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

What’s more humiliating than watching your wife get blacked?

When she tells you to clean her up afterwards.
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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—Graduation

What’s more humiliating than watching your wife get blacked?

When she tells you to clean her up afterwards.

Substitute teacher, Helen Ryder is twenty-six, married, and in way too deep.

Stephen and Levi aren’t just Helen's colleagues anymore. They're the big black bulls who train her after school.

And now, this weekend, they’ve invited themselves to her house.

Helen knows exactly what that means.

First, she will serve dinner. And then she'll serve them.

While her husband Jared watches everything, learning just exactly what it means to live with a woman who’s been utterly broken and blacked.

Graduation (9,000 words) is suburban filth at the dinner table—a raw interracial story of white wife-breaking and intense cuckold humiliation. If you love dominant Black men using a young married white woman in her own home, while her husband watches and obeys, this one hits every filthy note.

This is an age-gap, interracial cuckold humiliation story for adults featuring married woman destruction in her own dining room. Or, if you want it straight: it’s Helen, blacked, and Jared, cucked and humiliated, slow, brutal, and unforgettable.

Molly Pike

September 2025


Prologue

The last bell had rung, the school halls were empty, and Stephen had me bent over his desk again. My palms were flat on the scarred wood, my skirt shoved up around my waist, panties already hanging off one ankle. His cock split me slow and deep, every stroke so thick I swore my spine was bending to make room.

I whimpered, cheek pressed against a stack of graded essays. “God…”

“Not God,” Stephen said evenly behind me. “Just me. Now answer my question.”

“What question?” My voice shook, more from his cock dragging through me than from nerves.

He pressed down on my lower back, pinned me, drove in to the hilt until I gasped. “Your husband,” he said. “He knows?”

My pussy clenched around him hard, betraying me. I couldn’t hold it back. “Yes,” I whispered. “He knows something.”

Stephen’s silence made me talk more, spill everything. “He knows I’m not the same. He knows I come home wet, used. He doesn’t ask… but I—” My throat caught on a moan as Stephen rolled his hips, hitting that place inside me that made me weak. “I make him do things. I tell him to touch himself. To eat me out after I’ve been here. Sometimes I don’t let him finish. I treat him like—like a little bitch.”

Stephen chuckled low, the sound curling into my ear like smoke. He pulled out almost all the way, then pushed back in, slow as hell, making me feel every obscene inch. “That’s good,” he said. “Real good.”

I groaned, clutching the desk harder, thighs trembling.

He leaned close, his breath hot against my ear. “But if he doesn’t know the whole story—if he doesn’t know it’s me—and Levi—then we’ll fix that.”

A shiver shot through me. “What?”

“We’ll come around for dinner. Me and Levi. Saturday night. Sit at your dining table. Eat your home-cooked food. Then we’ll show your cuck husband just exactly what’s what.”

The words hit harder than his cock. My stomach dropped, my skin prickled all over, and suddenly every nerve inside me was tuned to the thick stretch of his big black cock grinding me wide open.

Dinner. My house. Stephen and Levi. Jared seeing it all.

The sheer filth of that idea slammed into me so violently that my pussy clamped down tight, like it was trying to lock Stephen inside me, and I broke.

“Oh—God—” My voice cracked, high and helpless, as the orgasm crashed through me. It wasn’t neat, it wasn’t tidy, it couldn’t be controlled—it tore out of me in waves, ragged sobs of pleasure racking my chest as my thighs buckled. My clit throbbed against the edge of the desk. My nipples were hard enough to ache through my bra. Every muscle spasmed, clutching Stephen’s cock like I was trying to drain him dry.

He held me pinned, one big hand pressing down on my back, keeping me exactly where he wanted me while he pumped me through my convulsions. “That’s it,” he muttered, hips rolling. “That’s my good white girl. Think about Jared watching. You spread out on your own dining table. Think about me and Levi railing you, taking turns on you, while your cuck husband just sits there knowing he can’t do a fucking thing. Think about him jerking off as we paint your face with cum.”

“Oh, God—Stephen—fuck, I can’t—” I sobbed into his desk, shaking, but the picture he painted only poured gasoline on the fire ripping through me. My cunt clenched harder, milking him, begging without words. My toes curled in my heels, tears streaked down my face, drool wetting my lip as my body refused to come down.

The orgasm stretched, went on forever, until my cries cracked into desperate little gasps. My legs trembled so bad I thought I’d collapse, but Stephen wouldn’t let me. He just kept the rhythm steady, brutal in its patience, dragging every last pulse out of me.

When I thought it was done, another wave slammed me, sharper, crueler, making me scream into the wood grain. My pussy was dripping, gushing, every thrust spreading the mess hotter, wetter. My stomach clenched, my chest heaved, and I couldn’t hold anything back.

“Fuck, yeah,” Stephen grunted. “You’re such a good fucking slut. Now, you want my load, don’t you, little girl? You want me to pump you full right here on my desk.”

“Yes—yes, Stephen—please—” I babbled, too far gone to hide, my nails scraping at the edge of the desk.

He gave me what I begged for. His thrusts shifted, harder now, heavier, bruising me deep inside. Each stroke jarred through my hips, set off aftershocks in my throbbing clit until I was keening like an animal. And then I felt him swell inside me and my entire body tensed in anticipation.

The first spurt hit deep, a molten heat spreading through my cunt, and I wailed—loud, broken. And every pulse after that was another shockwave, his cum flooding me, filling me and dripping out around the root of his big black cock as he ground in deeper, making sure I took every single drop.

It broke me again. The feel of him unloading in me, the heat of it, the obscene knowledge that I was carrying him inside me now—it tipped me into one last orgasm, savage and helpless, wracking my entire body. I cried his name, muffled against the desk, my body convulsing as his cock painted me inside with thick, endless spurts.

