I blinked up at him, cum sliding down my cheek, dripping onto my chest. “For what?”

His smile was merciless. “For your uniform.”

**

It wasn’t lost on me how insane this was—me, still smelling of his cum, walking into a mall under the bright fluorescent lights like some kind of normal suburban wife. I’d scrubbed myself raw in the faculty bathroom, but the scent clung to me. Maybe it was just in my head, but I swore I could still feel it, tacky in my hairline.

Stephen led the way, a half-step in front, looking like he belonged here. I clutched my purse like a lifeline, heart racing.

We started at a fast-fashion store—cheap racks of polyester blouses, skirts in garish colors. He didn’t hesitate. He pulled a white button-down from the rack, held it up against me, then tossed it over his arm. “This,” he said. “Two sizes down.”

I flinched. “But—”

“Ask the clerk.”

Heat prickled at the back of my neck as I found a salesgirl, barely older than my students, and asked for a smaller size. Her eyes flicked from me to Stephen, and then she smiled too wide, like she knew something.

Next came skirts. Black, short, tight enough to outline my hips but not so short I couldn’t walk. He made me try three in the fitting room, pulling the curtain aside each time, ignoring my hissed protests.

“Turn around,” he ordered.

I obeyed, cheeks burning, showing him the snug cling of fabric across my ass.

“Bend.”

I bent, hands on my knees. The skirt rode up, flashing the curve of my thighs, the edge of my panties.

“Better,” he said. “You’ll be able to carry a tray like that.”

He made me pair it with the blouse—sheer white, thin buttons straining just enough to show the swell of my tits if I breathed wrong. No bra. He insisted.

Finally, shoes. Black heels, low enough I could stand for hours, high enough to make my ass pop.

He leaned against the mirror while I took a few tentative steps, the outfit complete. My reflection stared back at me: short skirt, sheer blouse, tits framed and bouncing with every step, legs on display.

“You’ll do,” he said, satisfied.

I swallowed hard, cheeks blazing, shame flooding me, trying not to imagine the scene he was dressing me for.

**

Levi’s chair creaked every time I came down on him, my palms pressed flat against his shoulders for balance, tits bouncing with each brutal slap of flesh on flesh. Levi just leaned back, as if I were some kind of show he’d paid to watch.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my thighs already burning, sweat trickling down my spine under my blouse. His cock split me open, impossibly thick, every downward drop driving a cry of desperation out of my throat.

He grinned, dark eyes fixed on my tits as they swung and jiggled with every bounce. “You looking forward to poker night, Helen? Fuck, I know I am.”

I froze mid-thrust, nails digging into his shoulders. “What?”

He shifted his hips, burying himself so deep I couldn’t breathe. “Poker night. Stephen told me you’re gonna be our waitress this time. Said you’re gonna look good carrying drinks for us.”

The words hit me like a slap. My mind scrambled, heat rushing to my face. Levi would be there—at poker night? Stephen had told him about our shopping trip, about what I’d wear? I didn’t even think the two of them were friends!

“I—” The protest broke off in a ragged moan as Levi bucked up beneath me, slamming that monster cock deeper than I thought I could take. My whole body clenched, eyes rolling back.

“Don’t tell me you didn’t know that I’d be there.” His grin widened. He gripped my hips now, hard enough to bruise, and started driving me up and down like a doll, making me ride him faster, harder. “Stephen said you were excited. Couldn’t wait to serve. To get passed around. To suck cock and get fucked.”

“No—no, I didn’t—” I tried to form words, but my cunt betrayed me, squeezing around him, slick and hot. Each thrust knocked my thoughts apart, replaced with shockwaves of sensation. My clit dragged against his pelvis, sparks bursting through me with every grind.

It wasn’t just pleasure, it was pressure, unbearable, rolling tighter and tighter inside me until my breath came in ragged gasps. My thighs quivered, the muscles trembling from the strain of bouncing on him, but still I kept going, grinding down harder, chasing that electric edge even as shame burned hot in my chest.

The shame only made it worse—sharper, sweeter, somehow. It was official now. On Friday night, I was going to be their slut. Whoever they were. Stephen, Levi, and fuck knows who else. I should have been furious, sick, and horrified. Instead, the thought shot straight to my cunt, making me wetter, clenching tighter around Levi’s cock.

“Oh, fuck—fuck, I can’t—” My voice broke, high and frantic.

And then it hit.

My orgasm ripped through me like a wave crashing over brittle wood, splintering me apart. My hips locked down on him, grinding, grinding, desperate to wring every jolt out of the contact. Heat flooded low in my belly, radiating out to my thighs, my tits, even my fingertips curling into his shoulders. My nipples ached, stiff and swollen, brushing his chest with each convulsion.

I sobbed as it rolled on, not just from the force of it but from what it meant: that I could come this hard, this completely, while he made jokes about me being passed around. My cunt squeezed around him in rhythmic pulses, milking his cock, my body betraying me over and over again.

My head tipped back, hair sticking to my sweaty neck, mouth open in a strangled cry that went on too long to be anything other than completely obscene. Each clench dragged out another aftershock. Every twitch of his thick cock deep down inside me set off a new spark until I thought I’d lose my mind.

It felt endless, like my body had forgotten how to stop. My thighs shook, tears leaked from the corners of my eyes, my chest heaved against his, and still the orgasm gripped me, wrung me out, left me ruined and raw.

When it finally ebbed, I collapsed forward, gasping against his chest, my pussy still fluttering around him like it wasn’t done yet.

Levi laughed and his big hands clamped down on my hips, lifting me up just enough to slam me back down. The jolt against my clit dragged another cry out of me, a shuddering shock that made my vision blur.

“Didn’t take much,” he said, grinding me down. “You come like that just thinking about it. You really are a whore.”

I whimpered and realized with horror that he was right—my thighs were slick, dripping down onto his chair, a mess that proved him right in ways words never could.

“Please,” I cried, not even sure what I was begging for. My thighs quaked as I kept moving, hips rocking on autopilot, chasing the pleasure even as shame scalded me.

He leaned forward now, mouth close to my ear. “Six of us, Helen. Friday night. Stephen, me, four more. You’re gonna suck and fuck every last one of us.”

The words detonated in my head. Six. Suck. Fuck. All of them. My body went cold-hot at once, shame burning under my skin while my cunt throbbed around him like it had been waiting for that exact promise or threat.

“No—no, I can’t—” I tried to say, but it came out broken, breathless, a plea tangled up with a moan.

“Yes, you can,” he growled, grinding me down on his cock so deep my stomach flipped. “You’re already soaking, thinking about it. Bet your little husband’s never seen you this wet.”

That twisted the knife. Jared. The thought of him, diminished and obedient, waiting at home with Gracie while Levi held me wide open, filled me, used me, broke something loose deep down inside me.

My clit scraped hard against his pelvis with every rutting thrust. My hips weren’t my own anymore, rocking wild, desperate. I was riding him like I’d been born for this, like my body existed for nothing else but this thick cock splitting me apart and the filth in his voice dragging me down.

The pressure built, hotter, tighter, unbearable. My chest heaved against him, tits slick with sweat, nipples so stiff they ached. My nails clawed angry red lines down his shoulders, but it didn’t slow him; he only laughed, like he owned my breaking point.

And then I shattered.

The orgasm hit like a fist to the spine. I screamed, high and raw, legs seizing as wave after wave tore through me. My pussy clamped so hard around him I could feel every vein, every twitch of that massive cock buried in me. The wet sound of it was obscene, juices gushing out to soak his lap and drip onto the floor.

I bucked helplessly, sobbing, grinding my clit against him even as the overload turned painful, shards of pleasure so sharp they bordered on agony. My thighs shook violently, my vision went white, and all I could hear was his voice, his words—six of us, every last one of us—hammering through the roar of blood in my ears.

It went on and on, too much, my body wrung out like a rag, convulsing around him, cunt spasming in greedy, humiliating pulses. I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop.

When it finally broke, I collapsed forward, drenched, trembling so hard my teeth chattered. My face pressed into his neck, wet with sweat and tears. I could still feel my pussy fluttering weakly, aftershocks milking him, begging for his cum even as I whispered, “Please, please…” without knowing what I was asking for.

He didn’t answer me with words—he just picked me up and slammed me down onto him harder.

The air punched out of my lungs with each brutal thrust, my tits bouncing against his chest, nipples dragging painfully across his skin. His cock felt impossibly big now, thicker somehow, stretching me to breaking as he fucked me ragged, chasing his own finish.

I could feel it in the way he moved—shorter, rougher strokes, his grip like iron on my hips, hauling me down onto him until I thought my pelvis would crack. Every time he bottomed out, I swore I could feel him in my stomach or my throat, like I was nothing but a sleeve for his big black cock, made to take him this deep.

“Fuck,” he grunted, sweat slicking his forehead, jaw clenched. His chest heaved under me, the rhythm turning savage, desperate.

My cunt seized around him in answer, greedy, traitorous. I whimpered, head thrown back, nails digging bloody crescents into his shoulders as the promise of it tore through me.

