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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—Post Grad

Lights! Camera! Destruction!

Substitute teacher Helen Ryder thought she’d hit rock bottom. She hasn’t. Not yet.

She thought she could hide her secrets, keep her two lives apart. One weekend proves her wrong.

That weekend tears everything apart. Turns her whole world inside out.

Obedience becomes spectacle.

Humiliation becomes addiction.

And her husband is there for all of it—watching, dressing Helen up, cleaning her down, filming her, obeying them.

And making decisions for her.

A continuation of Graduation, Post Grad (13,000 words) is the darkest step yet in Helen's no-way-out spiral. It's Sunday morning suburban filth—an unforgiving interracial story of power, submission, and cuckold humiliation. This is Helen’s weekend of reckoning: raw, brutal, and impossible to put down. If you love dominant Black men, submissive white wives, and husbands forced to watch every degrading second, this one delivers every brutal stroke.

A forbidden interracial age-gap romance for adults, featuring married woman destruction in her own home.

Molly Pike

September 2025


Prologue

I was still bent over the dining table, cheek pressed against the wood, body slack, my dress bunched up around my waist, panties hanging uselessly from one ankle. My pussy was raw, stretched, oozing with Stephen’s load. I could feel it leaking out of me in slow, obscene drips—each one hot and sticky, trickling down my thighs, marking me.

Behind me, Jared was on his knees. My husband. The man who shared this house, this table, this life. He was staring at the mess between my legs, wide-eyed, paralyzed.

The men were laughing. Stephen and Levi still sitting at the table, glasses in hand. One of them clinked ice in his drink. Another reached across for the chips. Their deep voices rolled over me, amusement at my husband’s expense, at our expense, filling the room.

“Go on,” Stephen said, voice low but carrying. “You see what I left in your wife. Don’t let it go to waste.”

Jared swallowed audibly. His hands were shaking as he reached out, one hovering just beneath my dripping cunt, as if afraid of it, afraid of what Stephen had left inside me.

“Lick it up,” Levi said. “All of it.”

I felt the first tentative touch of Jared’s finger dragging through Stephen’s cum as it slid down my thigh. He brought it to his mouth, hesitated, then sucked it clean. The men roared with laughter.

My pussy clenched, a traitorous throb of heat that made me shiver. My face burned, my heart raced. I couldn’t believe I was letting this happen, forcing it to happen. My husband, cleaning another man’s cum out of me, swallowing it, while I bent over the dining table in my own house.

Jared leaned in closer, his tongue darting out. I gasped when I felt the first wet lick up the inside of my thigh, slow, deliberate, trembling. His lips pressed against me, sucking at the salty mess Stephen had pumped into me.

“Oh my god,” I whispered. My nails dug into the wood of the table.

“Get in there,” Stephen ordered. “Use your fingers. Make her clean.”

Jared obeyed. I felt two of his fingers sliding into me, gathering Stephen’s cum with a scooping motion and dragging it out of me again. His mouth followed, tongue working greedily, sucking it up, swallowing loudly.

The men laughed harder. Levi slapped the table. “That’s a good little cuck. Look at him go.”

My whole body shook. The shame was unbearable—but the savage thrill, the raw, filthy arousal, it was stronger. My legs trembled as Jared tongued me, cleaning me out like I was his chore, his punishment, his only place in the world.

I moaned into the table, my voice muffled, desperate. My chest heaved against the wood, breasts crushed, nipples stiff beneath the thin fabric of my ruined dress. I didn’t want this—I told myself that over and over. I didn’t want the sick heat curling in my belly, didn’t want the way my cunt twitched around Jared’s fingers.

But god help me, I couldn’t stop it.

Jared dug deeper, scooping Stephen’s cum out of me, and his tongue chased it, licking me raw, sucking me like it was his only job. He moaned against my skin, desperate and obedient, swallowing the mess that dripped from me.

“Fuck,” Levi said, his voice low, amused. “She’s shaking already.”

“Yeah,” Stephen chuckled. “She’s close. Look at her.”

“No—” I gasped, my face pressed hard into the table, my hands clawing at the wood. “Please, I—I can’t—”

But I could. I could feel it swelling inside me, thick and slow, like molten lead in my veins. Every drag of Jared’s tongue over my clit, every thrust of his fingers pushing cum deeper before pulling it back out—it lit me up. My thighs quivered, my toes curled, my body betraying me as the laughter of the men washed over me.

“Don’t fight it,” Stephen said softly, like he knew everything. “Let him make you come.”

“Please—oh god, please—” My words broke into moans, into helpless whimpers as Jared sealed his mouth over my clit, sucking hard, circling with his tongue. He pumped two fingers inside me, curling them just right, and I screamed into the table.

The orgasm tore through me like a storm I couldn’t escape. My pussy clenched hard around his fingers, gushing, squirting a filthy mix of my own juices and Stephen’s cum all over Jared’s hand, his mouth, the table beneath me. My body convulsed, hips jerking, ass trembling, as wave after wave ripped me apart.

“Oh, fuck yes,” Levi laughed. “She came all over him. Bitch came from her cuck husband licking a real man’s load out of her pussy.”

Stephen’s voice was smoother, colder. “That’s my girl. That’s obedience.”

I sobbed against the wood, humiliated, shattered, my body still twitching, still throbbing around Jared’s tongue as he kept cleaning, lapping every drop like the good little cuck he’d become.

And even as the shame seared me, even as tears burned my eyes, I felt another pulse of heat. Another aftershock.

I was still twitching, still gasping into the table when Jared’s mouth found me again—greedy, relentless, his tongue circling my clit like he couldn’t get enough. His fingers plunged deep, two, then three, spreading me wide as he scraped out every last drop of Stephen’s cum.

“No—” I whimpered, voice ragged, trembling under him. “Please, I can’t, I can’t again—”

But my body betrayed me. My pussy clenched hard around his fingers, pulsing, aching for more. My clit throbbed under his tongue, sharp sparks shooting through me every time he sucked.

“She’s shaking again,” Levi said. I could hear the grin in his voice, low and smug. “Fuck me, Stephen, she’s gonna come twice.”

“Of course she is,” Stephen said, calm as a blade. “Look at her. Her husband’s worked out which buttons to press. Wasn’t for us, he’s have Helen wrapped around his little finger. You hear that, Helen? You’re coming for him. For Jared, your cuck.”

I tried to deny it, tried to shake my head, but the words cut through me, twisted me. They were watching. He was watching. They were seeing what Jared could do to me—what Jared was doing. And the thought of it, the thought of being put on display like this, my cunt stretched around his fingers, my clit trapped in his mouth, the obscene sound of him slurping Stephen’s cum out of me—

“Oh god,” I cried, my voice breaking, my thighs shaking uncontrollably. “Oh god, I’m—”

It hit me harder than the first, wrecking me from the inside out. My whole body convulsed, legs kicking, ass bucking up into Jared’s face as I screamed into the table, shameless and undone. My pussy clamped down around his fingers, a violent rhythm I couldn’t stop, juices spilling out, soaking his mouth, his chin, everything.

“Holy shit,” Levi laughed. “She’s squirting on him. She’s fucking soaking him.”

Stephen’s voice was steady, commanding. “Don’t stop, Jared. Not until she’s empty. Make her give it all to you.”

And he did. Jared didn’t pause, didn’t flinch—he held me down, kept his mouth locked to my clit, pumping into me until I was sobbing, screaming, broken. Until the orgasm dragged on and on, savage and unbearable, until I felt like I was dissolving into the table itself.

When it finally ebbed, I collapsed, a wrecked heap of sweat, tears, and shame, my pussy still throbbing around his fingers. Stephen and Levi had seen everything. My husband had taken everything. And some dark, traitorous part of me whispered that maybe, just maybe, Jared had mastered me.


Post Grad

I sagged against the table, legs splayed, breath ragged, my cunt still twitching around Jared’s fingers. He was still there, on his knees behind me, dutiful and silent, his tongue darting soft little licks as if he thought he might calm the aftershocks. But there was no calming me. Not now. Not ever again.

Stephen’s voice cut through the haze: “That’s enough, cuck.”

Jared froze instantly, pulling back, the mess shining on his lips and chin.

Levi laughed and leaned back in his chair. “Goddamn. Look at him. You’ve trained him well, Helen. Man’s a natural-born pussy janitor.”

I let out a broken sound—half sob, half moan—and tried to stand. My knees buckled. Stephen caught my arm, steadying me, but there was no kindness in the grip. Just possession.