When he finally stilled, balls empty, I was wrecked. My thighs shook, my pussy quivered, his load seeping out around his cock while I lay there ruined, chest heaving, skin blazing.

And Stephen? He just pulled out slowly, leaving me gaping, dripping, a mess across his desk.

**

The drive home blurred, headlights and brake lights smearing through my windshield. My thighs were sticky, my panties damp with his cum, my body still thrumming from what he’d done and said. Dinner. Saturday night. My house. My husband.

Part of me wanted to scream, to say it was impossible, insane. Another part of me was still picturing it.

I gripped the wheel tighter, shaking my head like I could clear it, but my clit throbbed and my pussy clenched at the thought. Scared. Excited. The line between them blurred until I couldn’t tell one from the other. I would have to send Gracie to Jared's mom's.

By the time I pulled into the driveway, my heart was pounding and my panties were soaked through. I was going to sit on Jared’s face before bed.


Graduation

I laid the dress across the bed that afternoon and stared at it like it was a weapon. Low-cut, tight in the hips, barely grazing mid-thigh. Stockings with a garter. Black heels I hadn’t worn in years. Red lipstick bold enough to feel obscene in daylight.

It was for Stephen and Levi. Not for Jared, my little cuck. Not for the dinner itself. Just for them.

By the time Jared got home, I was already done up—hair pinned, tits pushed high, perfume clouded on my throat, my wrists, and my thighs. He stopped dead in the doorway, blinking at me like he didn’t recognize his own wife.

“You look… wow,” he said, caught somewhere between admiration and confusion.

“Yeah, I do.” I brushed past him, hips swaying. “Don’t just stand there. Go fetch the wine. The men will be here soon.”

He frowned. “Men?”

“You heard me,” I snapped, setting out plates on the dining table. “And you know what I mean. Stephen and Levi are coming for dinner tonight. So, make yourself useful.”

He scuttled off toward the kitchen, shoulders hunched, while I arranged silverware. The whole thing looked ridiculous—me, dolled up like some trophy hostess, laying out mashed potatoes and roast chicken. But it was exactly what Stephen had told me to do.

When Jared came back with a bottle in each hand, I gave him a once-over. Plain polo, khakis. Pathetic.

“Next time wear a tie,” I told him. “You look like a kid.”

He flushed. “I didn’t know—”

“No, of course you didn’t.” I took the bottles and rolled my eyes. “Set the table properly. And light the damn candles.”

His silence said everything. He moved around me like a servant, laying forks and knives while I checked my lipstick in the hallway mirror. The stockings made a soft whisper as I shifted my weight, my thighs brushing together. My nipples were already hard through the thin dress.

By the time the knock came at the door, Jared was still fussing with napkins, trying too hard. I went to answer.

Stephen and Levi stood there like they owned the block. Both broad, both smiling, both carrying that heavy confidence that made the air bend around them. Stephen looked me up and down and smirked. “Good girl.”

Levi’s eyes lingered longer, burning. “Yeah. That’ll do.”

I felt Jared hover behind me. Stephen didn’t even bother acknowledging him at first, just shouldered his way inside, Levi following. Finally, Stephen turned, stuck his hand out. “Jared, right?”

Jared shook it like a boy meeting his girlfriend’s father, grip weak and awkward.

“Appreciate the invite, man,” Levi said, laughing low. “Smells good in here. What’d you make us?”

“Uh—roast chicken. Potatoes. Vegetables. Fresh bread.” Jared’s voice cracked.

“Sounds nice,” Stephen said. “Why don’t you go pour us some wine, champ?”

Jared scurried off to the kitchen, and Stephen’s hand landed heavy on my ass. He squeezed, right there in the hallway. I gasped but didn’t stop him.

“Relax,” he murmured against my ear. “Tonight’s just dinner.”

But the way Levi looked at me told me it was so much more.

**

The table looked too small with Stephen and Levi on either side, their shoulders crowding the space, their laughter shaking the silverware. Jared poured wine with both hands like it was a balancing act, bottle trembling just enough to spill a drop on the white cloth. I caught the twitch in his jaw when he noticed it. He dabbed at the spot like it mattered.

Stephen barely glanced at him. “Top me off, boy.” A snap of the fingers, casual as hell. Jared obeyed, filled his glass, sat down again without meeting anyone’s eyes. Seemed like he’d slipped naturally into his role.

I cut into my chicken, the knife slipping in the butter sauce, my fork rattling against porcelain. The sound felt too loud, like a signal flare. I tried to smile, tried to chew, but every nerve in me was screaming with awareness: Stephen’s thigh pressing against mine, Levi’s hand steady on the back of my chair, their conversation filling the room like smoke.

They weren’t talking to me. They weren’t talking to Jared. They were talking around us. About football. About work. About how a boy needed discipline. About how obedience had to be taught, drilled, and reinforced. My cheeks burned. I shifted in my seat and Stephen’s hand found my leg. He didn’t look at me. Just slid his palm higher, squeezed, then went back to sipping his wine. I kinda flinched, kinda moaned.

Jared saw my giveaway reaction. Even he had to know what it meant. His fork stopped halfway to his mouth, hanging there a second too long before he forced himself to take the bite. His eyes flicked to mine, wide, searching. But I couldn’t meet them. My gaze dropped to the tablecloth.

I tried to focus on the food. But Levi was leaning closer now, his elbow brushing mine as he reached for the breadbasket. “Pass it, girl,” he said. He didn’t need to raise his voice—his presence filled the space, his dark eyes sliding over me, daring me not to obey. I handed it over, my hand trembling just enough for him to notice. He grinned and set a thick slice on his plate.

The conversation rolled on. Jared cleared his throat once, twice, tried to bring up something safe—the school board budget, I think—but his words trailed off when no one responded.