Then he came.

I felt it first in the twitch of his cock, that thick throb deep inside me. And then the heat—hot, endless spurts blasting straight into me, filling me so deep I gasped and clawed at him.

“Oh God—oh God, Levi—”

It was too much. Each gush hit like a brand, scalding and heavy, thick cum spilling into me in relentless waves. I could feel it forcing my body to stretch around him, flooding me until it seeped out around his cock, dripping hot down my thighs.

He growled into my ear, low and feral, grinding me down to take every last drop. “Take it. Every fucking bit. You’re mine, Helen, you slut.”

I sobbed, my body convulsing with aftershocks, cunt milking him, refusing to let him go. I could feel every throb, every pulse of his cock still buried in me, still stretching me wide, still spurting like he’d never stop.

By the time he finally sagged back into the chair, breathing hard, I was wrecked. My thighs quaked uncontrollably, my clit throbbed raw and swollen, my tits stuck to his chest with sweat. His cock still sat heavy inside me, locked in place by the clutch of my spasming cunt, his cum leaking out in warm streams.

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. Could only feel. Stuffed. Dripping. Ruined. Just your average Wednesday evening at school.

Levi grinned, brushing damp hair off my face with a finger, casual as if he hadn’t just broken me in half. “Can’t wait to see you Friday in that little skirt. Gonna be one hell of a show.”

The words landed heavy, humiliating. But with his cock still inside me, still keeping me full, I could only shudder and whimper, knowing he was right.

**

The drive home was a blur of stoplights and brake lights, my knuckles white on the steering wheel. I couldn’t stop replaying it in my head—Stephen with his calm authority, Levi with his brute force. Two men who knew exactly what to do with me, and exactly how to keep me in my place.

And somehow, it was working. My classes ran smoother. The kids listened. I wasn’t the trembling, cower substitute teacher anymore. Stephen called it mentoring. Levi didn’t bother with labels. Either way, I was theirs now.

Friday. Poker night. My stomach flipped every time I thought about it. Six men, waiting to use me, to pass me around like some slut waitress. Stephen had already picked the outfit. Levi already knew. By the end of the night, every single one of them would have used me too.

A sharp jolt of wet heat made me shift in my seat, cheeks burning even though I was alone in the car. His cum. Levi’s. Still leaking out of me in slow, shameful trickles, soaking into my panties and smearing across my thighs. Every bump in the road reminded me I was full of him, stuffed until I couldn’t hold anymore.

I clenched the wheel harder, grinding my teeth. At least I had Jared. At least I could take it all out on him. He wouldn’t question me. He wouldn’t resist. As soon as Gracie was asleep, I’d put him on his knees between my legs again, ride his mouth and tongue until I came again and again.

And when I pressed my pussy to his lips, when I told him to lick me clean, he’d know exactly what he was tasting, what he was swallowing. And he wouldn’t say a fucking word. He’d do exactly as he was told, like the good little cuck he had become.

The thought sent a fresh shiver through me, my body betraying me all over again.

I pulled into the driveway on autopilot, headlights washing over the familiar front of the house. My home. My husband. My daughter. My second life inside waiting for me.

I cut the engine and sat in the silence for a long beat, thighs sticky, cunt still fluttering with phantom aftershocks. Then I grabbed my bag, took a deep breath, and went in.

**

Friday evening, end of the working week and the house was quiet, the kind of hush that comes after the bedtime routines. Gracie was down, the cartoons were off, the dishwasher was humming. I stood in front of the mirror in our bedroom, half-dressed, half-exposed, and Jared sat on the edge of the bed staring at me.

Stephen had picked out my uniform—the little black skirt, the white blouse cut too tight across my tits, even the stockings with a garter belt, and the little waist apron to tie it the look together. I buttoned the blouse with care, aware of how the thin material strained across my chest, how much of my cleavage I was showing to the world. I had grown up learning to hide my tits away. My new black masters wouldn’t allow that.

I sat on the vanity stool, clipped the garter straps to my stockings, smoothed my skirt down over my thighs.

Jared’s eyes followed every movement I made. He didn’t say a word.

I let him see every inch of the preparation. The lip gloss. The perfume. The deliberate pause to adjust my tits in the bra until they sat high and swollen in the cheap little blouse.

His breathing was uneven behind me. I could see his reflection in the mirror, hands fidgeting in his lap, hard already. He knew better than to touch himself without permission.

When I stood and slid into my heels, he finally spoke. Quiet. Careful. “When will you be home?”

I met his eyes in the mirror. “I don’t know.”

Something flickered across his face—hurt, resignation, need. He nodded once. “I’ll wait up.” A pause. Then, softer, like he couldn’t help himself: “So I can clean you.”

Heat rushed through me at that, pooling low and heavy. My cuck husband couldn’t summon jealousy or defiance. Just obedience. Readiness to serve.

I picked up my bag, checked my lipstick one last time, and clicked toward the door. “Good boy,” I said without looking back.

The silence that followed was thick, electric. When I closed the front door behind me, it was like stepping out of one life and into another, heels clicking on the pavement, skirt swishing against my thighs. Stephen’s car was waiting for me at the curb. Dark, sleek, engine running. My heart gave a hard, stupid little kick, like I was a teenager sneaking out.

I smoothed my skirt again and walked down the path. The passenger window hummed down as I approached. He didn’t say anything, just watched me with that unreadable calm of his. I opened the door, slid inside, the leather cold against the backs of my thighs, and buckled in.

He pulled away from the curb without a word.

The car smelled faintly of his cologne—sharp, clean, masculine—and it wrapped around me in the small, enclosed space. Streetlights cut across his face as we drove, carving him into planes of shadow and light, his eyes on the road, his jaw set.

His hand found my thigh halfway down the block. Big, warm, heavy. Not groping, not teasing—just there, claiming me where my skirt had ridden up, reminding me that I was his before we even reached the house.

I stared out the window, heart hammering. Ten minutes, maybe less. Ten minutes until I was in a room with him, Levi, and four men I didn’t know—six men in total, waiting to use me. The uniform felt tighter now, the blouse stretched indecently across my tits, the skirt flashing too much thigh with every shift in my seat.

He said nothing. I said nothing. The silence pressed down on me harder than his hand, deeper than the big engine’s low hum.

All I could hear was the echo of Levi’s voice in my head: Six of us, Helen. You’re gonna suck and fuck every last one of us.

By the time Stephen turned down the long drive, my mouth was dry, my pulse racing. His hand was still on my thigh, steady, unyielding. The headlights swept across the front of a large house glowing with warm light.

He parked. Cut the engine. Looked at me finally, just once. No smile. No reassurance. Just a look that told me not to embarrass him. “Come on,” he said.

And I followed.

The gravel crunched under my heels. The front door was already open, light spilling out across the porch, voices carrying warm and easy into the night. Male laughter, the clink of ice in glasses, the scrape of cards on wood.

Stephen didn’t slow. He didn’t glance at me. Just mounted the steps like it was any other night, like this was nothing but routine.

For me, every step tightened the knot in my stomach. My blouse clung too snug across my tits, the hem of my skirt brushing the tops of my stockings, the tiny apron uselessly knotted around my waist—a parody of a uniform, designed for nothing but humiliation. I tugged at it as if that would help, but it only made me more aware of how exposed I was. The hem rode high no matter what I did, the blouse gaped across my tits, the apron felt like a joke.

Closer now, I could hear something else: not just the noise of the party downstairs, but something else above. A woman, upstairs—loud and shameless. She was getting fucked and screaming her way through it, every moan sharp and clear, punctuated by the creaking of a bedframe and the relentless rhythmic slap of skin on skin.

My stomach lurched. There was another woman here. Another… what? Another waitress, like me? Another little white slut for their big black cocks? Or maybe it was a woman who lived in the house, somebody’s wife or girl, being used while the men drank and played cards below, waiting for me to arrive? Or maybe it was both?

I had no idea. No idea about anything happening here.

Stephen didn’t pause. Didn’t react. He just pushed the door open wider and stepped through, forcing me to follow with my heart climbing up my throat, the sound of that woman’s cries echoing around me like a warning of danger.

The living room was warm and bright, a haze of cigar smoke and liquor. Four men sat around the poker table, big Black bodies relaxed in chairs built too small for them. Cards in hand, glasses sweating on coasters, bottles crowding the felt.

Levi sat among them, broad-shouldered and grinning, sitting with three strangers I’d never seen before, all eyes on me the second I crossed the threshold.

Conversation stopped.

Their stares landed heavy, crawling over my blouse, my tits, my skirt, my legs, peeling me bare in seconds. The laughter and chatter from a moment ago died into silence, replaced only by the muffled scream that floated down the stairwell.

Stephen put his hand low on my back, guiding me forward like I was part of the evening’s entertainment.

“Gentlemen,” he said, his voice steady, deliberate. “This is Helen.”

I could see from the looks on their faces that they didn’t need any further explanation. Every one of them already knew exactly why I was there.

“Waitress,” one of them said, flicking his fingers at the empty glass in front of him. “Whiskey over ice.” Not a question. Not even a request. Just an order, casual as anything.