He turned me to face Jared. “Here’s how this is gonna work. She’s coming upstairs with us. Your bed. Your wife’s body. Our big cocks.” He smiled faintly, cruel and calm. “You? You’ll be right here. On the couch. Where you belong.”

Jared’s eyes flicked up at me for half a second—wrecked, helpless, shining with humiliation. Then they dropped back to the floor.

Levi stood, towering over him. “Don’t pout. You’ll be useful. We’ll call if we need a drink. Or a snack.” He paused, grinning. “Or if Helen wants cleaning again.”

The laughter from the two of them rolled through me, heat and shame mingling in my gut until I couldn’t breathe. I was trembling as Stephen’s hand clamped around my wrist, hauling me up from the table. He pulled me toward the stairs, my pussy still sloppy, my thighs sticky. I couldn’t even look back at Jared as we left him kneeling there in the wreckage of our marriage, looking like he didn’t have the strength to stand up.

My thighs felt slick, weak, trembling. Levi followed behind us, chuckling, like he already knew what kind of ruin was waiting upstairs.

The hallway blurred as they steered me, half-dragging, half-guiding, toward my own bedroom. My bedroom. I thought of the sheets—freshly laundered, tucked in that morning, meant for Jared and me. Now I was walking into them like some trespasser.

Stephen gave me a shove toward the bathroom door. “Shower. Get clean. You reek of cum.”

I went, dazed, peeling what was left of my panties down my thighs, stepping into the glass stall. The rainfall head poured down a torrent, hot and steady, steam blooming around me. I tilted my face up into it, letting it pound against my skin, washing sweat and spit and semen from me. For a moment, just a moment, it was like I could vanish under that heat—wash everything away. Jared’s face. The table. My own humiliation.

I lingered there too long. Fingers trailing over my sore tits, water sluicing between my thighs, as if I could pretend none of this had happened.

The glass door opened.

Stephen stepped in first, then Levi, their bodies filling the space, black muscles and hard eyes cutting through the steam. The stall wasn’t big enough for distance; they pressed close, water beading on their shoulders, sliding down those broad chests.

Levi smirked. “You look comfortable, girl. Forget why you’re here?”

Stephen grabbed a handful of my wet hair, yanking my head back so the water streamed over my throat. “On your knees, Helen.”

My knees hit the tile with a smack, water splashing up. Steam curled around us, heat and fear and hunger all braided together. My mouth opened before I even thought about it, breath hitching as their cocks loomed above me, thick and heavy, shadows in the mist.

The steam wrapped around me, thick as fog, and all I could smell was hot water, soap, and the musk of them—sharp, heavy, impossible to miss. My knees slid on the tile, water rushing over me as Stephen guided his cock into my mouth.

He filled me, gagging me instantly, his cockhead nudging the back of my throat, the spray pounding down on us like applause. I moaned, throat working, water spilling past my lips as I tried to swallow him deeper.

Then his grip vanished, replaced by Levi’s rough hand hooking under my jaw, turning me to him. His cock shoved past my lips like it owned me. Bigger. Fatter. I stretched, gagged again, spit and shower water cascading down my chin.

Stephen’s laugh cut through the hiss of the rainfall. “That’s it. Trade her back.”

And they did. Back and forth, one cock leaving me gasping just long enough for the other to shove down my throat. No time to breathe, no time to think. Just my head yanked, hair pulled, their cocks sliding in and out, hard and slick with my spit and the steady downpour of the shower.

I clawed at Levi’s thighs, tried to steady myself as he used me, then Stephen’s cock replaced him, punching into my throat. Their rhythm was perfect, practiced, and brutal. I wasn’t even a woman anymore—I was a wet mouth, a hole, a gagging, dripping mess under the water.

They talked over me, voices casual, as if I wasn’t there.

“Feels good after a long day,” Stephen said.

“Better than a massage,” Levi added, grinning down at me as I choked on his cock.

My chest heaved, lungs desperate, but they never gave me long enough to catch a full breath. The shower roared down, washing spit and precum across my tits, down to my knees, swirling toward the drain.

And then Stephen’s voice, low and cruel: “Let’s finish her.”

They held me steady, one by the hair, one by the shoulders, as they started to push faster, deeper, my throat nothing but their playground. My body shuddered, caught between drowning and burning alive.

Stephen tightened his grip in my hair, holding me steady as Levi slammed forward. His cock shoved into my throat one last time before he yanked free, groaning, his hand working his shaft. A second later, hot ropes of cum lashed across my face, cutting through the shower spray, streaking my cheeks, painting my lashes, dripping down my chin.

I sputtered, blinded, only for Stephen to grunt low in his chest, his cock jerking in his fist right above me. His load hit harder, thicker—splatters of heat across my forehead, my lips, streaking into my hair and trailing down to join Levi’s on my tits.

Cum and water mixed, rivers of white streaking down my chest, swirling away down the drain. The rainfall pounded harder, but no matter how it rushed, the taste and smell clung, thick and obscene.

I gasped, blinking through the sting, spit and cum tangled together in my throat. My hands shook on my thighs, the tile slick beneath me as both men stepped back to admire the mess they’d made of me.

Stephen’s voice cut through the hiss of the shower, cool and sharp. “Make sure you’re clean before you come to us.”

Levi chuckled, tapping his still-dripping cock against my cheek before stepping away. “Real clean.”

Their laughter echoed as they slid the glass door open and left, leaving me kneeling under the rainfall, mascara running, hair plastered to my face, cum washing off me in thick milky trails that refused to disappear fast enough.

I sagged against the tile, trembling, staring at the water swirling white around the drain. My body still humming, my throat raw, my chest slick and burning, I dragged myself up to my feet.

I had to make myself perfect for them.

I leaned both palms flat against the tile, let the hot spray hammer into my back, let it try to burn away what was smeared across me. But the shower couldn’t touch what was under my skin.

Cum was in my hair, on my tits, in my throat. Their cum. Two of my colleagues—one my so-called mentor. I wasn’t even pretending anymore. They owned me.

And Jared… my poor husband. My cuckold husband. He was downstairs right now, probably curled up on the couch like they told him, still tasting Stephen in his mouth from licking me clean. I’d made him do that. Ordered him to do it. And when he obeyed, something in me had broken. Or maybe clicked into place. I didn’t even know anymore.

The steam clouded around me, dizzying, and I pressed my forehead to the tile. Could I salvage anything? My career? My marriage? God, even the word “career” felt like a joke. I wasn’t a teacher anymore, not really. I was their toy in a pencil skirt, their whore in heels. They’d made that brutally clear.

And marriage—what marriage? Jared knew. Maybe not every detail, but enough. He was part of it now, part of my shame. And that sick little tremor in my belly when I thought about his wide, stunned eyes downstairs told me the truth I didn’t want to say out loud: I liked it.

I should’ve been terrified about what came next, about what else they’d take from me. My reputation. My home. My daughter, if I wasn’t careful. And yet—under the hiss of the water, with cum sliding off me in pale rivulets—I could feel myself throbbing again. Aching for them.

Maybe there was nothing to salvage. Maybe this was just my life now: bent over desks, over tables, on my knees in showers, traded at poker games, a white married teacher fucked into submission by endless big black cocks while my husband watched and cleaned.

I shuddered, water and tears running together down my face.

And even as I told myself I should pull back, get out while I still could, I found my hands roaming my own body, lathering soap over sore nipples, over the bruises on my ass, over the place between my thighs that still ached wide and wet for them.

The soap slipped slick in my hand, suds sliding down my arms, dripping off my nipples. I told myself I was just washing, just scrubbing them off me—Stephen’s taste, Levi’s cum, their fingerprints dug into my skin. But my hand lingered too long on my breasts, circling each aching nipple, tugging at them like they were asking for it.

I bit my lip hard, punishing myself, but the heat swelled anyway.

My thighs trembled as I slid my soapy fingers lower, between them, lather working into my swollen pussy lips. They were sore, stretched, used—and I was touching them like I wanted more. I couldn’t help it.

“God, no,” I whispered into the steam. My own voice sounded wrecked, half plea, half prayer. But my hips rolled forward against my hand, grinding into my own palm, needy.

The suds made everything too slick, too easy. I slipped two fingers inside myself without even trying. The heat of the water only made me tighter around them, made the ache sharper. Every push brought a flash of memory—Stephen easing into me slowly, Levi spearing me deep, Jared licking me clean. I bucked against the tile, shame crawling all over me as my body betrayed me.

