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

Carolina has no idea what she’s unleashed.
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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—Nurse

Billionaire Grant Whitmore wants to live forever. Of course, he does.

But he needs somewhere to test his experimental drugs. Welcome to the Green Acres Senior Care Home.

Carolina is a young nursing assistant at the billionaire’s pet project in elder care. And she only wants to do the best for her favorite patients, Harris, Wallace, and Coleman.

So when the grizzled old Black men are denied a spot in Whitmore's all-white miracle arthritis drug trial, she includes then in, by stealing the billionaire's meds for them.

But Carolina has no idea what she’s unleashed. The results are bigger, harder, and more overwhelming than she could ever have imagined them to be ... and once it begins, there’s no going back.

Nurse (7,200 words) is the first volume of a new taboo interracial fantasy. A young white nurse will be stripped of control, used raw, and ruined by men she swore to care for. If you hanker for forbidden nurse heat, dangerous medical experiments, filthy age-gap corruption, and white-girl surrender beneath overwhelming Black cock, this one will flood every craving you have.

This is Carolina’s initiation in its purest form: interracial nurse use, experimental risk, and raw Black domination that leaves the pretty nurse dripping, trembling, and wrecked. This is also opening the door to a billionaire's eventual revenge.

Molly Pike
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Nurse

I should’ve clocked out an hour ago. My feet were killing me, my hair smelled like antiseptic, and my ass was covered in the least flattering shade of polyester blue the world had ever known. Welcome to nursing. Or at least, welcome to being twenty-four, underpaid, and already running on caffeine and bad decisions.

So, explain to me why I was locked in the staff bathroom, stripping down like I was about to audition for the trashiest porno of the year. Because it was Wallace’s birthday, that was why.

Wallace, sweet old bastard, sitting up in his wheelchair cracking jokes about his prostate like it was open mic night. His friends had begged the staff for a little party, and of course the answer was no. Regulations, liability, blah blah blah. But then they cornered me, those three devils—Wallace, Coleman, Harris—smiling like teenagers about to sneak into a strip club. And I’d said yes.

Now I was peeling off my boring-ass bra, tugging on a white push-up that shoved my tits together like they were plotting against me. The little white minidress was shorter than any professional nurse would ever wear, snug across my hips, zipper riding just low enough that I could breathe if I didn’t bend over too fast. Thigh-highs, white with a red cross on the band, clipped tight at the top of my thighs. And the heels—don’t get me started on the heels.

I belted my raincoat tight over the costume. One last look in the mirror—blonde hair fluffed, lips glossed cherry-red, eyes daring me to go through with it. If I got caught, I was toast. Not written up, not suspended—done. No references, no nursing license. But the thrill that hit my stomach was hotter than any fear.

I made my way down the quiet hall, heart hammering like I was sneaking into prom night with a bottle of vodka in my purse. Coleman and Harris were waiting in Wallace’s room, three old men waiting on a birthday treat.

“Who ordered a nurse?” I pushed open the door, coat belted tight, but my grin gave me away. Coleman and Harris were already whooping before I even peeled it back.

“God damn,” Coleman said, smacking the bedrail like he’d just hit the jackpot. “Look at this.”

I let the belt slip loose and the raincoat fall open, slow as I could manage, because let’s be real—I hadn’t stuffed myself into this cheap-ass costume just to rush through the reveal. White thigh-highs, short skirt, plastic stethoscope dangling between my tits—full-on Halloween-slut vibes.

Their faces? Worth it. Coleman leaning forward, shaking his head like he couldn’t believe it. Harris letting out this long whistle, eyes dropping straight to my legs. And Wallace, sweet birthday boy Wallace, sitting there with this stunned little smile, like I’d just made his whole year.

I strutted closer, hips swaying because I knew damn well they were watching, and when I stopped in front of Wallace’s chair, I tossed my hair back and purred, low and breathy, “Happy birthday, Mr. Wallace.”

Then I sang it. Not the whole thing, just enough of Marilyn’s sultry purr to make the room go quiet, my voice teasing, leaning into every word—“Happy birthday… to you.” Wallace’s mouth actually dropped open, eyes glued to my chest like he was hypnotized.

“Jesus Christ,” Harris muttered, and Coleman was grinning like he’d just scored the winning hand at poker.

Wallace looked up at me, then back down—my tits, my legs, back up again—like he couldn’t pick a favorite. And I felt it. God, did I feel it. That heat of being looked at like that, not like Nurse Carolina in baggy scrubs, but like… hell, like a goddamn fantasy come to life.

Coleman elbowed Harris. “Well don’t just stand there, birthday boy. Invite her to sit.”

“Sit, sit, sit,” Harris chanted under his breath, egging it on.