I swallowed hard, nodded, and hurried to pick up his glass. The kitchen was only a step away—bright lights, counters crowded with liquor bottles, trays of sandwiches wrapped in cling film. My fingers shook as I poured his drink, carried it back out, set it down carefully at his elbow.

“Good girl,” he said, not looking at me, already lifting his cards. His hand brushed my thigh as he took the glass, casual, deliberate.

Another snapped his fingers. “Beer. Cold one.”

I obeyed, the click of my heels loud against the hardwood, the skirt riding high every time I bent over the fridge. When I returned, his palm landed firm on my ass as I straightened, a hard slap followed by a squeeze.

The table laughed, voices rumbling low, easy.

“Sandwich, girl.”

“Bring the mustard too.”

“Keep the drinks coming, waitress. Come on, be a good girl.”

I fetched and carried, leaned and bent, my tits nearly spilling out of my blouse every time I leaned over the table. Their eyes followed, their hands too—palms sliding across my hips, fingers grazing the hem of my skirt, a thumb pressed deliberately against the swell of my ass as I passed.

I didn’t protest. Couldn’t. My whole body buzzed, a mix of shame and heat, my breath shallow, throat tight.

Above us, the woman was still screaming. Louder now, if anything, each high-pitched wail stretching long, breaking into cries that were pure, unfiltered pleasure. The bedframe hammered in rhythm, every thrust echoing down through the ceiling like a drumbeat I couldn’t escape.

The men around the table chuckled, tossing chips into the pot, sipping their drinks. One of them grinned up at me as I set down a plate.

“Are you that noisy, hun?” he asked, eyes sliding over my tits before dropping back to his cards.

The table roared with laughter. My face burned. My nipples ached inside my bra. I grabbed the empty tray and backed away, every nerve ending raw, the sound of that shameless woman upstairs riding every thrust like it was my own future.

I made another lap around the table, tray in hand, the scent of liquor and cigar smoke thick in my nose. One leaned back and held up his empty glass. “Top me off, waitress.”

I bent over, pouring carefully, aware of how my blouse gaped. His gaze didn’t move from my tits. When I straightened, his fingers snapped my waistband, a sharp tug at the little apron.

“Good girl,” he muttered, tossing a chip into the pot.

The next asked for a sandwich. I carried the plate over, set it down, only for his hand to spread across my ass, squeezing like he was checking a piece of fruit at the store. My breath caught, but I didn’t flinch. That would’ve been worse.

“Soft,” he said to no one in particular, grinning, and the others chuckled.

Levi caught my eye then, grinned wide. “Stephen’s been teaching her well. See how quick she moves?”

“Yeah, and how she bends.” Another laughed, and I felt heat climb my throat as he pointed at the dip of my blouse.

One of the strangers slid a poker chip into my apron pocket as I passed. “Buy yourself something nice, girl.” His tone wasn’t kind; it was mocking, like a tip for a stripper. The table laughed again.

I made myself smile weakly, though my hands trembled as I set the tray back in the kitchen. My tits felt swollen, heavy, the tips of my nipples pressed hard against lace. My ass still tingled where they’d slapped it.

And all through it, the soundtrack from above kept building.

“Oh—Oh God—Oh Fuck!” The woman’s voice cut down sharp, raw, every squeal shattering what little dignity I clung to. The bed hammered the wall again, relentless, loud enough that plaster dust rattled in the ceiling light above the poker table.

The men didn’t flinch. They played cards, drank, laughed, slapped chips into the pot, all while she screamed her way through an almighty pounding like it was nothing new.

As I worked, I couldn’t stop wondering. Who was she?

The laughter from the table roared around me as I bent low again, collecting empties. My tits spilled forward, and a hand smacked my ass, harder this time. The sting lit my skin.

“Don’t spill it, girlie,” he said, and everyone laughed.

I forced my legs to move, my tray to balance steady, my face to stay composed, while every moan from above seemed to burn its way into my chest.

And then I heard her again, clearer this time, as if she’d screamed right into my ear: “Oh God, yes, yes, YES!”

The sound hit me like a punch, because it wasn’t just lust in her voice, it was surrender. A sound I knew only too well.

And it terrified me, because I knew—I knew—that same sound would be coming out of my own mouth before the night was through.

To keep my mind off that image, I tried to keep busy, keep moving, tried to keep the tray in my hands like it was a shield. But they wouldn’t let me.

“Come here, girl.” One of the strangers crooked a finger, a big grin spread across his face. I stepped closer, tray balanced against my hip, and before I could blink, he grabbed me by the waist and pulled me straight into his lap.

The tray clattered onto the table. My skirt rode up, baring the tops of my stockings, his thigh solid beneath me. His hand landed heavy on my ass, kneading like he owned it.

“There we go,” he said, loud enough for the others to hear. “This is a nice piece of ass.”

I thought I could feel his cock through my skirt and his pants, but I wasn’t sure. It might have been a tallboy can of coke. I tried to keep my breath steady, but my chest was tight, my throat even tighter. The man beneath me shifted, pressing his cock up between my thighs and his hand slid underneath my skirt.

“Easy, brother,” one of the others chuckled. “Don’t ruin that girl.”

The man grinned, squeezing my ass again, making me bounce against him. “She don’t mind, do you, girlie?”

“Uh, no, sir.” My face burned hot, my nipples stabbed against lace, the humiliation sinking deeper with every second. His hands wandered casually, like I was a piece of furniture to be rearranged, and all the while, the woman upstairs screamed louder, the rhythm of her cries climbing, cresting.

The man beneath me tilted his head, listening. “Sounds close.”

The table chuckled, sipped their drinks, tossed chips into the pot like this was all part of the game.

Then it hit—a scream so sharp it silenced even the laughter. High, raw, unrestrained. A long, breaking wail that rolled into sobbing gasps.

The bed upstairs slammed the wall once, twice, then stilled. Silence after.

I sat frozen in his lap, my whole body taut, his hands still on me. My ears rang with the echo of that orgasm, shameless and devastating.

My stomach dropped. Whoever she was, whatever she was doing up there—she’d given herself up completely.

And I knew I was expected to do the same.

The stairwell creaked, and all eyes turned as a big Black man came down. Broad shoulders, chest gleaming with sweat, his grin lazy and satisfied.

The table erupted in applause, laughter loud and easy, cards slapped against the felt.

“Hell yeah!”

“Dicked that bitch down, brother.”

“Man wrecked that pussy!”

“You should do new girl next.”

He chuckled, rolling his shoulders, tugging his shirt back into place. “Later,” he said. “Right now, I want a couple beers and a plate of sandwiches.”

The hand on my ass gave me a squeeze and a pat. “You heard him, waitress. Hop to it.”

My stomach flipped as I scrambled off his lap, tugged at my skirt, grabbed the tray. My legs shook as I carried it back into the kitchen, pulled two bottles from the fridge, loaded up a plate with sandwiches. The whole time, I could hear the laughter rolling from the living room, their voices buzzing with energy.

And then I heard her steps.

The woman coming down the stairs wasn’t shy, wasn’t stumbling. She floated down easy, like she’d just finished a workout instead of screaming her throat raw.

When she stepped into the light, my heart stopped.

Kristen?

Fucking Kristen?

The fucking school secretary. She’d been the woman getting railed upstairs?

I guess I wasn’t the first white woman Stephen put on her knees.

But still, Kristen? Our school secretary? Forty-something, sharp-eyed, always with a stack of forms under her bony arm, I didn’t like her at all. She had an attitude and seemed to hate substitutes. She treated me like shit my first day at school when I forgot to sign the late slips.

And now? Her blonde hair was mussed, her lipstick smeared. Her blouse clung crooked, buttoned wrong, and her little skirt was cut far too high. The apron tied around her waist matched mine. So, yeah, another waitress. Another fucking slut.

My face burned hot. How could I ever go back to that school now?

The room cheered for her too—one of the men swatting her ass as she passed, another tugging at her blouse. She didn’t flinch. She just grinned, adjusted her tray, and bent low over the table to pour a drink, giving them an eyeful of tits stuffed into lace that looked bought for the job.

I froze in the doorway, plate in my hands, tray balanced awkwardly, but Kristen didn’t so much as blink when her eyes skimmed mine. If she recognized me, she gave no sign. Just carried on with her tray, offering drinks with a practiced smile, bending low enough each time so that her tits nearly spill.

The men noticed at once. “Now that’s service,” one said, grinning at the way Kristen leaned over his shoulder to top off his glass. His hand landed square on her ass, fingers digging in. She didn’t flinch, didn’t even pause, just grinned and kept pouring.

Then his gaze shifted to me, hovering awkwardly in the doorway with my tray. “Your turn, girl. Let’s see if you can keep up.”

Heat climbed my cheeks as I hurried forward, setting the plate down, uncapping bottles. When I leaned over to hand one across the table, a hand slid under my skirt, palm pressing hot against my pussy. I gasped, nearly sloshed beer down his arm.

“Jumpy,” he said, laughing. “Still a little green.”