I tried to stop. I couldn’t. The moans tore out of me, raw and desperate, echoing off the walls. My fingers worked faster, soap stinging where they slipped against swollen flesh, and suddenly I was convulsing, knees buckling.

The orgasm hit like a sucker punch—violent, unwelcome, ripping through me. I sobbed as I came, forehead pressed to the wall, water and tears mingling, my cunt clenching around my fingers while more of their cum leaked out of me.

I stayed like that until the tremors passed, chest heaving, soap suds running down between my thighs.

When I could finally stand again, I rinsed fast and rough, as if I could undo what had just happened. As if scrubbing harder would erase the truth: I’d just gotten myself off thinking about them. About all of it.

I toweled off slowly, wrapping the cloth around me, staring at myself in the fogged mirror. If you didn’t know, you wouldn’t be able to tell. I still looked like someone’s wife. Someone’s mother. Somebody’s teacher. But that was a lie.

I wiped the steam from the mirror with the edge of my towel and stared at myself. Hair wet and plastered, eyes red, lips swollen. Not a substitute teacher, not a mother, not even a wife. Just a dripping, fucked-out mess.

I could’ve stopped there. Could’ve crawled into the guest bed, claimed a headache, wrapped myself in shame. But instead… I reached for my makeup bag.

The motions felt mechanical at first—concealer dabbed under eyes, a sweep of powder, a touch of blush to bring color back into my cheeks. I lined my lips, watching them plump fuller, slicked them with gloss until they gleamed. Mascara dragged my lashes longer, black and heavy.

I looked at myself again and almost laughed. I wasn’t fixing myself for me. I wasn’t fixing myself for Jared. I was painting myself for them.

The perfume was the final betrayal. I spritzed it at my throat, between my breasts, on the inside of each thigh. It smelled expensive, floral with a dirty musk underneath. The scent of someone who badly wanted to be fucked.

I dropped the towel once, let it fall to the floor, just to see. My skin still glistened with the heat of the shower, my nipples stiff, the marks of their hands faint but visible along my hips. My pussy was swollen and flushed, and I imagined I could still smell myself even under the perfume and after the soap.

The woman in the mirror looked like she belonged to them.

I wrapped the towel back around me, tying it tight across my chest. My heart was pounding again, not with shame this time but with nerves, with anticipation. I padded barefoot down into the bedroom.

Stephen and Levi were stretched out on my bed—our bed—like they owned it, bare-chested, sprawled, their dark skin gleaming in the soft lamplight. They both looked up as I stepped in, towel clutched tight.

Stephen’s mouth curved slowly, like he’d been expecting me. “We’ve been talking,” he said.

Levi sat forward on the bed, his eyes dragging down the line of my towel, lingering shamelessly at the valley between my tits. “Yeah,” he said. “We want you dressed up for us.”

My stomach tightened. “Dressed… up?”

Levi grinned, teeth flashing. “How does Jared like you? What do you wear for him… you know, for special occasions?”

Heat crawled up my throat. I thought of our embarrassing secrets. Jared’s secrets, really. His silly suburban fantasies. The harmless dress-up sex games I used to play for him before … well, before this.

Stephen’s voice was low, even. “Go on. Tell us.”

The words lodged in my throat. My cheeks burned hot. God help me, I could feel myself squirming under the towel. “We… well… sometimes.”

Stephen cocked his head. “Sometimes what?”

“I—” My voice faltered. The shame tasted bitter in my mouth, but I got it out anyway. “Jared likes… younger stuff. Not, um, like—” I swallowed. “It’s just… he likes me in a cheerleader uniform. Or a… schoolgirl one. Like I wore in high school.”

The silence lasted all of two beats before both men burst out laughing. Levi slapped his thigh, shaking his head. “No shit. Of course you were a fucking cheerleader.”

Stephen leaned forward, eyes bright with amusement. “Pom-poms and all?”

“Not anymore,” I whispered.

He grinned, cruel and delighted. “Go get your uniform, Helen. Put it on. We want to see it.”

“Hell, girl,” Levi said. “We gonna fuck you in it.”

I hesitated, clutching the towel tighter around me. The laugh still rang in my ears—Levi’s booming, Stephen’s low and cruel. My skin prickled like I was already naked for them, even though I wasn’t.

“Go on,” Stephen said. His tone was the same one he used in the classroom when he expected absolute obedience. “Uniform. Now.”

I swallowed hard, nodded, and padded to my closet, towel clutched to my chest. The door creaked as I pulled it open, and there it was, tucked into the back behind a row of cardigans and blouses I wore to school: a relic of my old life.

The skirt was even shorter than I remembered—bright scarlet pleats, barely a handful of fabric. The top was a cropped shell with the faded letters of my high school stitched across the front, the white banding cracked with age. I touched the fabric and almost laughed. I hadn’t worn this in a year—God, I hadn’t even thought about it—but Jared would never let me throw it away.

Behind me, I heard Stephen’s voice from the doorway. “You still fit in it?”

I turned my head. He was leaning against the door frame, arms folded, watching me like he already knew the answer.

“I… yes,” I whispered. “Just about.”

“Good. Show us.”

I dropped the towel. My nipples tightened in the cool air, my thighs slick with nerves and leftover water. My hands shook as I stepped into the skirt, tugged it up over my hips. It clung too tight across my ass, the hemline grazing indecently high on my thighs. One wrong move and everything would show.

Levi’s laugh echoed across the room. “Jesus Christ, she really was a cheerleader. Look at that ass.”

I pulled the top over my head, the hem barely brushing the band of the skirt. My stomach was bare, my tits straining under the thin cotton. It was a joke of an outfit, a child’s costume on a grown woman, and yet I felt more naked in it than I had in the shower.

Stephen’s eyes roved up and down me, slow, taking me in. “Turn around.”

I spun, cheeks burning, the pleats swishing against my thighs.

“Bend over,” he said.

The skirt flipped up instantly, useless at hiding anything. My pussy was right there, bare and open, soaking wet again. I heard Levi whistle.

“Fuck me,” he said. “Jared jerks it to this? Can’t say I blame him.”

I straightened, my breath ragged, heat rushing up my chest. Shame and arousal twisted so tight in me I couldn’t tell them apart anymore.

Stephen moved closer, his voice at my ear. “This is who you are now, Helen. Not Mrs. Ryder, substitute teacher. Not Jared’s wife. A cheerleader whore for us. You understand?”

I nodded, trembling, my thighs pressing together for any kind of relief.

Levi grinned, teeth flashing. “Then get out here and let’s see if you can twerk.”

My whole body froze. Twerk. What the fuck? I’d seen girls in my classes try it, snickering, half-daring each other at pep rallies. Now Levi wanted me to do it for real—in my old uniform, in front of him and Stephen, two grown men lounging on my marital bed like kings.

“I—” My throat closed. I could barely form words.

“Don’t keep us waiting, Helen,” Stephen said.

I stepped forward on unsteady legs, the skirt swishing against my thighs. The carpet was soft under my bare feet, but I felt like I was walking onto a stage. Both men’s eyes tracked me, burning through the thin red pleats.

I stopped at the foot of the bed. Turned to show them my ass. My hands went to my hips automatically, like muscle memory, like I was about to fall into a cheer routine. Instead, I bent forward.

“Lower,” Levi said.

I bent deeper, ass high, the skirt flipping up uselessly, baring me completely. My pussy was so wet, glistening under the soft light, and the thought of them staring made my stomach knot.

“Now move,” Stephen said.

I swallowed, closed my eyes, and started to shake my hips. Awkward at first, stiff, my thighs quivering with effort. My ass jiggled in little bursts, not like the smooth, practiced rolls I’d seen younger girls do, but enough to make Levi laugh.

“Not bad for a teacher,” he said. “But put some back into it.”

I tried harder, shaking, bouncing, letting my ass clap against itself as I moved faster. Humiliation burned in me, hotter than the shower ever had, and still I kept going—because they wanted it, because they told me to.

Levi slapped my ass hard. The sound cracked across the room. I gasped, stumbled, and then kept twerking, cheeks bouncing under his hand.

Stephen’s voice came like a knife at my back. “Look at you. Jared’s little cheerleader wife, shaking her ass for us like some high school slut.”

I whimpered, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. My face was flaming, my pussy dripping, and still I bounced my ass for them, the way they wanted me to.

“Yeah,” Levi said, voice thickening. “She’s ready. Get over here, Helen. You’re gonna shake that ass on my cock next.”