I giggled, pretending to resist, but honestly, I was already shifting closer. Wallace cleared his throat, cheeks flushed, and patted his lap. “C’mon, honey. Nurse’s orders.”

Like I needed convincing. I swung one leg over, settling onto his knee, my skirt riding way too high, his arm automatically circling my waist to steady me. His hand was warm, solid, fingertips flexing against the curve of my ass. Not a grab, not yet—just testing. Then, like he couldn’t help himself, he squeezed. Released. Squeezed again.

I let out a tiny breath, a laugh, like it was just part of the act—but inside? My stomach was flipping. My skin was buzzing. Because it was Wallace, who was always so polite, so damn sweet. And here he was, staring straight down my neckline, hand bold as hell on my ass like he’d earned the right.

I leaned in and planted a kiss on his cheek, soft, playful. He turned his head just enough that when I pulled back, we were eye to eye. His pupils were blown wide, and I swear he looked like a man trying to memorize every inch of me.

Coleman chuckled. “Careful, Caro. You’re about to give that old man a heart attack.”

Harris smirked. “Or the best birthday of his life.”

Wallace squeezed my ass again, firmer this time, and his voice was low, rougher than I’d ever heard it: “Best birthday so far.”

**

The bathroom smelled faintly of bleach and hand soap, the mirror throwing back the flushed, sweaty version of me I wasn’t sure I wanted to see. My raincoat was crumpled in the corner, my scrubs folded like I’d need them to vouch for my innocence. The white thigh-highs were already rolled down, elastic biting into my calves.

I peeled off the ridiculous little costume—lace trim and satin clinging with the memory of their stares—and slipped back into my plain blue scrubs. Safe, sexless, anonymous. The kind of thing nobody even noticed.

My ass still throbbed, hot and tender, each shift of fabric reminding me how hard Wallace’s hand had landed, how unashamedly he’d claimed a handful of me like it was his birthday right. I glanced over my shoulder in the mirror, tugging at the waistband. If there weren’t bruises by tomorrow, I’d be shocked. And the worst part? The thought made me grin.

I stuffed the costume into my tote, pulled my hair into a messy bun, scrubbed the lipstick from my mouth. Just Carolina again, the tired night nurse. The one who got the pills down and made the calls to family, not the one who straddled an old man’s lap and sang “Happy Birthday” like some dollar-store Marilyn.

Except… maybe I was both.

I stared at myself a moment longer, and thought about Papa—my grandfather. The man who raised me after everything fell apart, the one with the weathered hands and the deep, booming laugh. He’d been my anchor, my compass. And now here I was, sneaking around in bathrooms, giving three old men a thrill, letting one of them leave his mark on me. Was it wrong that they reminded me of him, that warmth, that rough teasing affection? That was probably why I couldn’t help but adore them.

I blew out a breath, shook the thought away, and tied my scrub top tight. Just another shift. Just another night. But as I pushed the bathroom door open and headed for the exit, the phantom sting on my ass followed me home.

**

Two days later, you’d have thought the nursing home was suddenly a damn Hilton lobby. The place had been scrubbed and polished till the linoleum floors actually shone under the fluorescents, and every aide and nurse had on fresh-pressed uniforms. Even the lobby flowers—usually sad carnations with drooping heads—had been replaced with roses and lilies like somebody had just discovered the residents deserved dignity.

And all because our billionaire owner had decided to make his presence known.

Mr. Grant Whitmore. Everybody in America knew that name, even if they couldn’t quite place where they’d heard it. The biotech wunderkind, the man who’d turned genetic patents into gold. Whole documentaries about him on Netflix—how he was obsessed with longevity, how he thought he could “defeat aging in our lifetime.” Half the people called him a genius, half said he was a narcissistic sociopath with a God complex. He didn’t care what they said. He liked that people talked.

Now he was here at Green Acres. Or at least, his entourage was—sleek PR women in pencil skirts, assistants with tablets, photographers with expensive lenses slung around their necks. There was a press table set up in the lobby, branded signage with his biotech company’s name, glossy brochures about an “innovative arthritis drug study” that was going to “improve quality of life for our beloved senior community.” And of course, where better to trial this new wonder drug than right here in the senior nursing home another of his companies owned?

I stood near the nurses’ station, arms folded over my chart, watching the whole production like a bad play.

The residents were wheeled out one by one, like props. But not all our residents. Only the photogenic ones—the ones who were prepared to smile for the camera on cue. The easy patients. The white patients.

Mrs. Montgomery, who’d had her nails done just yesterday and was beaming under her pearl necklace.

Mr. Harris, tall, silver fox, loved to flirt with the CNAs.

Sweet old Dorothy, who wore cardigans the color of Easter eggs and never forgot a name.