Next, Levi’s hand landed on my thigh beneath the tablecloth. He ran a finger up towards my pussy and I sucked in a sharp breath and absolutely froze. My fork clattered against my plate and Levi chuckled low, like he’d just remembered a private joke. “Relax, girl. Eat.”

But I couldn’t. My pulse was hammering too hard, my skin buzzing hot, my thoughts scattered. I looked across the table at Jared and the look in his eyes was worse than anything else. He knew who these men were. Knew what was happening. He was watching everything unfold. And he wasn’t going to stop anything at all.

Stephen and Levi carried on, talking and laughing, sipping wine, breaking bread, while Levi’s hand stayed right where it was—just resting, but keeping every nerve in my body on edge.

Then he leaned closer, lips almost brushing my ear. His voice was low, meant for me alone. “I just took out my cock for you. Get down on your knees.”

I didn’t hesitate. The scrape of my chair’s legs against the hardwood floor sounded like a scream. No one said a word, but every eye followed me as I slid down and disappeared beneath the white-draped table.

Jared’s face was the last thing I saw before the cloth fell behind me—his mouth open, fork frozen midair, wine trembling in his glass. Shock. Hurt. And something else: raw, stunned arousal.

The space under the table was close, shadows thick around me, knees brushing chair legs. But the only thing that mattered was right in front of me. Levi had been true to his word. His pants hung open, zipper down, belt loose, and his cock was already out, long and thick and black and halfway hard for me, resting against his thigh as I leaned closer.

I froze for a second, staring at it. It seemed even bigger in the cramped space, dark and veined and obscene. My mouth watered. My pussy clenched.

Above me, the men kept talking, pretending nothing was happening—laughing at some joke, clinking glasses. The normality of it made me dizzy. I heard Stephen ask Jared a question. Something about me.

I didn’t need to hear.

I had work to do.

I licked my lips and opened wide, wrapped both hands around his shaft, and took him in. He wasn’t fully hard but still the blunt crown stretched my lips, filled my mouth, and I groaned as I sank deeper, the sheer size of him making my jaw ache.

“Fuck, yeah,” Levi muttered above the table. Casual. Like it was apropos of nothing at all. I could only imagine Jared’s face. He was probably rock hard by now.

I bobbed, sucked, stroked, tongue swirling, getting Levi fully hard as quickly as I could. My throat fought him when I pushed deeper, gagging around the fat length. My eyes watered. I forced myself lower, swallowing, swallowing, until his tip hit the back of my throat and then slid past.

My ears roared. I held still, nose pressed against his groin, fighting the panic, fighting the instinct to pull away. My whole body shook, and then I relaxed, let it happen, letting him occupy my throat the way Stephen had first taught me.

When I pulled back, drool strung from my lips, coating his cock. I pumped my hand, slicking him up, then dove down again, hungrier, faster. I wanted it. Needed it.

And then I dared to look up. Through the tablecloth, I could just see Jared’s face. Pale, stunned, transfixed. His wife under the table, servicing another man, and he couldn’t move, couldn’t say a word.

It made me hotter than hell. I moaned around Levi’s cock, the sound muffled and wet, and he twitched in my mouth, swelling.

“Girl knows how to use that throat,” Stephen said above me. His sounded amused and like he approved.

“Yeah, you trained her well,” Levi said. “Credit where credit is due. I wonder, Jared, has your little wifey shown you what she can do with a hard-on now?”

I don’t think Jared answered, but Levi’s words spurred me on. I gripped his thighs, bobbed harder, faster, spit and pre-cum coating my lips and chin. My throat spasmed, gagged, but I kept going, milking him as best as I could, desperate for his load.

And then I felt it—his cock stiffening, pulsing against my tongue—and heard his breath roughening above the table. I braced, stroked, swallowed, refusing to let go.

Levi groaned, low and guttural. “Fuck. Take it.”

Hot jets exploded down my throat, thick and endless. I choked, sputtered, but swallowed fast, gulping it down, cum flooding my mouth until I couldn’t keep up. It spilled from my lips, dripped down my chin, splattered down my dress.

I kept sucking, milking him dry, until he finally reached down below the table and shoved me away, his big black cock slipping wetly from my mouth. My chest heaved, spit and cum smeared on my cheeks. My eyes were red, my mascara streaked.

Above, the table erupted in laughter and applause. Well, Stephen did.

When I finally surfaced, gasping for air, my hair was a mess, mascara streaking down my cheeks. Cum clung to me—warm and sticky across my cheekbone, a pearly streak on my dress just below the collarbone. I didn’t wipe it away.

Levi zipped up like it was nothing. Stephen poured more wine, smooth as ever as he picked up the thread of conversation. A story about football practice, a laugh about the superintendent. Nothing at all to acknowledge what had just happened under the table.

I sat there blinking, trembling, lips swollen, throat raw.

Jared was staring at me. His fork was still in his hand, though he hadn’t touched his plate since I’d ducked beneath the table. His eyes kept flicking from my face to my chest, then back up, wide and helpless. He knew exactly what I’d been doing beneath the table, and he could see I hadn’t cleaned myself up.

No one helped him deal. No one spoke to him.

Minutes passed. The men ate, drank, talked. I sat in silence, cheeks burning, pretending to be invisible while cum dried sticky on my skin.

Then Stephen tipped his glass toward me. “Helen, please tell me there’s more chicken in the kitchen.”

I stood at once. My legs were unsteady, but I didn’t stumble. I gathered the empty platter with shaking hands and turned toward the kitchen. My two black masters kept talking. Levi barely even glanced at me.

And Jared—my husband—had no choice but to help me gather the dirty plates. To trail after me into our kitchen with his eyes fixed on the floor.