Kristen swept past me with her empty tray, hips rolling like she’d been born to it. Another hand caught her wrist, pulled her down onto a lap. She went easily, straddling him with a little laugh, her tits shoved into his face as he buried his mouth against her blouse.

“See? Natural,” Levi said, grinning across the table at me. His hand slapped his leg. “Come here, Helen. Let’s compare.”

I obeyed, my stomach twisting, and perched gingerly on his knee. His hand spread wide across my ass, grinding me down against his thigh until I had no choice but to straddle him.

“Mm,” one of the others said, eyes darting between us. “She’s still a little uptight. Look at her shoulders—like she’s holding her breath.”

“Yeah, but those tits,” another countered, eyes locked on the way my blouse strained. “Nice handful. Let’s see these sluts side by side.”

Kristen laughed low, tugged her blouse down herself, baring a heavy breast, her nipple stiff and dark against lace. She gave it a squeeze, shoved it toward the man’s mouth. He latched on to her like a starving man.

“Your turn,” Levi murmured in my ear, tugging my blouse down with a rough hand until my own nipple sprang free. The room cheered, another hand reaching out to flick it hard. I yelped, bit my lip, felt the heat flood all the way down between my thighs.

“Different flavors,” one of them said, chuckling. “Kristen’s the whiskey, aged and smooth. Helen’s the sweet wine. Little raw but I’m prepared to be she goes down easily.”

Laughter boomed around the table. Kristen tilted her head back, her tits mashed against one man’s face, her ass grinding down in another’s lap. I sat stiff in Levi’s grip, my nipple still stinging, my thighs trembling as the poker players sized me up as if I were an item on a secret menu.

**

They slowly settled back into the rhythm of the game, cards snapping against felt, chips clattering in stacks. Kristen flowed around them like she’d done it a hundred times—refilling glasses, hips swaying, tits half-bared, her tray balanced effortlessly as she bent in close for each man. She laughed when they grabbed her, brushed it off when they tugged her blouse down. She’d been here before, that much was clear.

I tried to copy her rhythm, circling the table with my own tray, collecting empties, topping off glasses. But my hands shook, my skirt kept riding up, and every touch made me stiffen.

“Relax, girl,” Levi said, his palm spreading wide across my back as I leaned in to collect empty glasses. “Try to go with the flow.”

I nodded, my throat tight.

One of the men slapped Kristen’s ass as she passed, hard enough to make her stumble into him. She just laughed, righted herself, carried on without missing a beat. The others whistled.

Then eyes turned to me, expectant. Like they wanted to see if I’d take it the same way.

I ducked my head, focused on the tray, kept moving.

The laughter rolled again. Not cruel, exactly, but knowing. Like they’d all seen this before—seen new girls sweat, stumble, try to keep their dignity.

And sure enough, another hand darted out, smacked my own ass hard enough to sting. The man grinned, eyes on his cards, not even bothering to look at me.

“Loosen up, girlie,” one of them said, throwing his cards in. “You waitresses are supposed to smile and shit.”

Kristen chuckled at that, bent to whisper something in his ear that made him grin wide, his hand sliding up under her skirt. She didn’t flinch. Just tilted the bottle, pouring beer smooth as silk.

The kitchen wasn’t any safer for me. When I slipped back to reload, one of the men followed, cornered me at the counter while I fumbled with sandwich plates. His hand slid over my hip, thumb pressing the swell of my ass.

“Whatchu got under here?” he asked, low, like he didn’t know.

I froze, tray clutched tight, heart pounding.

Then Kristen breezed in, bumping him with her hip, nudging me out of the way with her tray. “Move,” she said lightly, like she was talking to a regular. He laughed, stepped aside, and she stacked sandwiches onto her tray without missing a beat.

I stood there, breathless, tray clutched in my hands like a shield, and realized—Kristen wasn’t saving me. She was just working.

Back at the table, I was circling with a tray of beers when one of the men—tall, broad, his head shaved smooth—snapped his fingers.

“Waitress. Here.”

I moved fast, set a bottle by his elbow, but his hand shot out and caught my wrist before I could straighten.

“Not like that,” he said. His voice was easy, almost lazy, but his grip was iron. He tugged me closer until I was pressed against his chair. “You don’t just drop and run. You serve.”

The table quieted a notch. Not silent, but watching. Waiting.

His hand slid up my arm, over my shoulder, and closed at the nape of my neck. He guided me down, slow but sure, until I was kneeling beside him, my tray wobbling in my lap.

“That’s better.” He cracked his beer, took a long swallow, eyes never leaving mine. “Now smile, girl. Let’s see if you can keep up with the pro.”

I flicked my gaze sideways—Kristen was across the table, perched on another man’s thigh, one hand resting on his chest, smiling as if she belonged there.

Heat flooded my face.

“C’mon,” another man drawled, tapping his cards against the table. “Show us what you’ve got. Kristen’s got the mileage, but fresh meat’s got its charms.”

“Stand her up,” someone else said, grinning. “Let’s see a little side-by-side.”

The one holding me tightened his grip on my neck, then released me with a shove. “Up.”

I stumbled to my feet, tray clutched to my chest. Across from me, Kristen rose too, smoothing her skirt with a calm flick of her wrist, her tits practically spilling from her blouse.

The comparison was instant. Kristen’s easy sway, her practiced smile—me trembling, stiff, tray rattling in my hands.

“See?” one of them said. “Kristen’s the pro. She knows the score. The little teacher’s still green.”

“Green’s fine,” another countered. “Green breaks sweet.”

The laughter hit me like a slap. Stephen didn’t say a word. Levi didn’t either. They just watched, their eyes unreadable.

“Let’s take a good look at ‘em side by side,” the bald one said again, tapping the table with his knuckles. “C’mon, line ’em up.”

The laughter rolled again. Kristen slid her tray onto the sideboard and stepped neatly into place, hips cocked, blouse already low enough that half her tits were out. She didn’t look at me. Didn’t offer help. Just stood there like this was muscle memory.

I swallowed hard, set my tray down beside hers, and edged into place. My blouse gaped where Levi had tugged it earlier, one nipple already peeking.

The men leaned back in their chairs, drinks in hand, grins wide.

“Alright,” one of them said. “Let’s see what we’re working with. Shirts open.”

Kristen popped her buttons without hesitation, baring both tits, heavy and full, her nipples stiff. She cupped one in her palm and offered it forward like it was nothing.

My fingers fumbled at my blouse. I wanted to say no, wanted to stall—but every pair of eyes was on me, waiting. And Stephen… still silent. Still watching.

I opened it. My tits spilled free, nipples hard in the cool air.

A murmur went around the table.

“Damn. Young ones always got that bounce.”

“Kristen’s got weight though. Grab a handful of each, let’s compare.”

Two chairs scraped back. The men stood, one taking Kristen, the other stepping into me. They pulled us close, shoulder to shoulder, and the hands started—on tits, on hips, on asses.

Kristen giggled when her nipple was pinched, leaned into it, even licked her lips like she was hungry for more.

I gasped, tried to hold steady when fingers pinched mine, when another hand kneaded my ass hard enough to bruise.

“See the difference?” the bald one said. “Kristen’s broken in. She knows to roll with it. This one—” he tugged my nipple until I cried out “—still skittish. Still raw.”

The table chuckled.

“Yeah, but she’s firmer,” my man said, as his hand closed on my tit. “A little bigger too.”

Kristen leaned forward to whisper something filthy into her man’s ear. He chuckled in response and his hand slid up between her thighs.

My man mirrored the motion, dragging his big rough palm up the inside of my leg, under my skirt, knuckles brushing damp cotton. My breath hitched sharp and high.

“She’s wet,” he announced, grinning at the others. “Scared as hell and still wet through.”

The laughter was louder now, approval mixed with mockery.

Kristen smiled, turned her head, let her man shove two fingers into her mouth. She sucked them slowly, eyes half-lidded, making it look easy.

My man pushed his fingers harder against me, rubbing my clit through the panties until I shuddered. “Yeah, you see that,” he said. “She likes it well enough.”

They pulled us closer together then, made us stand hip to hip, shoulder to shoulder, while their hands roamed. They compared the weight of our tits, the spread of our asses, the pitch of our moans. Kristen laughed and played along, slick and easy. I bit my lip, trembling, my face hot and wet with shame.

From across the table, Stephen and Levi still said nothing. Just watched.

The bald one clapped his hands once, sharp. “Good warm-up. Let’s put ’em back to work.”

The men released us. Kristen adjusted her blouse like it was nothing, already reaching for her tray. I stumbled, skirt twisted, nipples aching, thighs slick.

“Go on,” he said, flicking his hand. “Serve.”

I tried to keep busy, to hide in the motion of fetching and carrying. Sandwiches in the kitchen, beers from the fridge, ashtrays emptied. But every trip around the table was another hand on my thigh, another slap across my ass, another grab at my tits.