He pushed himself back against the headboard, legs spread wide, already hard. His cock stood tall and heavy, thick and black, the tip gleaming with precum. He didn’t bother stroking himself, just leaned back like he owned the place, grinning at me.

“You’ve warmed up,” he said. “Now bring that ass over here.”

I hesitated, heart hammering, thighs trembling from the twerking. My skirt was still flipped up, my pussy wet and open, dripping down my thighs.

“Don’t make me ask twice,” Levi warned.

I moved slowly, crawling across the bed until I was between his legs. His cock loomed in front of me like a challenge, thick veins ridging the shaft, the head dark and swollen.

“Turn around,” he ordered. “Face away. I want that cheerleader ass bouncing on me.”

My throat went dry. I obeyed. I turned, straddling his thighs with my back to him, skirt fanning uselessly high, his cock pressing hot against the curve of my ass.

“Good girl,” Levi said. His big hands gripped my waist, lifting me up slightly, and then he lined himself up. “Now twerk.”

I gasped. “Wh-while—”

“While I fuck you.”

He shoved me down onto him in one brutal motion, and my scream tore through the room as his cock split me wide. I was soaked, ready, but he was so big that every inch still felt like I was being pried open.

“Bounce, Helen.”

His voice rumbled against my spine. His hands guided me, forcing my ass to clap against his thighs, each movement driving his cock deep and hard inside me. I tried to resist, tried to slow, but Levi slapped my ass hard, and I yelped, hips jolting faster, my pussy swallowing him down in desperate rhythm.

Stephen chuckled from the side, watching. “Look at her. Perfect little white cheerleader, twerking on that cock like she was made for it.”

Humiliation and heat tangled inside me until I couldn’t tell them apart. I bounced harder, my ass shaking, clapping, as Levi’s cock slammed up into me again and again.

“That’s it,” Levi growled. “Make that pussy clap too. Let your man hear how wet you are.”

I moaned, loud, shameless, the sound filling the room as my cunt squelched around him. My hands clawed at his thighs for balance, my tits bouncing wildly under the stretched cheer top.

“Fuck, she’s still tight,” Levi grunted. He slapped my ass again, hard enough to sting, and I cried out but never stopped twerking, never stopped bouncing, riding him like the filthy little cheer girl he wanted.

“Don’t stop,” he warned, voice hot in my ear. “Not until you come on it.”

His hands tightened on my waist, those huge fingers digging in deep, moving me exactly how and when he wanted. My ass bounced in helpless rhythm, flesh slapping, his cock punching so deep inside me I swore he was rearranging things in there. I could feel him everywhere—my pussy stretched to the limit, my belly clenching, my thighs trembling with the effort of keeping up.

And then it started.

That molten, terrifying swell low in my gut, the way my clit sparked each time my ass smacked his thighs, every wet clap sending another shockwave through me. My vision blurred, my head went back, and I could feel it building.

“Yeah,” Levi growled into my ear, dragging me harder down onto him. “There it is. You’re about to lose it, aren’t you, cheerleader?”

I shook my head wildly, hair flying, but the sounds pouring out of me betrayed everything—those raw, guttural moans tearing from my throat, spiraling higher, louder, no matter how I tried to bite them back.

“Oh my god—oh fuck, oh fuck—”

“Let him hear it,” Levi demanded, his cock spearing me with merciless precision. “Let your little husband know exactly what it’s like when a real cock makes you come.”

That pushed me right over.

I shattered, screaming, my pussy clamping so tight around him I nearly bucked off his lap. My whole body convulsed, jerking, my tits bouncing, sweat dripping down my chest. My ass slapped frantically against his thighs as he held me down, forcing me to ride it through, forcing me to milk every massive inch of his cock.

It fucking wrecked me, wave after punishing wave, my cunt gushing around him, soaking his cock and his thighs. My nails dug into his skin, desperate for purchase, as I sobbed out broken moans, torn between agony and ecstasy.

Stephen laughed from the side, low and amused. “Jesus Christ, listen to her. You’d think she was being murdered way she screams. She’s hooked, Levi. Fucking hooked on black cock.”

And still it kept coming, rolling through me, brutal and unstoppable. My legs gave out, shaking too hard to hold me, and Levi took over completely, bouncing me like a ragdoll on his cock until I was choking on sobs, my pussy still spasming around him.

It wasn’t until the very last, desperate tremors left my body that Levi finally eased his grip—only to slam me down once more, grinding deep, making me squeal as my cunt convulsed again.

I collapsed, every muscle twitching, my cunt rippling again, uncontrollably around his cock. I could barely breathe. My hair stuck to my face, damp with sweat, my lips parted around broken sobs. And Levi refused to let me go. His hands clamped down on my hips, locking me down, impaling me on him to the fucking root.

“Stay right there,” he said, teeth brushing my ear. “You’re gonna take it now. Take every fucking drop.”

And then I felt it.

The first deep throb of his cock inside me, that thick, savage pulse that told me what was coming. My eyes flew wide, breath catching in my throat.

“Oh god—”

The second pulse hit harder, and then he erupted.

Hot, thick jets of cum blasted into me, pumping straight into my cunt, so much I swore I could feel it splashing off my walls. My cunt clenched helplessly around him, milking him tighter, dragging out every pulse.

He groaned deep in his chest, that sound vibrating through me, holding me locked down as his cock jerked inside me again and again, flooding me. It didn’t stop. It kept coming, rope after heavy rope, scalding, obscene, until I felt it leaking out around the base of his cock, running down my thighs in sticky rivulets.

It was too much. My body betrayed me again, another shuddering climax tearing loose as the sheer heat of it spread through me. I moaned, high and broken, like I’d been split in two, the filthy mix of my cum and his oozing out of me with every twitch of my cunt.

I suddenly caught a glimpse of myself as seen through Stephen’s eyes. Shaking, ruined, whimpering, as Levi emptied the very last of himself into me, a final heavy squirt that made me wince.

And that was all I could do. I couldn’t even form words. Just breathless, ragged sounds, my whole body collapsing into his, knowing that downstairs Jared would have heard everything, would be picturing it, knowing that I’d never be clean again.

And still Levi held me there, impaled, stuffed full, his cock swelling and pulsing in aftershocks, his cum dripping out of me onto his thighs, the sheets, and the mattress.

He finally groaned and released his grip, pushing me away, his cock sliding from me with a wet, obscene sound. A gush of cum followed instantly, spilling from my stretched pussy in hot rivulets.

I whimpered, face down on the bed, empty now and wrecked, my cunt fluttering in aftershocks around nothing. The mess kept leaking out of me, thick and heavy, and I barely had time to catch a breath before Stephen was there.

“Let’s get you on your back,” he said, and I found myself being manhandled, my body turned, rolled, like I was his to position and rearrange. Which, of course, I was.

Stephen didn’t give me a chance to settle. His big hands closed around my ankles, strong and decisive, and he lifted them high, spreading me open, folding me back on myself.

I gasped, breath ragged, arms scrabbling for balance. The position left me completely exposed—my used pussy gaping, slick and sloppy, cum drooling down onto my ass. My cheer uniform top was bunched up over my tits, the skirt around my waist, my hair plastered to my cheeks, and I couldn’t stop shaking.

Stephen’s eyes raked over me, calm, deliberate, like he was inspecting the state of me. And then he nodded—to himself, I think—before he pressed the blunt head of his big black cock into my ruined hole, nudging me open again, claiming a cunt overflowing with another man’s cum.

I moaned, a sound raw with shock and dread and some deep, filthy anticipation that wouldn’t quit, even now. My hips tried to squirm, to resist, but he pinned me with my own legs, holding me wide open for him.

“Look at me, Helen,” he said, voice low and even, as he started to push.

And I did—I lifted my head just enough to see him feed himself into me, inch by inch, stretching me again, forcing his way into a hole already stuffed full of Levi’s load. The cum squelched and ran, pushed out by the sheer size of him, hot streaks painting my ass and thighs.

My breath hitched, eyes wide, everything in me screaming that I couldn’t take another, not after what Levi had just done to me. But Stephen didn’t stop. He never stopped.

Stephen didn’t waste time easing me into it. He withdrew all the way, paused for a moment and slammed forward again, burying himself to the hilt in one brutal thrust that punched a scream out of me before I could bite it back. My body jolted up off the mattress, my arms flying uselessly, the air driven from my lungs as his cock forced every inch of me wide open.