The kitchen was too quiet. Neither of us spoke. Just the clatter of plates, the scrape of cutlery as Jared worked at the sink. My dress still clung damp where Levi’s load had spattered me, a cold reminder every time I shifted.

I caught Jared staring—subtlety wasn’t his thing. His eyes fixed on the pearly streak drying on my cheek. His lips pressed tight, jaw working.

I ran my finger slowly along my cheekbone, scooping the tacky mess onto the pad of my finger. Then I held it out to him.

“Come here, Jared,” I said, soft but sharp enough to cut through the silence and last vestiges of resistance in him. “Suck my finger for me.”

He froze.

“Now.”

His Adam’s apple bobbed. He put down the plate, stepped toward me like he was being pulled on a leash. His lips parted and I pressed my finger between them.

He sucked.

And oh, he sucked like I did when Stephen held my head down. Tongue swirling, lips tight, cheeks hollowing. He closed his eyes, breathing hard through his nose, until I let him taste every drop.

I pulled my finger free with a soft wet pop and wiped it on his lips like lipstick.

“Good boy,” I told him.

Out in the dining room, the men laughed at some joke, glasses clinking. In here, my husband licked his lips, swallowing another man’s cum like it was nothing at all.

**

I smoothed my dress, balanced the platter, and led Jared back into the dining room. The smell of roast meat and cigars hung heavy, the table lit warm with candles and glass reflections.

Stephen looked up as if we’d only been gone for a moment. “Perfect timing,” he said, patting the space in front of him. “Set it down here.”

I obeyed, placing the dish of fresh chicken where he wanted it, the damp stain still cooling on my dress, the corner of Jared’s mouth still shining from what I’d fed him.

“Looks good,” Levi said, carving himself a portion, passing the knife down across the table to Stephen. “Helen’s got the touch, don’t she?”

“She surely does,” Stephen agreed, nodding in Jared’s direction. “Credit to her husband too. Solid team, you two.”

They chuckled, fork tines tapping against plates.

And then just like that, it was just dinner again. They ate and drank and talked over one another—sports, politics, and money while Jared and I sat quietly at their table, included but not equal. Every so often, they’d loop us in—“What do you think, Helen?” or “You agree, Jared?”—and we’d stumble out some answer, while the truth of what had happened under the table clung to us like perfume.

Their conversation barely interested me. Sports scores, some politician’s latest scandal, Stephen’s offhand joke about the football team. At one point Levi asked if I’d graded the juniors’ essays yet, like I was just another colleague, like he hadn’t come down my throat twenty minutes ago.

I tried to eat, tried to chew and swallow like a normal person, but every bite stuck in my throat. My fork felt heavy, my glass too close to shaking in my hand.

And all the while, they talked and laughed and drank. They teased each other, swapped stories, passed dishes back and forth. Jared sat across from me, his plate neat, his eyes anywhere but mine. He didn’t speak unless someone asked him a direct question, and even then, his answers were clipped, bland, almost rehearsed.

It was the normality that wrecked me. The sheer casualness of it all. The men acting as though this was any other Friday night. Like I hadn’t just been under the table with Levi’s cock down my throat. I was a teacher, married, a suburban mother, and I was their slut. I was hooked on the way they treated me. I was addicted to their big black cocks.

My pulse was a drum in my ears, but I held myself together, forced myself to smile when someone cracked a joke. Inside, though, I was trembling. Something in me was breaking open, bleeding out, and no one else in the room gave a damn.

“If you’ll excuse me?” Stephen’s voice cut through the clink of forks and glasses, smooth as silk, but directed right at Jared.

Jared blinked, confused, like he wasn’t sure what he was being excused from. “Uh—sure,” he said, sounding anything but.

Stephen didn’t waste another word. He stood, towering, the scrape of his chair loud in the sudden hush. His hand landed heavy on my shoulder and before I could process what was happening, he was pulling me up, lifting me out of my seat like I weighed nothing.

The room shifted. My chair was dragged aside, the table edge cool against my thighs. And then he bent me forward over it, pressing me down until I was staring straight across at Jared—my husband—who sat frozen, his fork still in his hand, his face pale.

I could smell the roast beef, the spilled wine, the lingering hint of Levi’s cum in my hair. My heart stuttered. My palms flattened against the tablecloth. Stephen stood behind me, his body radiating heat, his silence more devastating than anything he could have said.

Jared’s eyes darted, searching—mine, Stephen’s, Levi’s, anywhere else to look—but he didn’t move, didn’t protest, didn’t even breathe too loud.

I swallowed hard, my pulse racing in my throat. This was it. The polite line had been crossed. Dinner was over.

The room was silent except for my breathing and the slow drag of fabric as he hiked the hem of my dress higher and higher. Cool air licked across my thighs. My skin broke out in goosebumps. My ass was bare in seconds—panties yanked down, elastic biting as they snagged at my knees before Stephen shoved them off altogether, like they were nothing but a flimsy obstacle between my little white pussy and his huge black cock.

My face burned hot, hotter, because Jared was watching. I couldn’t look away from him. His fork was still in his hand, forgotten halfway to his mouth, his lips parted like he wanted to say something but couldn’t even remember how.

Stephen’s palm landed heavy on my ass, kneading, spreading. Then one thick finger dragged down and pressed between my cheeks, parting me with obscene casualness. I gasped, the tablecloth bunching under my fists, my knees weakening.

And then he pushed—his finger breaching my pussy, rough, deliberate, fucking me open slow and steady. The wet sound of it made me choke on air. My body betrayed me, hips shifting back against him even as shame spiked hot in my throat.

I kept my eyes on Jared. His face was red now, ears glowing, chest heaving under his neat shirt. He looked trapped, cornered. I thought about all the nights I’d bent him down to taste me, the way he’d licked me clean without a word of complaint. And now here he was, seeing who I really was—what I really needed.