Kristen worked like she’d been born into this—the school secretary! Tray balanced, blouse hanging open, skirt bunched up around her hips, thong flashing with every step. When a man slipped a twenty into her bra, she winked and kissed his cheek, smooth as a Vegas cocktail waitress. When another one slid his hand under her skirt as she bent to deliver a beer, she just arched a little, gave him room, and laughed when he smacked her ass.

I wasn’t smooth. Not at all. My tray shook, my blush burned, and when their hands grabbed at me, I yelped, jerked, or froze. Which only made them laugh more.

“See?” one of them drawled, tugging my bra down so both my tits spilled free. “Kristen’s like a pro. This one’s still got resistance clinging to her.”

“We’ll fuck it out of her,” the bald one said, watching me stumble. His grin was wide, white, merciless.

By the time I’d made three rounds of the table, both of us were marked up—Kristen with smudged lipstick and a hickey blooming on her collarbone, me with handprints stinging on my ass and thighs slick under my panties.

At one point, Kristen slid onto a lap, tits mashed to a chest, laughing as a man reached around and unhooked her bra. She didn’t even pause, just kept balancing her tray with one hand while the other flicked her hair back, letting her tits swing free.

When I tried the same—perching on the edge of a thigh, tray pressed awkwardly against my chest—the man beneath me wrapped a thick arm around my waist and yanked me down hard. I gasped, tray clattering to the table, while he buried his face between my tits.

The whole table howled with laughter.

“Suck on those titties,” someone said. “She’ll learn soon enough.”

“Not fast enough,” the bald one said. He leaned back in his chair, big arms crossed, eyes on me.

The others chuckled, nodding, tossing chips into the pot. My heart slammed in my chest.

I bent to grab the empty tray, but the bald one’s voice cut through: “Leave it. We’ve had enough beers. Time for something stronger.”

The table went quiet. Even Kristen stilled, perched on her lap like she knew what was coming.

The bald one tapped two fingers on the felt, gaze flicking between me and her. “Side by side. Down here.” He pointed to the space between his legs, broad and casual, like he was just calling the next hand.

“Let’s see which one of you sucks my cock better.”

The laughter rolled like thunder. A couple of them slapped the table. Someone let out a low whistle.

Kristen smiled, smooth as silk, sliding to her knees before the words had even finished hanging in the air. She looked up at him like she’d been waiting for it all night.

I froze, legs trembling, throat tight.

The bald one arched a brow at me.

Stephen still didn’t move. Levi didn’t either. They sat back to watch.

And my knees buckled.

The bald man leaned back in his chair, legs spread wide, cock already stiff in his hand. He stroked it lazily, glancing between the two of us kneeling on the carpet.

“Here’s how this works,” he said, voice carrying over the laughter of the table. “You two take turns. One on my cock, one on my balls. You switch when I say. Got it?”

Kristen nodded instantly, eager, her lipstick already smeared from where she’d licked her lips too much. I swallowed hard, my mouth dry, my throat tight, but I nodded too.

“Good girls,” he chuckled. Then he jerked his chin at Kristen. “You start.”

She wasted no time, wrapping her lips around the thick head, moaning theatrically as she sank halfway down, hand twisting around the shaft.

“Other one,” he snapped at me. “Balls.”

Heat roared into my cheeks, humiliation boiling as I bent lower, nuzzling into the heavy, musky weight beneath Kristen’s working mouth. His balls filled my hands, hot and damp, and I opened my lips, sucking one into my mouth.

The table erupted in cheers.

Kristen was obscene, slurping and bobbing, humming around his shaft like she was savoring it, like she was making porn. I tried to keep up, licking and sucking his balls, letting spit drip down my chin. When I glanced up, her eyes cut sideways, grinning at me as if to say: see how it’s done?

The bald man groaned, head falling back, hand resting on Kristen’s skull. “Switch.”

She popped off with a wet smack and slid lower, tonguing his balls greedily. I froze for a split second, then forced myself up, lips wrapping around the slick head. His taste hit me—salt, sweat, pre-cum thick on my tongue.

“Deeper,” he ordered.

I pushed down, gagging on the sheer size, throat working around him as Kristen sucked noisily beneath me, her moans vibrating against his balls.

“Fuck yes,” he growled. “That’s it. Switch.”

I pulled back, gasping, spit stringing from my lips. Kristen surged up, swallowing him again like she couldn’t get enough, jerking him with one hand, drooling down his shaft.

I bent low, humiliated, taking his balls back into my mouth, rolling them with my tongue, sucking until my cheeks hollowed. The smell was heavy, masculine, making my stomach twist.

“Switch.”

It went like that, back and forth, over and over—his cock in my mouth, then hers; his balls wet in her mouth, then mine. Kristen was smooth, practiced, performing like she was on stage. I was messy, sloppy, gagging loud, tears running down my face.

But when he grabbed my hair and shoved me down, I didn’t fight it. I let him slam his cock into my throat, gagging and choking, swallowing around him until my nose pressed against his pubes.

The table went wild.

“Christ, she took it all!”

“Right down her fucking throat!”

Kristen froze for a second, lips on his balls, eyes flicking up with something sharper than her usual smirk. She couldn’t do that.

The bald man groaned, hips jerking. He held me there, my throat stretched wide, cock pulsing deep inside. I gagged, choked, tears streaming, but I took it, swallowing hard around him.

He yanked me off just as he spilled, thick hot cum spraying across my tongue, my lips, down my chin. Kristen lunged up, catching the next spurt across her cheek and tits, stroking him fast with both hands.

Cum ran down my face, dripped onto my blouse, sticky and hot. My chest heaved, throat raw, lips swollen. Kristen licked at the mess on her tits like it was nothing, eyes closed, obscene.

The bald man zipped himself up, chuckling. “Kristen’s the polished one, no doubt. But this little slut?” He gestured at me, spit and cum dripping off my chin. “She’s got the damn throat.”

“Alright, who’s next?” someone laughed, slapping the table.

“Me,” another voice said immediately—deep, impatient. A tall man shoved his chair back, cock already bulging at the front of his sweats. He crooked a finger at me. “Crawl over here, white girl.”

My knees burned against the carpet, my thighs sticky with spit and cum, but I obeyed. Every inch forward made the humiliation sink deeper—head bowed, tits swinging beneath my blouse, skirt bunched at my hips. Laughter and commentary rained down on me as I crawled to him like a dog.

“That’s right.” He unzipped, dragging out a big black cock that made my throat tighten all over again. “On your knees where you belong.”

Behind me, Stephen finally stirred, pushing back from the table with his usual calm. “Kristen,” he said, like it was an afterthought. “Put those tits to work.”

She was on her feet before the syllable had finished, crossing to him with her blouse already open, tits spilling out. She didn’t need to be told what he wanted. She dropped down, pressing those heavy tits together around his cock, sliding him between them with obscene ease.

Stephen exhaled once, steadily, resting a hand on her head. “Good girl.”

The contrast was brutal. Kristen, practiced, tits glistening with spit and pre-cum, grinning up at Stephen as she bounced his cock between them. Me, scrambling on my knees, trembling fingers reaching for the shaft in front of me, heart hammering in my throat.

The man I’d crawled to didn’t waste time. He shoved his cock against my lips, smearing it across my face. “Open up.”

I did, gagging as he pushed past my tongue. His hand knotted in my hair, forcing me down faster than I could keep up, making me choke and drool before the first thrust had even landed.

“Fuck yes,” someone said. “Look at that mess. Spit everywhere.”

Stephen groaned low, cock sliding slick between Kristen’s tits. She moaned right back at him, playing it up, licking his head every time it popped through, making a show of how good she could serve.

Beside her, I was choking, eyes streaming, nose running, drool spilling down my chin as I tried to take more, tried to prove I could match her. The man used my mouth like it was nothing, hips pumping, cock battering my throat.

“Come on, little slut,” he grunted. “Take it all.”

I forced myself lower, fighting the gag, swallowing him down until my nose brushed his belly. He groaned, holding me there, cock pulsing in my throat.

The table erupted again—half of them cheering for me, half laughing at the wreck I’d become.

Right then, Stephen came between Kristen’s tits, thick ropes striping her throat and chest. She held them together tighter, catching it all, smiling smug as she licked it from her cleavage like cream.

Meanwhile, the man inside my mouth groaned and yanked me off, spraying hot cum across my face and hair, marking me like a used rag.

When he let go, I collapsed onto my hands, gasping, spit and cum dripping onto the carpet. My throat burned, my lips were swollen, and my tits heaved with every ragged breath.

Kristen knelt beside Stephen, cum glistening on her chest, her grin widening as she saw me wrecked beside her.

A chair scraped back. The oldest and biggest of them—broad shoulders, chest like a wall—stood and stretched. His eyes locked on me where I knelt, a dripping mess of cum and spit, hair stuck to my face.

“Up,” he said, curling his finger.

My legs trembled as I stood, skirt twisted, blouse stained. He caught my arm, pulled me close, and leaned down so only I could hear: “We’ll take this upstairs.”

My heart skipped. Upstairs. Everyone knew what that meant. I’d heard Kristen screaming when I arrived. And now it was my turn.