“Stephen—oh God!” I choked, my voice breaking.

He ignored it, already dragging back and driving in again, harder, faster. The sound was obscene—wet squelches of cum and spit and sex echoing around the room, punctuated by the smack of his hips slamming against my ass. Every thrust forced out another cry, each louder than the last, until I was howling, clutching at the sides of the chair, my throat raw with it.

He pounded me mercilessly, jackhammer strokes that left me no control, no rhythm, nothing but the helpless knowledge that Jared was downstairs hearing all of it.

“Oh—fuck—Stephen—please—” I sobbed, but the words didn’t even sound like mine anymore.

He loomed over me, still gripping my ankles, folding me in half so I couldn’t move, couldn’t hide, couldn’t do anything but take him. His cock pistoned into me, battering my insides, dragging more of Levi’s load out of me with every thrust until I was a dripping mess.

My head rolled back, hair plastered to my face, tears leaking from my eyes. I knew Jared was down there. I knew he could hear me. And God help me—I screamed endlessly as Stephen’s cock hammered into me, splitting me open again and again, the sound of our bodies colliding echoing throughout the house like gunshots. My ankles were still locked in his fists, legs bent up by my ears, so every thrust went deep, so deep it felt like he was punching into the very heart of me, bruising me from the inside out.

“Stephen—fuck—oh God—” My voice was shredded, my cries breaking into sobs that shook with every slam of his hips. I clawed at the sheets, at the air, anything, but there was nothing to hold onto. Just him. Just that merciless cock.

Helplessness coiled in me, wrapped tight, twisted into something darker. I wanted to stop. I wanted to fight. But I couldn’t. I was wide open, pinned down, my body betraying me with every spasm, every gush of slick pussy juices and cum.

“Ohhhh—fuck—I can’t—Stephen I can’t—” My back arched, my chest heaving, tits bouncing with every brutal stroke.

“Yeah, you can,” he told me, not slowing, not relenting, giving me a single word with every thrust. “And you fucking will.”

And that was it. Something inside me cracked, snapped open and my cunt clamped hard around his cock as my orgasm ripped through me—violent, punishing, endless. My body convulsed in wave after wave until I thought I was actually split apart. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think—just scream, sob, come, over and over, dragged through it by every savage thrust.

The shame, the degradation only made it bigger. Bigger and worse. The sick knowledge that Jared was listening, hearing everything, his wife being destroyed. The helplessness of being pinned down like a toy, my cunt used again, owned again, broken again.

I was lost, gone, wrecked, squirting onto the sheets.

Stephen paused to tell me I was a good little girl, and then he started again, fucking me harder.

I sobbed and screamed, shaking apart beneath him, every nerve on fire, my whole body reduced to raw need and ruined pleasure. I wasn’t in control. I couldn’t stop it. I was being fucked through it, fucked through everything. Stephen was dragging me into my next climax before the first had even come to an end, my helpless cries proof that I had no say, no power at all, nothing left but my own humiliation.

And he never gave me even a shred of relief. He never let me down from that cruel peak. He just kept me there, pinned and helpless, pumping into me with savage, piston-like strokes that made my whole body quake. My pussy clenched and convulsed without rhythm, torn between exhaustion and raw need, every thrust pushing me into another spasm.

“Ahhh—ohhh fuck, fuck, fuck—” The words tumbled out of me, no control, no filter. I wasn’t even moaning anymore—I was wailing, crying, coming, my body wrung out like a rag and still dragged back into it again and again. My thighs trembled, my back arched, my tits bouncing in the air as his cock split me apart.

I have no idea how long it lasted. Minutes? A lifetime? I was spiraling—orgasm bleeding into orgasm until I couldn’t even separate them, just one endless wave of violent release, my pussy sucking at him like it would never let go.

And then—he pulled out. Just yanked his cock free, leaving me empty, gaping, still twitching.

I gasped, sobbing with the loss, as he let my legs drop and straddled my hips, aimed hi big black cock at me, and unleashed.

Hot, thick ropes spattered across my tits, streaking up my chest, dripping off my nipples. He pumped himself hard, groaning, spraying me with one load after another until my chest and stomach were glazed in it, sticky and obscene.

I lay there gasping, staring down at myself—wrecked, trembling, covered in his cum.

Stephen smirked, breathless, still stroking his cock. “Now. Lick those tits clean.”

I blinked, dazed. “What—”

“Lick. Them. Clean.” His voice dropped low, dangerous. “Or I’ll call Jared up here to take care of it for you.”

Heat flared in my cheeks, humiliation twisting deep. Jared—downstairs—waiting. Hearing this.

My tongue trembled as it touched the first smear of his cum on my breast—salty, hot, still dripping down my chest. I gagged on the humiliation more than the taste, and Stephen just folded his arms, cock still half-hard, a grin tugging at his mouth.

“Go on, Helen,” he said. “Don’t you stop. Make sure you get all of it.”

I swallowed and brought my hand up to my tit, sticky with his mess. It felt heavier, coated, the warmth of his load sliding in my cleavage. I lifted it, bringing it to my mouth and as my tongue flicked out, gathering his cum, I moaned against my own flesh.

I licked slow, dragging my tongue across the curve of my tit, scooping up his cum, tasting it thick and bitter on my tongue. I had to lap at myself like an animal, my head twisting side to side, my hands shifting my breasts to bring every streak into reach.

Levi laughed under his breath. “Fuck, look at you, Helen. You’re like a fucking a cat cleaning herself.”

I whimpered but I didn’t stop, pulling my left breast higher, craning until I could suck the tip of my nipple into my mouth. His cum was pooled there, salty and slick, and I sucked it clean with a wet pop. My other hand massaged my right breast upward, bringing it toward my lips, my tongue darting out to chase the streaks that ran down toward my stomach.

It was impossible to get it all without using both hands. I pressed my tits together tighter, juggling them in my palms, heavy with his mess, and licked from one to the other—long, humiliating strokes of my tongue across my own cleavage, scooping his cum up, swallowing it down.

Every time I paused, he cleared his throat. “More.”

And I did. I bent my head, licked between my breasts where it was thickest, even stuck out my tongue and lapped at my own sternum like a dog, cum stringing from my lips back down to my skin.

Finally, with my hands aching from holding my tits so long, I brought the last nipple to my mouth, my tongue circling, sucking until every drop was gone. My chest was slick with spit but clean, every trace of Stephen’s load licked away.

I dropped my hands at last, tits falling heavy, skin flushed and damp. My tongue darted out, catching the last taste from my lips. My stomach twisted with shame.

Stephen grinned, stepping forward to pat my cheek with two fingers, leaving another tiny smear of cum. “Good girl. You’re learning. Now shout down to Jared for us, will you, babe. We could use some drinks up here and maybe some sandwiches.”

His fingers left a hot, sticky trail on my cheek, and his words twisted into my chest like a hook. Good girl. You’re learning.

My throat worked, but nothing came out. My tits still felt heavy in my hands, my mouth still sour with his load. I wanted to crawl into the mattress and disappear. Instead, I obeyed.

I walked to the bedroom door and opened it, heart pounding so loud I thought it would drown me out. My voice cracked the first time, too low, so I swallowed and forced myself to shout.

“Jared!” My voice rang down the stairs, echoing through the house. “They… they want drinks. And… and sandwiches.”

The silence afterward stretched forever. I could feel him down there, frozen, every word slicing him open.

Levi chuckled from where he lounged at the foot of the bed. “Make sure he knows we’re hungry, Helen. We need him to hurry up.”

Heat burned up my neck into my face. I tried again, louder, my voice trembling, cracking around the edges.

“Jared! Did you hear me? Drinks and sandwiches. Now.”

Stephen laughed under his breath, eyes glinting as he reached for me again, his hand closing around my chin, smearing his cum deeper across my cheek with his thumb. “Perfect.”

And then, faintly from downstairs:

“…Yes, Helen.”

The answer nearly buckled my knees.

Levi grinned. “Good little houseboy.” He stretched, bare chest gleaming in the lamplight, and gestured to the floor between his knees. “Now, while we wait for room service—why don’t you come over here and put those nice clean tits of yours to work?”

I crawled forward, obediently, and Levi leaned back, that slow, wolfish grin on his face as his cock slapped against my chest when I settled between his legs.

“Yeah,” he murmured, hands sliding up to cup the sides of my head. “That’s it, Helen. Show me what those big cheerleader tits are for.”