Stephen’s finger left me, slick with my arousal. For a breath, I thought maybe he was teasing me. But then I felt the blunt head of his cock at my pussy lips, hot, thick, and impossibly wide. My breath hitched; my stomach dropped.

“Look at him,” Stephen murmured low in my ear. His voice was velvet, but the command in it was iron.

And I did. My eyes locked with Jared’s. He was staring, helpless, as Stephen began to push into me. Inch by devastating inch, stretching me, filling me, making me open to him. My lips parted, my breath ragged. The pressure was unbearable, the stretch exquisite, the sense of invasion absolute.

I whimpered, my forehead lowering to the table, but Stephen’s hand caught my chin, jerking my head up so Jared wouldn’t miss a second of my face as his cock slid deeper inside me. My mouth fell open on a cry I couldn’t stop, my body clutching around him, my shame and my need tangled into one raw, unstoppable thing.

Jared’s knuckles were white where he gripped his fork, but he didn’t move. He couldn’t.

And Stephen kept pushing, deeper, until he was seated fully inside me, his cock splitting me wide, his heat a brand I’d never escape.

“Good girl,” he said, his voice for me, but his eyes never leaving Jared’s.

My world narrowed to only three things: the hot, brutal fullness inside me, Stephen’s hand clamped on my chin forcing me to meet Jared’s eyes, and the ragged, shameful sound of my own breathing.

I couldn’t move. Not an inch. Stephen’s cock pinned me to the spot, stuffed me so deep I swore I could feel him scraping against my spine. My body clenched and shuddered around him, my pussy fluttering in helpless spasms, my thighs trembling under the strain of taking him all.

And Jared was watching it all.

God, Jared. His face was a blur of things I couldn’t read—pain, anger, humiliation, maybe even something darker. Fuck, was he turned on? His mouth had fallen open, his fork lay forgotten by his plate, and his chest rose and fell too fast. He couldn’t look away, and neither could I.

I thought about every time I’d straddled his face, every time I’d ordered him to lick me clean and swallow everything after Stephen or Levi had finished with me. He’d done it—quiet, obedient, shamed. But this? This was different. This wasn’t whispered commands in the safety of our bedroom. This was me, bent over our dinner table with another man’s cock buried inside me to the hilt, staring into my husband’s wide, stricken eyes while I shook and whimpered like the whore I was.

Something twisted inside me—fear and thrill, humiliation and arousal all tangled into one unbearable knot. I wanted to crawl into the floor and disappear. I wanted Stephen to move, to fuck me for God’s sake, hard, deep, brutal, fast, to give me no choice but to moan and maybe scream. I wanted Jared to close his eyes. I wanted him to keep watching. I wanted my cuck husband to see it all.

Stephen’s grip on my chin tightened, angling my head up higher, baring my throat. His cock pulsed inside me, thick and alive. “See what a perfect fit you are,” he murmured, and though the words were meant for me, his gaze flicked across the table to Jared.

And Jared’s jaw tightened. His eyes glistened. He didn’t speak.

His silence—his complicity—burned even hotter than Stephen’s cock. My cheeks flamed, my nipples ached, my pussy squeezed around the thickness inside me as if desperate to keep him there. My heart thundered against my ribs, a drum of panic and want that left me dizzy.

There was no line anymore. I had crossed them all. I was split open on another man’s big black cock, owned by him, shamed by him, before my fucking husband—and my body loved it. I fucking loved it.

And Jared knew it.

**

Stephen finally moved.

Just the smallest withdrawal, just enough for the thick head of his cock to drag along my swollen walls, setting every nerve inside me on fire. Then he pressed forward again, inexorable, grinding back into me until I was once more stretched tight around every impossible inch of him. My nails bit into the wood of the table. My lips parted, but nothing came out except a strangled moan.

Excruciating. Slow. He was making me feel it all, refusing to let me escape even a fraction of the stretch, the ache, the shame of being filled this way.

And then Levi’s voice cut across the clatter of cutlery and the soft slap of Stephen’s hips against me. Calm, amused, like a teacher correcting a student.

“Tell him.”

My head jerked up. “W-what?”

Levi leaned back in his chair, arms folded across his chest, watching me with the steady weight of authority. “Tell him, Helen. Tell your husband how it feels to take a real cock. A great big black cock. Tell him the truth.”

The words punched through me, worse than the slow relentless fucking. I shook my head, cheeks flaming, throat tight.

But Stephen’s cock slid out again, and back in, deeper this time. A low groan slipped out of me.

Levi chuckled. “Go on, Helen. Don’t make me say it for you. Look your husband in the eye and tell him the truth.”

I forced myself to turn my head, forced my tear-bright gaze to meet Jared’s. He looked wrecked—like the ground had been ripped out from under him. His fists clenched on his lap, his mouth a flat line of agony.

Stephen drove into me again, achingly slow, pressing me down into the table until my tits squashed flat against the wood. My body betrayed me, a shudder coursing through me, my pussy clenching greedily around him.

“Oh God…” I gasped, shaking. My voice cracked, broken. “It feels… it feels so good. So fucking good to take a real cock.”

Levi’s grin spread wide. “That’s it, girl. Say it again. Let him know exactly what kind of wife he’s got.”

Stephen withdrew to the thick crown, holding me there on the knife’s edge, making me feel the emptiness, the need. My thighs quivered.

I sobbed, shame and heat burning together. “I love it, Jared,” I choked, the words tumbling out as Stephen shoved back inside me, inch after inch. “I love taking a really big black cock. I fucking love it.”

Levi laughed, slow and rich, satisfied. Stephen groaned low in his chest, his cock swelling even harder inside me. And Jared—Jared’s eyes went glassy, his jaw trembling like he might break apart right there at the table.