He didn’t give me time to hesitate. He dragged me toward the stairs, his hand firm on the small of my back, steering me like property. The laughter and jeers of the men at the table followed us, spurring me on with no escape.

The bedroom door clicked shut behind us, muffling the noise below. He turned, unzipped, and his cock swung free—thick, heavy, darker than the two I’d sucked. My stomach flipped.

“Clothes off.”

I fumbled with buttons, shaking as I peeled out of my blouse, tugged down the skirt, panties damp with spit and cum sliding down my thighs. Naked, I stood trembling in front of him.

“On the bed.”

The mattress dipped under me as I crawled up, my ass in the air, tits swaying beneath me. He came behind, not rushing, lining himself up. The first press of his cock against me stole my breath—huge, stretching, relentless.

I gasped, fists knotting in the sheets, as he pushed in inch by inch. My walls stretched wide, my body clenching around the intrusion.

“Too big?” he grunted.

“Yes,” I panted, eyes wet. “God, yes—”

And still I took more, hips sinking until his cock was buried inside me, every last inch. My body shook, my breath came in sharp sobs, my tits smashed against the sheets.

He gave me a second to adjust, then smacked my ass hard. “Now you can ride it.” He pulled out and lay flat on the bed, his monster cock pointing almost straight at the ceiling.

I pushed up on trembling arms, swung a leg over, and lowered myself down onto him. Tentatively.

The head of his cock pressed against me, thick, blunt, unyielding. My breath hitched sharp. My thighs shook as I tried to steady myself, the crown spreading me open wider than I thought possible.

Jesus, he’s too big.

The first inch slid in again, and I whimpered, the stretch sharp, burning, like my body didn’t know how to take it at this angle. His hands gripped my hips, holding me in place, not letting me wriggle away.

What am I doing? My mind reeled. What the fuck am I doing here, naked on this bed, sinking down onto this monster cock while another five of them laugh about it downstairs? Why the fuck did I let Stephen do this to me?

Another inch forced inside. My cunt clenched hard around him, fighting it, trying to push him out even as gravity did its work and I sank a little lower. My tits bounced with the effort, sweat breaking across my chest.

I gasped, half in pain, half in shock. I’m married. I have a kid. I was grading essays two weeks ago. And now—now I’m being fucked wife open by men I don’t even know.

He groaned, a low satisfied rumble. “That’s it, white girl, take it. Take it all.”

I tried to breathe steadily, tried to control it, but each inch felt endless, splitting me open wider, deeper, impossibly. My belly felt full already, like I couldn’t possibly take more—then more slid into me. It was relentless.

Fear prickled under the heat, sharp and cold. Six men. Six black cocks like this. They’re going to destroy me.

Finally, finally, my ass touched his thighs, his cock seated all the way inside me. I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. My pussy fluttered around him, stretched to its limit, aching, and obscene.

“Good girl,” he said, and slapped my ass again.

I whimpered, the shock making me tighten around him.

“Now ride it, come on.”

I pushed up on his chest, bracing myself, and began to move. The first lift was shallow, his cockhead dragging along every nerve, scraping fire through me. The descent slammed him back inside, a brutal stretch that made me cry out.

I did it again. Higher. Dropped harder. His cock split me open on every downstroke, my tits flying, nipples aching from the bounce. The sound was wet, obscene, every thrust a lewd slap that echoed off the bedroom walls.

I shouldn’t be here. The thought broke like a sob in my mind. I shouldn’t be doing this. But God help me, I can’t fucking stop.

My moans grew louder with each bounce. Ragged. Shameless. I ground my clit against him, sparks shooting through me, terror mixing with need until I couldn’t tell which of them was stronger. “Yes,” I sobbed, grinding against him. “Oh God—yes!”

He gripped my hips and thrust up hard, meeting me stroke for stroke. I screamed, the sound ripping out of me without permission. Oh, shit, they can hear me. The shame punched through me, but my body convulsed around him anyway, chasing every brutal thrust.

There were six men here. Six men. Six big cocks. They’d use me, break me, ruin me. I knew it and I couldn’t stop.

I couldn’t stop riding. Couldn’t stop moaning. Couldn’t stop needing this bastard’s huge black cock.

And then I was screaming every time I sank down on it. Fucking screaming like a whore. Screaming loud. The kind of cries Kristen had made, echoing through the house. My voice carried, bouncing off the walls, no way the men downstairs couldn’t hear every broken wail. No way they weren’t making jokes about me. No way they weren’t talking about what they’d do to me.

That thought and my shame only made it worse—my body clenched, and I bounced harder than before, his cock splitting me wide open every time I dropped. My tits slapped against my chest, nipples raw and aching. Sweat ran down my back, merging with my pussy juices and soaking the sheets.

“You’re a game little slut,” he said, his hands bruising my hips. “Cunts like yours were made to take black cocks.”

His hand smacked my ass hard. I yelped. The sharp sting made me clench. He laughed, did it again, harder this time, the sound echoing off the bedroom walls.

“Come on, ride it, white girl. Show me you know what you’re for.”

I sobbed, lifting higher, dropping down fast, feeling the whole obscene stretching again and again. Screaming every time.

His cock punched deep. My pussy walls quivered. My stomach knotted.

Then his big hand spread my ass—forcing me wide open. The humiliation burned white-hot. I tried to shake my head, tried to say no, but the sound that came out was a broken moan, high and desperate.

And then I felt it—one huge fingertip pressing against my asshole. I stiffened, crying out, the pressure shocking me.

“Relax,” he said, pushing slowly, testing me. “Don’t fight it. You’re mine to play with.”

I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, every nerve lit up—my pussy slamming down onto his huge black cock, his big finger probing and teasing me, threatening to take me in a whole new way.

Fear shot through me. Pleasure followed it. It spiraled up fast and brutal, curling in my belly, racing along my spine.

My nails dug into his chest, desperate for balance, my head thrown back as the orgasm built, terrifying and unstoppable.

“No, please, I can’t—”

“Can’t what, little bitch?” His voice was a growl, thick with amusement and power. His hand smacked my ass again, then spread me wide, his finger pressing harder. “Can’t take my big cock? Can’t stop coming on it?”

And then his finger went deep into my ass. The pain… oh, god, the pain. And the pleasure that went with it. The heat in my belly exploded upward, ripping through my chest, boiling down between my thighs.

My back arched, my scream tearing out of me raw, high, broken. Every muscle locked and spasmed around his cock and his finger, gripping them like a vise. Like a pair of vises. My thighs shook uncontrollably, my tits bouncing with every convulsion.

“Oh God, oh God, oh fuck—”

I tried to sob it out, but the orgasm didn’t stop. It tore through me in brutal waves, one after another, leaving me thrashing on top of him, clinging to his chest like I’d drown if I let go.

The pressure inside me was unbearable, his cock grinding deeper, hitting places I couldn’t even begin to name, his big finger buried in my ass. Sparks burst white behind my eyes, my whole body clenching. I was wrung out, helpless, and my pussy poured, slick juices gushing down my thighs, soaking him, soaking the sheets, soaking everything.

I couldn’t fucking breathe. Couldn’t fucking think. All I could do was scream and cry and shudder, broken wide open by a cock that was too fucking, too fucking much for me.

He held me steady through it, his big hands forcing me down onto him, making me take it all. “That’s it. Squeeze it. Milk it. Show me what that cunt’s for.”

And then the bastard came.

The first spurt hit so hard I felt it slamming against my insides. Thick, hot, endless. And then another pulse. And another one. His cum jetted into me, flooding me, so much that I swore my belly swelled with it.

I whimpered, shaking, still twitching around him as the flood went on and on.

My pussy couldn’t hold it all. It spilled out around him, hot streams running down my ass, pooling on the bed. Still, he pumped more into me, every vein of his cock bulging against my walls as he filled me, used me, owned me like a whore.

By the time he was done, I was a sodden mess—my cunt raw, gaping, and dripping, my thighs painted with his seed.

I collapsed onto his chest, sticky and ruined, his cock still heavy and thick inside me, cum oozing out in filthy rivers.

They heard me. The thought cut through the haze, cruel and sharp. Every one of them downstairs heard me scream, heard me break. And they’ll all want their turn.

The bed creaked as the man beneath me shifted, sliding out at last with a wet, filthy sound that made me groan weakly. Cum poured from me in a gush, slicking my thighs, soaking the sheets. I was limp, trembling, my hair plastered to my face with sweat.

The door opened.

I flinched, turned my head, and saw him—the bald one. Broad shoulders filling the frame, that smug little smile curling his mouth. The same man who’d been railing Kristen when I arrived. The same cock I’d gagged myself on downstairs.

My heart lurched hard against my ribs.

“Well, well,” he said, voice smooth and lazy, like he had all the time in the world. “Looks like you’re ready for me.”

The man beneath me gave a low chuckle, nudged me off his lap. I fell sideways onto the bed, my cunt still leaking.