I pressed them together, wrapping that thick shaft in the valley of my cleavage, hot skin against hot skin. His cock fit there like it belonged, too wide for me to hold without squeezing my arms in tight. I spat, letting drool slick the shaft, and then started to move, up and down, my tits bouncing, nipples dragging over the rough of his stomach.

Stephen sat on the edge of the bed, watching like a man at the movies. “Keep it slow, babe. Make him feel every inch.”

Levi grunted, thrusting upward so his cockhead kissed my chin. “Fuck, yeah. Look at her work.”

The sound of footsteps froze me—wood creaking on the stairs. My heart slammed. Jared.

And then the door opened.

There he was. Tray in his shaking hands, glasses rattling, sandwich plates trembling. His eyes widened, locking on me—his wife on her knees, tits jiggling around Levi’s cock, spit and precum smeared across my chest.

I didn’t stop. Couldn’t. Levi’s hands tightened on my hair, guiding me, grinding me.

Stephen looked over Jared’s shoulder and smirked. “Perfect timing. Set it down there, champ. And keep your eyes open—your wife’s giving one hell of a show.”

Jared moved like a ghost, setting the tray on the dresser, his hands shaking so badly one glass nearly toppled. His face was pale, mouth half-open, eyes locked on my tits as Levi’s cock split them wider.

Levi tilted his head back, groaning, sweat beading on his chest. “Mmm. You’re gonna swallow it when I’m ready, Helen. Every drop. Right in front of him.”

I moaned my agreement, tits sliding faster, skin sticky and slick, every bounce a betrayal—and every bounce a thrill. Drool spilled from my lips, streaking down my chin, slicking his shaft until my cleavage was sloppy with spit and precum.

Stephen’s voice cut through the air like a blade. Smooth, almost casual. “Tell me, Jared. Does she ever do this for you?”

I froze for a half-second, mortified, before Levi thrust up hard, smacking his cockhead against my chin. My tits bounced, the obscene squelch of spit and skin filling the silence.

Jared’s voice cracked. “N-no.”

Stephen smirked. “No? That’s a shame. Look at her—she was born for it. Don’t you think she’s doing a good job, Jared?”

Levi grunted, thrusting faster now, his cockhead vanishing into the soft swell of my tits, reappearing glossy and furious.

Jared swallowed hard. “Yes.”

“Yes what?” Stephen pressed, his eyes never leaving me, watching me bob up and down like I’d forgotten everything except Levi’s cock.

“Yes… sir. She’s doing a good job.”

“Good boy.” Stephen leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “And what about her tits, Jared? You ever really look at them? Big, soft, hungry. Doesn’t it make you proud, watching your wife use them like this?”

Jared’s gaze dropped, fixed on my tits mashed tight around Levi’s shaft, spit bubbling at the base. His cheeks burned. “Yes. They’re… beautiful.”

Levi groaned, head thumping back against the headboard. “Fuck yeah, she is. Squeeze harder, girl. That’s it. Look at your husband while you do it—let him see how much you love this cock.”

I lifted my eyes to Jared’s, my cheeks hot, my tits slick, sliding faster. My nipples scraped raw against Levi’s stomach with every grind.

Stephen’s voice dipped lower. “Doesn’t she make a perfect little toy, Jared? Your wife. Our slut. Say it.”

Jared’s lips parted, his whole body trembling. “…She’s perfect. A perfect big tit slut. She was born a whore.”

What the fuck?

Levi’s groan cut through the room and across my outrage at my husband’s words. His hips bucked hard. His big black cock jerked between my big creamy tits. Hot, heavy spurts painted my face, my chest, streaking across my lips and chin, thick ropes catching in my hair. I gasped, tits still bouncing, letting him cover me, paint me, mark me.

Stephen leaned back, satisfied, then turned his head toward Jared. “Would you like to clean her up again?”

The room froze. My heart stopped. I didn’t look at Jared, couldn’t. Heat flooded my cheeks, my stomach twisting so hard it hurt. I wanted to vanish, to melt into the carpet. My mouth opened, but no words came.

Levi’s cum was still dripping from my chin, sticky ropes sliding down my neck to gather in the valley of my tits. I was breathing hard, trembling, throat raw from moans I hadn’t realized I’d been making. My hands squeezed my breasts together, keeping him nestled there even as the last shudders of his orgasm pulsed through him.

Stephen’s eyes slid away from toward Jared, patient, unyielding. Levi grinned, his cock still twitching between my tits, his cum dripping onto my lap.

Jared swallowed. His tray clattered faintly as his hands shook. “Yes,” he whispered.

“Louder,” Stephen said, still calm, still poised.

“Yes.” Jared’s voice cracked, louder now, ragged with humiliation. “Yes, sir. I’d like to clean her up.”

Levi laughed, long and low, his big hand slapping down on the top of my head, pushing me lower against his softening cock. “Hear that, girl? Your little houseboy can’t wait to lick my load off your face and tits.”

My eyes squeezed shut. My breath hitched. Shame and heat warred inside me—every nerve screaming with the filth of it, with the sick thrill of hearing Jared say those words out loud, with Stephen watching like he owned us both.

Stephen’s gaze flicked back to me, sharp as a knife. “Then what are you waiting for? Offer yourself to him.”

I turned my head, strands of cum-clotted hair sticking to my cheek. Jared was still frozen there, tray trembling in his hands, his face pale and stricken. I swallowed hard, my own throat dry as sand.

“Come on, baby,” I whispered, my voice shaky, raw from Levi’s cock. My hand lifted, sticky and glistening in the lamplight, beckoning him forward. “Come clean me up for them.”

The words landed like a whip crack in the silence. My gut clenched. I felt Levi’s cock pulse lazily between my tits, felt Stephen’s eyes boring into both of us.

Jared blinked, jaw working, but he didn’t move. His Adam’s apple bobbed. He looked at me like I’d just gutted him, like I’d ripped something out of him and handed it to Stephen on a platter.

“Now,” Levi said, sharp, his palm smacking the back of my head hard enough to make my lips bump his shaft. “Your wife gave you an order.”

Jared’s eyes darted to Stephen. Stephen just sat back in his chair, smirking, one ankle on his knee, as if this was all a show he’d paid for.

And then Jared moved. Stiffly, haltingly, he set the tray down on the nightstand and lowered himself in front of me, kneeling like a servant at the feet of his masters.

My chest tightened. Every nerve screamed. I wanted to stop it, to take it back—but at the same time, heat surged low in my belly, shame twisting into arousal so sharp it cut.

Jared’s breath hitched as he leaned closer. His tongue darted out, tentative, lapping a strand of cum off my chin.

Levi laughed, deep and rolling. “Good boy. Real good boy.”

Stephen tipped his glass at me. “Smile for your husband, Helen. Let him see how much you love this.”

I tried. My lips trembled.

Jared’s tongue was shaky, uncertain, as it slid over my cheek, scooping up a pearly streak Levi had left there.

I shut my eyes a second, the humiliation and arousal colliding so hard I thought I’d choke on it. Not even an hour earlier, I’d bent my own neck, awkwardly straining to lick myself clean, craning my tongue to lap at my tits like some starving cat. Now it was Jared on his knees, doing the job for me.

And God help me, this was worse—and hotter—because it wasn’t just me degrading myself. It was us.

When my face was clean, he moved down to my chest, hesitating, staring at the mess pooled in the valley of my cleavage, dripping slowly down my ribs. His lips parted like he wanted to protest, like he needed permission.

“Go on,” Stephen said softly, coaxing, almost kind. “She’s your wife, isn’t she? Take good care of her. Like any husband would.”

Jared shuddered, then bent forward, his tongue broad and wet, dragging through the cum on my sternum. He licked slow, deliberate, as if each stroke was both punishment and prayer.

I sucked in a breath as his mouth closed over my left nipple, slurping at it, drawing cum and spit together. My back arched instinctively, betraying me—because even through the shame, even with my mind screaming, my body responded. Heat flushed my skin, my nipples hardened like pebbles, and a pulse throbbed low between my thighs.

Levi chuckled, his cock twitching against the underside of my tits. “Fuck, look at him. He’s nursing on you.”

Stephen leaned forward, his voice silk and steel. “Tell us, Helen. Which felt better? Licking yourself clean—or making your husband do it for us?”

I gasped as Jared’s mouth closed over my other nipple, tugging, greedy. My hands clenched into fists at my sides. The memory of twisting my tits toward my own tongue, stretching, straining, tasting my own salt—it had been pathetic, degrading. This…this was so much worse.