Stephen’s rhythm stayed the same—agonizingly slow, each withdrawal dragging me hollow before the push back in stretched me to breaking again. I couldn’t even think of it as thrusting; it was too deliberate, too cruel. He was pressing me open like he had all night to carve me into shape.

My forehead rested against the table, my cheek turned to the side so I could see Jared. I couldn’t look away, not with Stephen forcing me forward, not with my body trembling beneath his weight.

Jared wasn’t angry. Not anymore. Not shattered, not begging. He was… breathing hard. Too hard. His chest rose and fell, his eyes wide and glassy. And then—God help me—his lips moved.

Take it, you fucking slut.

Those silent words landed harder than Stephen’s cock. My whole body flinched. I mouthed a broken “no,” but it came out as a whimper, a plea swallowed by Stephen’s next slow push inside me.

Jared just stared back, his throat bobbing as he swallowed, his eyes glued to my face, to the way it twisted with every stretch. And then again, soundless but unmistakable:

Take it.

A whimper caught in my throat, half sob, half moan. My pussy clenched down around Stephen’s cock, my traitorous body grasping for him. He was so big, so deep, and with Jared’s eyes on me I couldn’t hold back, couldn’t stop shaking, couldn’t stop dripping onto my own thighs.

Take it, slut.

My vision blurred with tears. Shame and heat coiled tighter in my belly, twisting until I thought I might snap. His words weren’t even spoken aloud, but I felt them in my cunt, in my chest, in every humiliating shiver that wracked me as Stephen’s cock inched in and out, slow as torture.

Jared wanted this. My husband wanted me fucked.

And that realization—sick, shattering—bloomed like fire in my veins.

Despite the pleas of my writhing ass and my hips, Stephen refused to speed up. Not once. Not even a little. His cock dragged in and out of me with the same merciless patience, like he was testing how long I could possibly stand it. Like he knew something was happening deep down inside me that I couldn’t stop.

And he was right.

It started as a low hum, almost background noise, a faint tingling at the base of my spine. Not enough to call pleasure, not enough to panic over—but constant. A pressure that wouldn’t fade, no matter how I tried to breathe through it. Each slow stroke drove it deeper, heavier, until I couldn’t ignore it anymore.

My thighs trembled, knees knocking against the chair leg under the table. My pussy was drenched, greedy, clenching down on Stephen as if to drag him in deeper even when he pulled back, inch by inch by endless inch. Every retreat left me hollow, every return stretched me to the edge of screaming.

And all the while, Jared’s eyes stayed locked on mine.

He could see everything—the flush spreading over my chest, the way my lips parted helplessly, the way I bit down to stop the moan and failed anyway. He was watching me fall apart, watching me lose the fight to keep this inside.

The hum became a buzz. The buzz a low, constant throb. My clit was on fire just from the drag of Stephen’s base grinding against me. Each time his thickness shifted my walls, a ripple went through me, small shocks that stacked on top of each other until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the next began.

I tried to breathe slowly, to keep some control. But any hope of control was long gone. Every shaky inhale caught in my throat, every exhale came out a needy whimper. My belly was tightening, hard, unbearable, as if my body knew what was coming and wanted to stretch it out, wanted to keep me trapped in the climb forever.

Jared’s lips moved again. Take it.

Something snapped inside me. The throb surged higher, dragging me up by the spine, clawing at my chest. My pussy clamped down, spasming around Stephen’s cock like it was trying to milk him, desperate, feral. I cried out, a raw sound that ripped up my throat, my jaw thumping against the table as my tears broke loose.

The orgasm came slow—God, so fucking slow. It didn’t crash; it swelled, blooming through me inch by devastating inch, spreading from my clit outward, flooding my belly, my breasts, my throat until I was nothing but nerve endings and helpless sound. My body shook, legs kicking, fingers clawing uselessly against the table edge as Stephen just kept that same torturous rhythm, stretching me through every second of it.

And Jared never, ever looked away.

He watched my face crumple, watched my lips form his name in a sob, watched me orgasm like I was being broken right in front of him. His eyes were wide, hungry, ashamed—but hungry. And his shame bled right into me, turned everything sharper, dirtier.

By the time the wave finally crested, and I sagged forward, limp and shaking, I knew—my husband had just watched me fall apart on another man’s cock, and he’d wanted it.

That’s when Stephen changed.

His hands clamped down on my hips—tight, possessive—and the rhythm broke. No more slow, dragging inches. He drove into me hard, one brutal thrust that slammed my ass back against him and knocked the air from my lungs.

I gasped, eyes flying open. Jared was still right there across the table. Still watching.

Stephen pulled back and did it again. And again. Harder, faster, until the table creaked under us. Each stroke filled me completely, split me wide, hammered the ache of my already wrung-out orgasm into something new—something raw and unbearable.

I cried out, hands scrambling for purchase, nails clawing the table. “Oh—oh God—Stephen—”

But he wasn’t listening. He was fucking me now, really fucking me, the pace savage and relentless. Every time he bottomed out, my tits bounced against the table top, my clit crushed and screaming for mercy.

“Eyes open,” he growled, voice low and dangerous behind me. His hand slid up my back, tangled in my hair, yanking my head up so I couldn’t look anywhere but straight ahead. At Jared.

I saw it then—my husband’s jaw slack, his chest rising in sharp, shallow breaths, his hand beneath the table. He looked wrecked, broken open. And God help me, that only made the orgasm still simmering inside me spark alive again.

Stephen’s cock pistoned in me, thick and merciless, the sound of flesh slapping flesh loud and obscene in the dining room. My pussy sucked at him, wet and hungry, every stroke dragging a fresh sob from my throat. My body betrayed me, rising to meet each thrust, chasing the brutal rhythm.

I wanted to close my eyes, to hide, but Stephen’s grip in my hair kept me pinned, exposed, forced to watch my husband watching me.