They got wheeled up front, cameras flashing, journalists leaning in for soundbites about how grateful they were.

And my guys?

Wallace was in his recliner in the dayroom, muttering about “dog and pony shows.”

Coleman was in the corner by the TV, dozing under a blanket, ignored like furniture.

And Harris was in bed, his hands so gnarled it was a chore for him just to lift a spoon.

I felt my stomach twist. I knew how this worked. PR stunts weren’t about medicine; they were about optics. Old, frail Black men didn’t make for glossy brochure covers, not unless you wanted to tug heartstrings with tragedy porn. What Whitmore wanted was vibrant white seniors who looked like they could’ve walked off a retirement cruise. Models for his fountain of youth.

I shouldn’t have cared. It wasn’t my business who the billionaire picked for his shiny little study. But God, I cared. I cared too much.

Because these old Black men—they weren’t props to me. They weren’t background furniture. They were the ones who made me laugh on slow nights, who teased me about my terrible singing voice, who let me sit with them when the loneliness and sadness in this place got to me. Wallace with his gruff advice, Coleman with his sly old stories, Harris with that stubborn dignity that hadn’t cracked even when his body did.

And seeing them brushed aside? It felt personal.

I bit the inside of my cheek and kept charting, trying not to make a scene. But inside I was boiling.

Whitmore himself finally appeared, flanked by his handlers like some visiting monarch. He was younger than I expected—maybe mid-forties, but with that ageless, polished look of men who could afford the best dermatologists and diets. Square jaw, perfect teeth, suit that probably cost more than my car.

He did the rounds, shook hands, laughed for the cameras.

“All about improving lives,” he said into the nearest mic, his voice smooth as marble. “All about ensuring our elders can live longer, better, pain-free.”

I almost snorted. Elders. He meant his chosen few.

At one point his gaze swept the room, and for a moment I thought maybe—just maybe—he’d glance toward Wallace or Coleman. But no. Not a chance. His eyes skimmed right past them, like they didn’t exist.

I swear I felt Wallace’s jaw tighten from across the room. Coleman just closed his eyes, like he’d seen this script before and didn’t care to watch it again.

And me? I felt like walking over, grabbing that billionaire by his tailored lapels, and dragging him across the floor to look at the men who actually needed his miracle pills.

But I didn’t. I couldn’t. I had a badge and a paycheck to protect.

So, I just stood there, nails digging little crescents into my palm, promising myself something.

If nobody else was going to look after them—my men—I damn sure would.

**

Truthfully, I’d never thought of myself as the kind of girl who’d break into anywhere. But then again, I’d also never thought I’d spend my early twenties wiping old men’s asses and fighting with doctors who thought a phoney smile counted as a treatment plan. Life’s funny like that.

The billionaire’s people had been all over the nursing home today—sleek hair, tailored suits, smiles sharp enough to cut glass. They’d brought camera crews, flashy brochures, even branded water bottles. Hydration is youth, the labels chirped. They made a big show of how they were “partnering” with us for this arthritis study, but when I’d asked about the list of trial participants, mentioned Harris and his crippled hands, the bastards wouldn’t even give me a maybe.

“Oh, we need compliant patients,” one of the PR girls told me, eyes sliding over to where my guys were laughing too loud at the bingo table. “Ones who won’t… complicate things.”
Which meant what? Old, grizzled, and Black didn’t fit their ideas for glossy magazine photo-ops?

That’s when the thought hit me, sharp and stubborn: Fine. I’ll just get it for them myself.

So here I was, two nights later, sneaking down the back hallway with a badge swiped from the night nurse rotation, heart battering against my ribs. Every fluorescent bulb hummed like it was ready to rat me out. My sneakers squeaked too damn loud.

The lab sat behind a double set of doors, both locked, both promising disciplinary hearings and probable unemployment if I got caught. I swiped. Green light. One down. The second one I had to jimmy with a thin piece of metal I’d tucked in my bra earlier, which felt like the kind of trick a boyfriend in high school might’ve taught me. Except I hadn’t had boyfriends like that—just textbooks and curfews. Still, my hands remembered what YouTube had drilled into me. Click. The lock gave.

The room smelled sterile, sharp with disinfectant and cold metal. Machines hummed, little freezers blinked with tiny LED lights, a million dollars’ worth of science just sitting there. My palms were slick as I tugged on latex gloves and approached the fridge.

The vials were stacked in neat trays, labels tight with codes and the biotech company’s smug logo. I picked one up, tilting it under the light. The liquid inside was pale, faintly iridescent, almost pretty. This looked like the “miracle” drug they’d kept from my guys. I checked the labels. Yes.

And at the very back, behind the numbered rows, was a small tray marked with red tape: PRIVATE STOCK. No clipboard signatures, no trial paperwork. Just four tiny vials gleaming like treasure.