And yet, the answer slipped out before I could stop it. A broken moan, words torn from my throat.

“This. Oh God—this.”

Jared whimpered against my skin but didn’t stop, his tongue circling, sucking, swallowing every filthy drop.

Levi slapped the side of my breast, making it jiggle lewdly in Jared’s mouth. “Good little houseboy. Clean her all up.”

**

Jared had been dismissed with a word, tray and shame clutched to his chest as he slunk back downstairs. The door shut. The lamp clicked off. And suddenly, I was nothing more than a soft, pale body caught between two towers of heat. Stephen behind me, Levi in front—hard muscle, darker than the night itself, surrounding me. My bed, my sheets, my pillows—smelling not of Jared anymore, but of them.

Sleep? Forget it. Every time my lids fluttered, a big hand was on me—palming my tits, guiding my hand, tugging me open.

At one point, I found myself flat on my back, their broad shoulders looming over me. Each had claimed an arm, forcing my hands to their cocks. I was jerking them both like some obscene test of endurance, their shafts thick and hot, precum dripping across my knuckles.

“Faster,” Levi grunted. “She’s slowing.”

Stephen’s laugh was low and sharp. “Don’t let her quit. Keep it up, Helen.”

I wanted to cry, I wanted to sleep—but my wrists pumped, frantic, trying to match their demands. Their heads tipped back, the wet sounds of my fists working them filled the room, and they made it a game.

“Who’s gonna blow first, princess?” Stephen taunted, sweat shining on his chest as my hand twisted around him. “Me, or him?”

“You’d better hope it’s me,” Levi shot back, thrusting into my palm like I was his goddamn sleeve. “Because if I lose, she pays.”

And I was the board, the toy, the prize—nothing but a body shaking between them while they laughed, teased, and bet over me. My arms burned, my chest heaved, my clit throbbed against the sheets.

Later, I was turned over, used again. Stephen slow and deep while Levi fed his cock between my lips, laughing when I gagged around him. Then Levi’s turn—rough, pounding, his hand clamped on my throat while Stephen pinched my nipples until I screamed.

I lost track of the hours, of the orgasms, of the spills of cum painting my belly, my tits, my face. Every time I thought they’d stop, one of them would nudge me, hard flesh against some part of me, and the cycle began again.

**

It was the pale hours before dawn. The room had gone still at last. My body was a trembling mess, sore everywhere and spent, my pussy aching, my legs sticky and weak, my arms leaden. My head lay heavy on a pillow wedged between Stephen’s chest and Levi’s shoulder. Their breathing was deep, steady, like they’d finally let me rest. I drifted, half-asleep, raw and used, floating in that hazy space where I didn’t know if it was hours later or minutes.

And then—fingers.

Thick, searching fingers sliding between my thighs. I jolted, tried to clamp them shut, but Levi’s hand was already there, spreading me, pressing inside. “Shhh,” he murmured, his lips brushing my temple like some kind of comfort. “Relax, Helen. Just let me ...”

His words drifted away, and I gasped when he curled his fingers, knuckles deep in me, pushing straight into that spongy tender spot that made my whole body jerk. He knew exactly where to go. Exactly how to make me twitch, my hips betraying me, grinding back against his hand even as I whimpered no, too much, please.

“Right there, huh?” Levi’s voice was a low rumble, satisfied. “Your pussy just grabs me when I touch it. Can’t hide that.”

The sheets twisted in my fists as he worked me, two fingers relentless, crooking and stroking, faster and faster. My thighs quivered, my toes curled, my breath shattered into moans.

“Oh god—oh god—”

And then it broke. Hard, humiliating, shuddering through me, soaking his hand as he held me down, whispering in my ear how good I sounded, how wet I got, how I was made for this.

I collapsed, boneless, heart hammering, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes.

Levi pulled his fingers out slow, wet and glistening, and gave my ass a smack. “Good girl,” he said simply. Then, as if nothing had happened, “Now get your ass in the shower. Wash up. Make yourself decent. Meet us downstairs.”

I lay there trembling, the sheets damp beneath me, my body screaming for rest. But I knew there wasn’t a choice. I forced myself up out of bed and staggered on stiff legs to run the shower.

The hot water beat down on me like a curtain, steaming the tiny bathroom into a blur. I let it run over my face, my hair, down my sore body, hissing against the faint bruises on my thighs and hips. I stayed there too long—eyes closed, lips parted—pretending that the rainfall shower could wash away what I’d done. What I’d become. But the ache in my pussy, the faint sting in my ass, the ghost of Levi’s fingers inside me—that was proof I couldn’t scrub off.

When I finally dragged myself out, toweling slow, I didn’t even bother with makeup. My hands shook too much. Instead, I pulled on my pink flannel PJ shorts and a cropped tank top—soft, suburban comfort clothes, the kind Jared always called “cute.” They clung to my damp skin, flimsy armor against the eyes waiting for me.

My legs barely wanted to work, each step a hobble, a reminder of the night I’d spent pinned and split between two men. My feet hit the stairs, one slow tread at a time.

The smell of bacon and hashbrowns hit me first—so normal it almost made me laugh.

Then I stepped into the kitchen.

Jared stood at the stove, spatula in hand, pale and tight-jawed, flipping eggs onto plates like some hotel line cook. Stephen and Levi were at the table, broad shoulders hunched casually, coffee mugs steaming in front of them.

All three of them turned when I appeared in the doorway.

I froze. My PJ shorts clung high on my thighs, my tank top barely containing the weight of my tits. I tugged at the hem, useless, as their gazes slid over me.

Jared’s face was unreadable—caught between shame, service, and something darker.

Stephen’s eyes narrowed, a little smirk tugging his mouth.

Levi leaned back in his chair, arms spread wide, like he was savoring the view.

And just like that, the kitchen felt hotter than the shower.

“Man, your wife is probably starving,” Stephen said, tipping his coffee mug in my direction. “Everything she’s been through.”

Jared flinched like the words had weight, then turned back to the counter. He set down his spatula, grabbed another plate, and made one for me—two eggs, bacon, a pile of hashbrowns. His hands shook faintly as he slid it onto the table, pulling a chair out like he was hosting honored guests instead of feeding the men who’d fucked his wife half to death.

I lowered myself into the seat, my body aching, the smell of food making my stomach twist.

The four of us sat there, plates steaming, forks scraping.

The morning news babbled from the TV mounted on the wall—anchors smiling too bright as they talked about traffic delays and a heatwave moving in.

Stephen leaned back, cool and casual, eyes on the screen. Levi shoveled food like he’d earned it, muscles flexing with every movement. Jared sat across from me, chewing slowly, his eyes fixed on his plate.

And me? I just sat there with my breakfast untouched, staring at the TV, knowing damn well none of us were actually watching it.

The silence was heavier than anything. Every bite, every sip of coffee, every shift of a chair felt obscene.

I had never been so aware of my body—of the soreness between my thighs, of the way my tank top clung to my nipples, of the memory of their voices shouting when I came last night echoing over the cheerful chatter of the morning anchors.

Breakfast with my husband and my two black masters.

I stabbed a piece of bacon with my fork, brought it to my lips, and chewed, the grease coating my tongue. Jesus, it tasted good.

Not one word was spoken until every plate was scraped clean and Jared was back at the sink, rinsing dishes like it was any other Sunday morning. The clatter of porcelain and the hiss of running water filled the silence, and then Stephen’s voice cut straight through it.

“Jared.”

My husband froze, his shoulders tense, but he didn’t turn.

“Take Helen upstairs.” Stephen’s tone was steady, casual, like he was assigning chores. “Dress her up for us. Whatever you’d like to fuck her in, Jared—that’s what we want.”

The plate slipped in Jared’s soapy hands, clattering in the sink. He caught it, set it down, finally turned, his eyes darting to me.

Stephen smirked. “And then grab your cameras. We know about your little hobby—Helen told us weeks ago. Today we’re making a porno.”

My stomach dropped. My heart kicked hard against my ribs.

“I’m the director,” Stephen went on, leaning back in his chair, stretching like he owned the whole damn house. “Levi’s the producer.”

Levi grinned wolfishly around a mouthful of coffee.

“And you, Jared,” Stephen finished, his gaze steady and merciless, “you’re the cameraman. And Helen?” His eyes flicked to me, stripping me bare even though I was already half-naked. “Helen’s the star.”

The word star twisted in my gut, hot and shameful, like a brand.