The table rocked beneath me, every thrust jarring my knees, rattling my bones. Stephen’s cock pounded into me with the same punishing tempo, no mercy, no reprieve, just the raw inevitability of being fucked until I forgot how to breathe.

My mouth wouldn’t stay shut anymore. Every stroke forced a sound out of me, ragged little cries at first—“ah—ah—ah—” like I was being punched from the inside. Then louder. Higher.

“Oh—oh fuck—oh God, Stephen—please—”

I heard myself and wanted to crawl out of my skin. My moans and groans filled the room, spilling over the poker table, into Jared’s ears, leaving nothing hidden. I sounded desperate. Ruined. A whimpering slut taking cock with no shame.

And still Stephen didn’t stop. Didn’t slow. His grip on my hips was iron, hauling me back to meet every brutal stroke. His other hand stayed tangled in my hair, keeping my face up, my eyes locked on Jared.

My husband sat frozen across from me, staring like a man on the edge of drowning. His lips parted like he was about to speak, about to beg, but nothing came. Just his eyes, huge and dark, soaking in every sound I made, every obscene little cry I couldn’t choke back.

“Ohhh—oh fuck, yes—harder—harder—”

The words weren’t even mine anymore—they were just what my body screamed out, wrung from me with every slam of his cock. My pussy clenched desperately, trying to milk him, the wet smack of his thrusts obscene and endless.

Stephen leaned over me, his chest pressing into my back, his breath hot against my ear. “Louder,” he growled. “Let him hear it all.”

And I did. I couldn’t help it. My cries pitched higher, collapsing into moans that spilled across the table like a confession. I couldn’t silence the slap of his cock in me, the slick suction of my cunt around him, but I gave them words, gave them sound.

“Fuck me—fuck me—yes, Stephen, yes—”

The room spun. I was nothing but a body breaking apart around his cock, nothing but noise and wet heat and the humiliation of knowing my husband was watching me come undone, second by second, thrust by thrust.

The rhythm didn’t change. Still that punishing, relentless tempo—each thrust a hammer, each withdrawal a cruel pause that left me clawing for the next blow. Stephen owned the pace, the depth, every shuddering inch inside me.

Fuck it, let’s be honest. He owned me.

My moans stretched longer, climbing higher, losing any shape of words. Every time he buried himself to the root, a ragged cry ripped out of me, half-scream, half-sob, pitched so sharp I didn’t recognize it as my own.

“Ahhh—ahhh, fuuuck—”

The sounds bounced off the walls, filled the dining room, no way to hide them, no way to stuff them back into my chest. My throat was raw, but the noises kept coming, helpless, obscene. I could hear myself and I hated it, but I couldn’t stop.

Stephen’s cock plowed through me like I was nothing but a tight, wet hole custom made for him and his big black fucking cock. My clit dragged and pulsed against him with every slam, lightning sparking up my spine, pooling hot and unbearable low in my belly.

“Ohhh God—ohhh fuck—fuck, I can’t—ohhh—”

I shook my head like I could shake the feeling off, but it only made the fire worse. My whole body trembled, thighs quivering against the edge of the table, arms buckling under me. I was going to come. I could feel it coiling deep, tighter and tighter, my cunt fluttering around him, begging, demanding.

And Jared. God, Jared.

I stared through my hair into his eyes, his stunned, wide, desperate eyes, and it only shoved me closer to the brink. He saw everything: his wife bent over a table, stuffed full of another man’s cock, screaming like she’d never screamed for him. He saw my tits pressed into the wood, my face twisted in pleasure I couldn’t hide. He saw me about to come undone.

“Ohhh—oh God—Stephen—Stephen—” My voice broke, high and raw, clawing at the air.

My orgasm was there, crouching just out of reach, swelling bigger and bigger, threatening to swallow me alive. Every thrust drove me closer, my sounds spiraling out of control, whimpers turning into screams, moans into wild cries.

I was right on the edge, dangling, gasping, every nerve wound tight as wire.

It broke like glass shattering.

One second, I was hanging there, choking on my own ragged breaths, my cunt fluttering wildly around Stephen’s cock, and then—

“Oh fuckkkk!”

The scream ripped out of me raw, my throat tearing, my whole body convulsing. My vision went white, spots bursting like fireworks. I bucked against the table, hips jerking, legs trembling so hard my knees slipped against the wood.

A hot, rolling explosion clawed through every nerve ending. My pussy clamped down, seizing on his cock, trying to hold on to him as he kept pounding me.

“Ahhhhhh—ohhh God, ohhhh fuck me—fuck, fuck, fuck—”

The words tumbled out in broken sobs, nonsense, begging, pleading. My tits mashed against the table, nipples so hard they ached. Sweat slicked my back. Drool slid from the corner of my mouth as my jaw hung open, helpless.

I felt myself split in two—the part of me screaming, coming, being ripped apart by every fucking thrust, and the part of me watching my husband watch me.

His eyes. God. His eyes were glued to me, wide, stunned, glassy with something I didn’t want to name. Arousal. Shame. Awe. Rage. It was all there, knotted together, feeding me, throwing fuel on the fire ripping through my body.

I came again, another wave crashing into me, harder than the first. My toes curled, my nails scraped the table, my whole body arched like I was trying to crawl up his cock, trying to take more than there was to take.

“Yesss—yesss, ohhh fuck, I’m coming—I’m fucking coming again!”

The scream pitched up into a sob, broke off into gasping whimpers as the orgasm dragged me under, wrung me dry, left me shaking and weak.

But Stephen didn’t stop. He kept that brutal tempo, cock drilling into me, using my spasming cunt like it was nothing but a toy, pushing me through the wreckage of my orgasm, dragging me into another shuddering climax before the first had ended.