“Yeah, your turn,” he said, and walked away, leaving me sprawled there, naked and helpless

The bald man shut the door behind him, quiet, deliberate. He didn’t rush. He didn’t even come to the bed right away. He stripped off his shirt first, slow, deliberate, muscles rolling beneath his skin. Then his belt, the clink of the buckle sharp in the silence.

I tried to push up, to cover myself, but my arms shook, useless.

“Don’t bother,” he said, unzipping. “I already know what you look like on your knees. I want to see how you take it on your back.”

He let his pants fall, and there it was—thick, dark, hard, bigger even than I remembered when it was down my throat. My cunt clenched weakly, traitorous, cum still dripping out of me.

He came to the bed, towering over me. His big hand closed around my ankle, yanking me down flat on my back.

“Don’t worry,” he said, climbing up between my thighs. “You got nowhere to go. Kristen’s taking care of everyone downstairs. ‘Course they’ll all be up here soon enough.” It was a promise wrapped up inside a threat. “But not yet.”

He pressed the head against me, smearing through the mess that was leaking out. I whimpered, tried to close my legs, but his grip was iron, spreading me wide.

“No, not yet,” he said, dragging his cock up over my slit, up to my belly, showing me just how long he was. “Right now, your cunt is mine and I’m gonna make you feel every inch of this cock. Gonna make sure they all hear how I break you.”

He braced himself above me, one big hand pinning my wrists to the mattress, the other guiding his cock. The blunt head nudged against my raw, stretched pussy. It was too big, too thick. It was unforgiving. My chest rose and fell in shallow gasps, fear and arousal tangled, knotted tight.

I shook my head frantically, chest heaving. “Please… I can’t… not again… not so soon—”

“You can,” he murmured, eyes glittering, that cruel grin never fading. “And you will.”

And then he began to push.

The pressure built swiftly as he leaned his weight into it. My walls stretched, screaming in protest, already raw and aching from that last huge cock. The pain bloomed sharp, hot, making my toes curl.

“Oh God, oh God, please—”

He didn’t stop. Didn’t even falter. He eased into me, slow, steady, and ruthless. Each inch split me wider, my body fighting him and losing every time. My nails clawed at the sheets, tears spilling down my temples.

“Yeah,” he grunted, watching me strain around him. “That’s it, white bitch, feel every fucking inch.”

I gasped, my throat tight, every nerve alive with panic and sensation. It was never-ending—or so it seemed—he’d push a little deeper, stop just long enough for me to hope it was all over, then drive further again.

“Still not even halfway,” he said with a chuckle, dragging it out, his cock thickening inside me. “You’re tight as fuck, even after Big Boy filled you up. Guess that little white pussy really loves black cock.”

I sobbed helplessly. My legs shook against his hips. I could feel my body trying to give way, trying to take him, but it was too much, too deep, every nerve stretched to breaking.

He shifted, driving harder, sinking another brutal inch. My scream tore out of me, muffled against the back of my own hand as if that could hide it.

Downstairs, I knew they could all hear me.

“Louder,” he growled, snapping his hips forward, burying more of himself. “Let ‘em hear you split. Let ‘em know I’m the one putting you in your place.”

The burn between my legs turned molten. Every muscle seized around him, my body betraying me, clutching at the invader even as my mind screamed to force him out.

And still he pushed into me. Relentless. Ruthless. Inch after inch until finally his hips pressed flush against mine, my cunt gaping around the thick base of his cock, filled to breaking point.

I could barely breathe, my chest heaving, eyes wide, sweat plastering my hair to my cheeks. I felt gutted, ruined, as if he’d speared me straight through.

“See?” he whispered, lips brushing my ear. “Told you you could take it. Now I’m gonna fuck you until you can’t stand. And then I’ll call the others up to take their first turns with you.”

Their first turns? Holy fuck. I was going to die.

His hips drew back, dragging every vein and ridge out of me, the stretch so sharp it almost made me black out—then he slammed back in, violent, punishing, making the bed frame crack against the wall.

I screamed again, no air left in my lungs, my whole body jolting beneath him.

He didn’t rush.

Each thrust was deliberate, measured cruelty. He’d drag out, slow and scraping, every ridge on his cock tearing me open, then slam back in so deep I saw fucking stars. His cock bruised places inside me I didn’t know could hurt, each stroke telling me he wasn’t here to please me—he was here to wreck me, to tear me apart.

The bed squealed against the floor with every impact, the headboard knocking the wall in time with my gasps and sobs.

He was fucking me like he hated me. Like my body was something he needed to destroy.

My hands clawed at his back, helplessly. Each thrust forced a ragged sound from my throat, not even words anymore, just broken noises. My tits jolted against his chest, nipples raw, the sweat between us slick and foul.

He pulled almost all the way out every time, letting my hole gape, leaking the other man’s cum, before shoving back in with one savage stroke. My scream tore out of me, high and wild, echoing off the walls.

“Good,” he growled, hips grinding hard, circling to make me feel every monstrous inch. “Scream louder, bitch. Let the whole neighborhood know.”

And I did. God help me, I screamed, my throat raw, my body convulsing around him. The pain and pressure blurred into something worse, something deeper, a kind of possession that burned away thought.

He punished me with those long strokes, keeping me on the edge of tearing apart. His big hand pressed my jaw, turning my face so I had to look at him.

“I’m gonna keep you right here, under me,” he hissed, his breath hot and sour with beer and contempt, “until you forget your own daughter’s name. Until you forget who you were before you met me. And I’m gonna make damn sure you remember me every time you sit down for the rest of your life. And every time you spread your legs for one of my boys, you’re gonna feel me first.”

Tears streamed down my face, soaking the pillow. My body arched against him, utterly helpless, every thrust jarring every one of my bones.

I realized, somewhere in the fog of pain and sensation, that he was going to fuck me until there was nothing left. Until I couldn’t walk, couldn’t speak, until the only thing I knew was the shape of his cock inside me.

He just wouldn’t let up. How the fuck did Kristen ever cope with this?

His strokes stayed long and grinding and so fucking cruel—every withdrawal a ripping ache, every slam back inside a brutal blunt-force shock that made me cry out. My body was shuddering beneath him, nerves lit raw, but somewhere beneath the pain a pulse began to build, a terrible pressure coiling tight.

“No… oh God, no—” I gasped, shaking my head against the mattress, my hair sticking to my wet cheeks. “Not like this—”

“Exactly like this,” he said, driving in again, his hips slamming mine into the bed frame. “Your cunt’s gonna break on me. I’m gonna feel you give in.”

The pressure surged, unbearable, my clit crushed against his base with every brutal thrust. My whole body bucked and writhed, trying to resist, trying to get away, but he held me pinned, forcing me through it.

And then it happened.

It ripped through me like fire, jagged and merciless, my cunt spasming tight around his cock, milking him in violent waves. My scream was raw, torn from my throat, half agony, half surrender. My vision spotted white as my back arched, lifting him off the bed, tits shaking, nipples dragging hard against his slick chest.

“There it is,” he said, watching me come apart. “That’s the sound I wanted to hear. That’s you breaking, slut.”

The bastard was right. I was fucking broken, and I couldn’t stop. The orgasm kept crashing, long and relentless, through me, tearing sobs out of my bones as my body convulsed. It was obliteration, my body was burning itself out around something it couldn’t fight.

And he didn’t stop.

He only grew harsher, faster, rutting into me with savage force now, no pretense of control. The bed slammed against the wall in a steady violent rhythm, each thrust jolting me upward, my head banging the headboard. My cries grew hoarse, weakening, until they weren’t even words, just fractured sounds.

“Fuckin’ little white slut,” he spat, sweat dripping from his scalp onto my face as he pistoned into me. “Take every motherfucking inch until you can’t think straight.”

I wasn’t thinking at all. My mind skittered, pulling away, the world blurring into a haze of pounding flesh, cracking wood, and the endless pressure inside me. I floated somewhere above myself, watching a helpless woman get fucked raw by an angry cock that was far too big for her, her face streaked with tears, her tits bouncing wild.

“Yeah,” he told me, hips hammering, voice low and vicious. “You’re nothing, you whore. Nothing but holes now. Just some worthless cumdump thing for us to use.”

His thrusts grew erratic, harder, sharper. I felt him swell inside me, the thick heat of his cock pulsing. My body braced, numb and shuddering.

And then, suddenly, he yanked out and away.

I gasped, empty, gaping, dripping all over the sheets. My cunt clenched desperately, broken sobs spilling from me.

He gripped his cock, jerking hard, and with a long, drawn out groan, unloaded across my chest. Hot streams of cum splattered my tits, streaking my throat, and dripping down my sides. He painted me in it, rope after rope, until my skin glistened, sticky and wet, my nipples glazed.

“Yeah, that’s right,” he muttered, squeezing the last drops onto my belly. “That’s what you are. Just another white whore.”

I lay there limp, barely able to breathe, his cum cooling on my tits, the ache between my legs a brutal throb. Not entirely sure that I’d ever get myself back.

He slid off the bed and strode to the door, not even glancing back at me. He flung the door open and bellowed down the stairs. “Everyone up here, right now. You need to see this.”