Jared’s lips parted, but no sound came out. His gaze stuck to me, wide and wet, as though asking if this was real, if this was happening.

And all I could think was the camera would catch everything. Every moan, every tremor, every filthy inch of what I’d become.

Jared dried his hands on a dish towel, and then he moved toward me. His steps were small, reluctant, like his body knew what his mind wouldn’t admit out loud. He was turned on by this. He didn’t touch me—just brushed past, a faint gesture for me to follow him upstairs.

I went, heart hammering, my legs trembling with every step. The whole way up, my thoughts twisted like barbed wire: the camera catching everything, Stephen’s voice calling me the star, Levi’s laugh echoing in my head.

When we reached the bedroom, the bed was a wreck of rumpled sheets that still smelled like sweat and cum. Jared lingered by the dresser, his eyes fixed on the floor, his jaw tight.

My throat burned. “They’ve already had me as a cheerleader,” I whispered, ashamed at how small my voice sounded. I hesitated, then forced it out: “So I suppose… I’ll be a schoolgirl now.”

Jared’s head lifted, just slightly, like the words stung him. But he didn’t argue. He didn’t question. He went to my closet and started pulling clothes, one piece at a time, moving carefully, almost reverently.

He laid everything out on the bed: the short plaid skirt, a white button-down that still smelled faintly of cedar drawers, white knee socks, and a ribbon for my hair. Every piece of fabric felt like a confession, a humiliation pressed into cotton and polyester.

He dressed me like he was handling something breakable, his hands shaking. Sliding the socks up my legs, buttoning the blouse across my chest, smoothing the skirt into place. He never looked me in the eyes. Not once.

By the time he tied the ribbon in my hair, my face was hot with shame, my chest tight with something darker.

When I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, I didn’t see Helen the wife, Helen the mother, Helen the teacher. I saw what they’d turned me into. What Jared had turned me into. A slut in costume.

Without a word, he turned and walked out, leaving me alone in that reflection. I heard him open the closet in the hallway, the faint clatter of cases and tripods. He was going to get the cameras.

And when he came back, we were going to film my ruin.

**

They didn’t waste time once Jared had set up his gear. Tripod legs clattered against the hardwood, the red lights blinked alive on the cameras, and then Stephen crooked a finger at me.

“Over my knee, girl.”

My stomach dropped. My thighs quivered under the short plaid skirt Jared had buttoned me into minutes before. I shot one last look at my husband—at the man who was going to capture all this—and then I let Stephen pull me down, draping me across his lap like a wayward child.

The first crack of his palm made me yelp, my hands shooting forward to brace against the floorboards. My skirt rode up, baring the thin white cotton of my panties. Another slap. Then another. The sound was sharp, merciless, echoing in the quiet room. I bit my lip, knowing Jared’s camera was catching every twitch of my face, every shudder of breath, every impact of Stephen’s big black hand on my white ass.

His hand lingered, his fingers spreading across my ass like he owned it. Then he yanked my panties down, baring me fully, and brought his palm down hard enough to make me cry out.

“Good little schoolgirl,” he said. “Already blushing where it counts.”

When he was satisfied—my skin burning, my eyes watering—he stood me up and traded me off like I wasn’t even human.

“Your turn, Levi.”

Levi was bigger, his thighs wider, his grip rougher when he pulled me down over his knees. His first smack made me gasp so loud my own ears rang.

“Keep filming,” Levi said without even looking at Jared. “I want her face this time.”

Jared shifted the camera, the red light blinking in my periphery. My face had to be red as my ass by then, my mouth open, the shame dripping off me with every crack of Levi’s hand. He didn’t let up—each strike harder than the last until I was sobbing, my whole body jerking against him.

“Yeah,” Levi growled. “That’s the shot.”

When he finally shoved me off his lap, I crumpled to my knees on the carpet, my ass stinging, my chest heaving. I could feel the camera lens on me, drinking me in.

And for the first time, it hit me: they weren’t just using me. They were recording me. Preserving my degradation forever.

The carpet fibers bit into my knees, the sting in my ass pulsing with every breath. My hair clung to my cheeks, damp with sweat and tears. I wanted to cover myself, to crawl away, but Stephen’s voice pinned me harder than Levi’s grip ever could.

“Don’t move.”

The camera whirred softly as Jared adjusted the angle. I could feel his eyes behind the lens, could imagine his hands trembling on the controls. My husband wasn’t just watching. He was capturing. He was capturing me. Was this his revenge? Or just complicity?

Levi crouched in front of me, one big hand fisting in my ribboned hair, yanking my head up so the camera got a clear shot of my ruined face. My cheeks burned, streaked with tears; my lips were swollen from biting down on them.

“Smile for your cameraman,” Levi said, his voice low, dangerous. His other hand cupped my ass roughly, squeezing the raw flesh until I whimpered.

The camera light blinked. A red, unblinking eye.

Another smack—Stephen’s this time, from behind. My whole body jolted forward against Levi’s chest. He laughed, holding me steady by the hair. “She jumps real nice.”

They worked me like that, passing me between them—Stephen spanking me bent over the arm of a chair, Levi making me stand and bend, hands braced on my knees while Jared filmed close, my skirt flipped high and my panties tugged aside to show the marks. Every strike made me cry out, each fresh angle made my humiliation worse.

I caught my reflection once in the mirror across the room—me bent double, my husband crouched low with his camera, zooming in on my swollen ass and my tear-wet face. I barely recognized the girl in the schoolgirl outfit.

That’s me. That’s the star.

And the thought made my pussy throb, slick betraying me while Levi’s palm landed again, harder, until my knees buckled.

They didn’t stop. Not until my voice broke, raw and ragged, and the camera had seen everything.

**

I stayed crumpled on the floor, my thighs trembling, my ass still hot and throbbing. My cheek pressed to the carpet, breath ragged, the camera’s red light still blinking on me even though Jared hadn’t turned it off.

“Alright,” Stephen said, voice calm, like he was mapping out a shot. “Let’s talk about our next scene.”

“Our grand finale,” Levi chuckled. “Something new for her.”

My head jerked up. I couldn’t stop myself.

Stephen’s gaze slid to me—cold, deliberate—and then back to Jared. “DP.”

The letters hit me like a blow.

“One of us on his back,” Stephen continued, casual as if he were describing a football play. “Rooted in her pussy. The other behind her, in her ass.”

Levi grinned, teeth white against his dark skin. “Your wife’s gonna learn what it feels like to be really full. Split wide open. Broken in properly.”

My throat went dry. My chest squeezed so tight I couldn’t breathe.

Then Stephen leaned back in his chair, eyes locking on Jared. “So, cameraman…you gonna fetch us some lube?”

Jared froze by his tripod, knuckles white against the black metal.

“Or,” Levi added, voice low and amused, “we can do this without lube. Husband’s choice.”

My pulse pounded in my ears. Shame and terror coiled in my gut, thick and sour. The idea of them, both of them, inside me—my body tearing, my mind breaking—was unbearable.

But what made me shake wasn’t Levi’s grin, or Stephen’s steady gaze. It was the silence from Jared. My husband, standing there with the camera, faced with the choice of whether to spare me or let them destroy me raw.

I wanted to scream at him to move, to do something, but my voice caught in my throat. All I could do was kneel there, waiting.

Waiting to see what my husband would decide.

Jared didn’t move.

Those words hung in the air—without lube, husband’s choice—and then the kitchen clock ticked somewhere downstairs.

Jared didn’t fucking move.

He stood by his tripod, hands limp at his sides, eyes fixed somewhere near my feet. His face was pale, blank, as if he’d shut himself behind a locked door.

The silence stretched, heavy as stone.

My stomach clenched. Heat rose up my chest and burned in my cheeks. I wanted to call his name, to beg him, but my throat was locked tight. The idea of both of them ramming into me dry made me dizzy with panic.

Levi chuckled low in his chest. “Looks like hubby’s thinking about it.”

Stephen leaned back, arms folded, eyes never leaving Jared. “Maybe he wants to see what she looks like screaming.”

My pulse hammered so hard I thought I’d faint.

Say something, Jared. Please, God, move.

The pause dragged on, stretching into forever. My whole body shook, my mind racing through every possibility. Maybe he wanted revenge. Maybe he wanted to punish me. Maybe he wanted to watch me break.

I pressed my palms into the carpet, trying not to sob, every nerve in me screaming with dread.

Finally, Jared swallowed hard. His voice cracked when it came out. “I need a minute,” he said.
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