I was spasming helplessly with no end in sight. Stephen’s cock plowed through the wreck of my orgasms like they didn’t matter at all to him, bottoming out in me time and time again, dragging out raw aftershocks until they sharpened into fresh spikes of sharp pleasure. Every thrust of his cock felt like a new eruption, my body clenching and trembling, my cunt fluttering around him like it was begging for a mercy I couldn’t give myself.

“Ohhh ffffuck—no more, I can’t—Stephen, I—”

He ground into me, inch after punishing inch, filling me so completely I could feel my pulse in his cock, his girth stretching me until I thought something had to tear. My words broke into a scream as another orgasm tore itself loose, this one more vicious, my body thrashing like I was caught in electrical wires.

And Jared sat frozen in front of me. His face pale, his mouth open, his hands hidden away beneath the tablecloth. He didn’t look like he could move or look away from the sight of his wife bent over the table, tits crushed against the wood, mascara streaking down her cheeks, her cunt being ruined by another man’s cock.

I came again. And again.

Each wave drowned me deeper, tore me down further. My thighs were soaked, slick with sweat and his pre-cum, juices dripping down my inner thighs, leaving wet streaks on the tablecloth. My voice shredded to hoarse sobs, but the moans kept coming, helpless and needy.

“Ahhh—ahhh—ahhh, ffffuck me, ffffuck meee—ohhh god, I’m—ohhh fuck I’m coming againnnn!”

Stephen’s big hands pinned me flat by the hips, dragging me back to meet every thrust. He was relentless, merciless, his cock punching into me like he had all the time in the world and would never, ever stop.

And the more he fucked me, the more Jared’s stare burned into my eyes. He wasn’t shocked anymore. He was feverish. Hungry. His lips moved, barely forming words I couldn’t hear, but I knew what he was saying. Take it. Take it, you slut.

My pussy convulsed, a brutal orgasm clawing out of me, seizing me so hard I nearly screamed myself hoarse. My arms gave out, my cheek hit the table, spit and tears smearing across the wood. I could barely breathe, but Stephen kept pounding away, fucking me through climax after climax until my body was nothing but a trembling wreck of nerve endings.

I was gone. All there was, was cock and moans and shuddering release.

And then—suddenly—it changed.

Stephen grunted. His thrusts grew erratic, harder, faster, desperate. His cock swelled inside me, thickened, pulsing. My battered cunt clutched at him, and with a roar that shook through his chest, he slammed me down and poured himself into me.

Hot. Endless.

His cum flooded me in thick, searing waves, pumping so deep I swore I could feel it hit my cervix. It filled me, spilled out around his cock, leaked down my thighs.

I sobbed through it, wrecked, destroyed, owned—every drop inside me sealing it, making it final.

Stephen groaned, grinding his hips into me, holding me impaled on his cock until every last spurt emptied into me. And Jared saw it all. Saw his wife filled, overflowing, pinned by a man who had just fucked her properly.

When Stephen finally pulled out, cum gushed from me, hot and messy, dripping onto the floor. My body twitched, my chest heaving. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. I lay slumped across the table, cheek pressed to the wood, chest heaving like I’d run a marathon. My thighs trembled, cum dripping steadily out of me, puddling between my knees on the hardwood floor. Every nerve in my body was still sparking, aftershocks making me twitch helplessly. I couldn’t even lift my head.

The room went quiet but heavy, charged. I felt their eyes on me. Felt Jared’s eyes the most, glued to the mess leaking down my thighs.

And then Levi’s voice cut through the silence, smooth as ever. “Hey, Helen.”

I tried to answer, but all I managed was a broken moan.

“It’s gonna be my turn next,” he said, lazy amusement curling around every word. “But it looks like Stephen left one hell of a mess.”

My throat tightened. My stomach flipped.

Levi leaned back in his chair, stretched, then added, “Didn’t you tell me that Jared loves to clean you up?”

The words hit like a gunshot.

The air shifted. My body went rigid against the table, cum still trickling out of me in humiliating little strings. I forced my eyes open, just enough to see Jared’s face across from me.

He froze. Blinked. Swallowed.

And in the silence, with my pussy leaking Stephen’s cum onto the floor, all I could think was: Oh, my fucking God, he’s going to make him.

But he didn’t.

Instead, the world’s most awkward silence stretched. My breath rasped. My tits felt as if they’d been glued to the table. My arms and legs felt as if my bones had taken a holiday.

Levi cleared his throat. “Helen. Didn’t you hear me?”

I swallowed, but my tongue felt thick. My lips parted, but nothing came out.

“You tellin’ me your husband doesn’t love to clean you up?” he pressed, his voice sharper now, testing, forcing.

“I…” My voice cracked. I tried again, soft, shaky. “I…”

“Say it, girl.”

The order snapped me straight inside. I pushed breath into words. “Yes,” I croaked. “Yes, he… he does.”

Levi chuckled low. “Well then.”

All eyes swung to Jared. He sat frozen, white-knuckled on the edge of his chair, eyes huge, locked on me.

And in that horrible pause, something flipped inside me. I remembered his wide blue eyes staring up at me while I sat on his face. I remembered making him wear my panties, my cum soaking into the lace. I remembered shoving them into his mouth afterwards, telling him to suck.

The same voice came out of me now, sharp and commanding, even though my body was limp across the table. “Jared.”

He didn’t move. Just blinked.

“Get over here.” My voice rose, harder. “Get on your knees. Now. Clean me for Levi.”

Still nothing. Just a flicker of panic in his eyes.

“Don’t you fucking make me say it again.”

That broke him. His chair scraped back. He shuffled to me, dropped down, face level with the obscene mess Stephen had left inside me.

I spread my thighs wider on shaking legs, arched my back enough to lift my ass. My tone went low and lethal.

“Lick me clean, you pathetic fucking cuck.”
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