My stomach dropped. “No—” I croaked, weakly, trying to push myself up on shaking watery arms.

But their footsteps were already thundering on the stairs.

First came Kristen, her blouse still skewed, her lipstick smeared, grinning like she’d seen this kind of display before. Then Levi, his gaze sweeping me from cum-soaked tits to thighs. Stephen, unreadable, hands in his pockets like he’d known this was coming all along. And the others—three big men, all of them looming, all of them staring down at me like I was meat laid out on a table.

I tried to cover myself, to drag the sheet across my chest, but the bald man slapped it out of my hands. “Don’t you dare hide,” he said.

They crowded around the bed, a circle of dark eyes and heavier cocks behind zippers, watching me tremble, making jokes, watching his cum drip from my tits and smear into the sheets.

Kristen just folded her arms, tilted her head, and gazed down at me like this was what I deserved.

I felt my cheeks flame hot, tears sliding silently down my temples. There was no escape, no pretense. Every inch of me was exposed—tits sticky, cunt gaping, body trembling from an absolute hate-fuck that had left me totally shattered. My abject humiliation was complete.

Well, almost.

The bald guy stood straighter, still looming over me, and cleared his throat like he was calling a meeting to order.

“I reckon it’s time to send Kristen home,” he said, his voice booming in the small room. He gave my cum-smeared tits a slap that made me flinch. “Let this little slut carry the rest of the load.”

The others chuckled, nodding, trading grins and jokes. Kristen only arched a brow, arms folded, a little half-smile tugging at her mouth like she’d heard this tune before.

And then Stephen spoke. His tone was calm, thoughtful, the way he sounded in class when setting up a lesson. “I’m all for sending someone home,” he said. “But don’t you think we might be missing a trick here.”

The room hushed. He took a slow look between me—ruined, splayed, and trembling—and Kristen, still composed in her slutty uniform. “Let’s make it a proper competition between these white cunts. The first one to make the other come gets to go home.”

Laughter broke out, dark and sharp. They liked that idea.

Kristen tilted her head, her amused smirk widening, as if she’d just been given an easy assignment.

“Yeah,” Levi cut in, grinning. “And we can bet on it.”

“Fuck yeah,” said the bald guy. He reached down and squeezed his cock through his jeans, eyes glued to Kristen. “My money’s on her. She’s seasoned. This one—” he jerked his thumb at me, still shaking on the bed—“won’t last five minutes.”

Heat rushed through me, my cheeks burning. My throat went tight, my heart hammering. They weren’t just going to use me—they were going to pit me against her. A spectacle. A show.

And then the world seemed to stop. Out of nowhere, I remembered everything Stephen had taught me. How to control a room. How to deal with a mouthy kid. And then I thought about Jared, my husband, waiting at home, waiting to lick me clean simply because that was what I had done to him.

The world started turning again, and all I could think was I am going to fucking destroy her.

I rose, slow, deliberate. My legs shook but I stood tall, naked, cum still dripping from my thighs, tits smeared and glistening. A hush fell. Even the men leaned in, not knowing what was about to happen there.

Kristen grinned, cocky as ever, her lipstick still smudged from someone else’s cock. She opened her arms like she was welcoming me. “Come on, honey. Come to mama.”

The room waited for me to crumble.

Instead, I bared my teeth. “Fuck you, you saggy-titted school secretary bitch.”

The slap cracked across her face before anyone could blink. Her head snapped to the side, eyes wide with shock.

The men roared—half laughter, half disbelief.

Before she could recover, I grabbed her wrist, yanked her down, and bent her over my knee. She let out a startled yelp, legs kicking, but I had her pinned.

“Let’s see how you like being schooled,” I hissed, and brought my palm down hard across her ass.

Kristen gasped, tried to twist free, but I shoved her skirt up above her waist, baring her round ass in flimsy lace panties, and spanked her again. Harder.

“Christ,” one of the men muttered, almost reverent.

Another laughed. “Looks like this one’s got some fight after all.”

Kristen writhed and swore, but every time she tried to push up, I slammed her back down and rained another series of slaps down on her ass. Red handprints bloomed across pale flesh, each mark hotter and louder than the last.

The men circled closer, jostling for a better view. Their chuckles and low groans only fueled me, made my hand swing harder, faster. Kristen’s cocky smirk was gone, replaced by gasps and curses, her body jerking helplessly across my thighs.

I felt powerful for the first time since I left home. I felt so alive. Every ounce of my earlier humiliation burned away in the fire of control.

The smacks slowed. My palm stung, Kristen’s ass blazed red, and I felt her body sag across my lap. The last of her fight bled out in ragged little gasps.

That was when I shifted the focus of my attack. My hand slid down over the curve of her ass, pushing her lacy panties aside. She bucked once, but I still had her pinned. My fingers found her heat—slick, swollen.

“Oh, fuck—” Kristen hissed, her voice cracking.

Two fingers pressed against her clit, and I almost laughed. That thing was big, a fat, throbbing nub. I rubbed slow, mean circles with the pads of my fingers, making her jolt and writhe with every stroke.

Kristen groaned, shaking her head, her arrogant smile long gone. “N-no, don’t—”

But I wasn’t done.

I pushed my thumb inside her, curling it until I found the spongy, trembling patch of her G-spot. She convulsed across my lap, choking on a cry.

“Yeah,” I whispered in her ear, grinding my fingers harder against her clit, pumping my thumb inside her. “You’re gonna come for me, you saggy old bitch. Right here, with all of them watching.”

Her body thrashed, her nails clawing at my thighs. She tried to hold on, tried to fight it, but every roll of my fingers dragged her closer. The noises pouring out of her weren’t cocky anymore—they were desperate, high-pitched, humiliated.

“Shit, she’s losing it,” one of the strangers said.

Kristen’s whole body jerked once, twice, and then she shattered for me. Her orgasm ripped out of her in a scream, her hips bucking hard, juices spilling hot over my hand and dripping down my wrist.

The men roared their approval, some clapping, some hooting, all of them thrilled.

And me? I held her tight, fingers still working her clit, milking every last humiliating twitch out of her body before finally shoving her off my lap down to the floor.

She knelt there, hair wild, face streaked, chest heaving. Broken.

And I sat back, naked, sticky, grinning through the heat in my cheeks. I’d done it. I’d fucking destroyed her.

And I wasn’t done yet.

Kristen was still panting on her knees when I grabbed a fistful of her hair. She yelped, tried to twist away, but I yanked her up hard, dragging her toward the bed.

“On your back,” I told her, shoving her down. She landed in a heap, legs spread, skirt bunched at her waist, her lace panties crooked and soaking wet.

The men pressed closer, eyes gleaming. They weren’t going to stop me. They all wanted to see the rest of the show.

I climbed between her thighs, pinning her hips, and shoved two fingers back inside her. She was soaked, her cunt hot and slippery around me, her swollen clit twitching against my thumb.

Kristen shook her head, hair whipping, voice ragged. “N-no, please—”

“Shut up,” I spat, grinding my knuckles deeper, twisting until she cried out. “You’re going to take everything I give you.” I sounded like any one of these men.

I pumped her hand with two fingers, then shoved in a third. She arched up off the bed, eyes wide in shock, her nails clawing the sheets.

“Jesus Christ,” one of the men muttered, at least half in awe.

“She’s opening her up,” another laughed.

And he wasn’t wrong. I spread my fingers inside her, stretching her walls, feeling her clamp down and tremble. She was trying to fight it, but her body betrayed her, growing wetter, loosening up with every thrust of my hand.

I curled my fingers against her G-spot, grinding my thumb into her throbbing clit.

Kristen sobbed, her legs kicking helplessly, but I kept pushing her, going harder, deeper. My fingers cramped, my wrist slick with her juices, and still I drove in.

Three fingers became four. Her cunt stretched around me, resisting and yielding all at once.

“Fuck, will you look at that,” Levi said, his voice thick with lust.

“Go on, Helen,” Stephen rumbled from the corner, arms folded, a proud little grin on his face. “Show her what you’ve learned.”

My knuckles pressed against her opening now, the resistance fierce. Kristen screamed, high and broken, but I didn’t stop. I worked her wide, relentless, forcing her body to give.

And then, my entire fist slid inside.

The men erupted—cheers, curses, laughter—like they’d just watched a touchdown.

Kristen’s back bowed off the bed, her mouth a perfect O, a strangled sound pouring out of her.

I held her there, wrist-deep in her pussy, feeling her clamp and spasm all around me. My other hand pressed down on her belly, making her feel every inch.

“You’re mine,” I told her, grinding my knuckles inside her. “Do you hear me, you old bitch? I own this pussy now.”

She convulsed, shuddering violently, her orgasm tearing through her as the room watched. Juices gushed around my arm, dripping down onto the sheets, soaking the mattress.

That was enough, I thought. I pulled out slow, dragging her wide open, leaving her stretched and wrecked, her cunt gaping for everyone to see.

Kristen collapsed back, whimpering, tears streaking her face.

And me? I stood over her, chest heaving, fist glistening, the cheers and jokes ringing in my ears. Victorious.
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