My anger flared hot enough to steady my shaking hands. “For him,” I muttered. “Of course.”

That was when I heard the noise.

Footsteps in the hall. A key fumbling at the first door.

“Shit,” I hissed, clutching the tray. My eyes darted around. No exit but the door. No window. Closest cabinet: barely big enough to squeeze into if I sucked everything in. I shoved the vials into my bag, scrambled behind a rolling cart, and crouched so low my knees screamed.

The door clicked open.

“Yeah, babe, I’m here,” a man’s voice drifted in, casual, careless. A security guard, uniform half-untucked, phone pressed to his ear.

I froze, listening hard.

“Nah, it’s dead tonight. Just me and the mice. What’re you wearing?”

I blinked. Oh my god.

“Don’t tell me that, baby. You’re in that little red thing?” His voice dropped, syrupy. He leaned against the wall, twirling his key ring. “Yeah? No panties? You tryna kill me?”

My face burned, half from fear, half from second-hand horniness. I held my breath as he kept going, voice thickening.

“Damn, girl, you know I’d spread you out right now if I could. On the kitchen table. Forks rattling. Yeah, I’d fuck you slow, make you scream so loud—”

I bit down on my knuckle to stop from laughing, because of course the one night I risked my job, I got front-row seats to Bootleg Phone Sex Hour.

“Alright, baby, I’ll call you when I get off. You touch yourself till then. Think about me.”

Keys jingled again. The door shut. His footsteps faded down the hall.

I stayed frozen for another thirty seconds, heart hammering, before I dared move. My thighs were trembling from crouching for so long. I straightened, stuffed the tray back into the fridge, and checked my bag. The vials clinked softly. Safe.

Time to go.

I retraced my steps, every creak of the floorboards a gunshot in my ears. Somehow, I made it back to the patient wing without anyone noticing, coat zipped tight over my guilty cargo.

The old men’s rooms were dark, quiet except for the wheeze of breathing machines. I slipped into Wallace’s first. His TV glowed faint blue, casting shadows over his sleeping face.

I measured out the dose with shaking fingers, mixing it into the tiny plastic cup of nighttime meds he’d take at lights-out. Did the same for Coleman, then Harris. My pulse was so loud I was sure it would wake them.

Was it reckless? Hell yes. Dangerous? Probably. But looking down at their weathered hands, their gray hair, the lines etched into their skin, all I felt was stubborn pride. Nobody else was going to fight for them.

I tucked my bag against my chest as I tiptoed out, adrenaline still sizzling through me. I was no scientist, no billionaire with a private stockpile of youth juice. I was just Carolina, twenty-four, broke, and exhausted. But tonight, I’d pulled off my own little Robin Hood heist.

**

I barely slept that night. Every time I shut my eyes, I saw the vials glowing back at me, the cold sheen of that stainless-steel fridge, the shadow of the security guard’s flashlight sliding past the lab door. I kept hearing his voice in my head, too—low and sticky, whispering filth into his phone while I crouched in the dark with a bag full of stolen drugs pressed to my chest.

By the time my alarm went off, I was already staring at the ceiling, heart thumping, mouth dry. I moved on autopilot through the morning routine: scrubs, ponytail, coffee I couldn’t taste. All I could think was—what if someone checked the fridge overnight? What if the research techs walked in this morning and counted the missing tray? What if security had caught a glimpse of me on some grainy camera, sneaking down that hallway like a thief in the night?

I walked into the nursing home like I had a spotlight on me. Every sound felt sharper, every pair of eyes heavier. The receptionist waved, casual as always, but my stomach lurched like she knew. When the director of nursing passed me in the hall with a tight little smile, I almost choked on my own breath.

I kept telling myself to breathe. To act normal. I was just another nurse, tired from a late shift, here to pass meds and clean up messes and maybe flirt with the janitor if the mood struck. Nobody knew. Nobody could possibly know.

Still, when I wheeled the med cart toward the east wing—their wing—I felt sweat bead at the base of my spine. My palms were slick against the plastic handles. What if the vials I swapped in were obvious? What if the pills didn’t look quite right? What if—

I caught myself grinding my teeth and forced my jaw to unclench.

Wallace was already awake when I rolled into his room, half-sitting up, the morning light cutting across his sharp old-man cheekbones. His eyes found mine instantly. Not sleepy, not confused—sharp. He looked at me like he’d been waiting.

“You’re early,” he said.

I swallowed. “Couldn’t sleep.”

His gaze flicked down to the tray on my cart, then back up to my face. And then—damn him—he smiled. Slow. Knowing. He couldn’t possibly know.

I moved quickly, too quickly, measuring out his pills and pouring a cup of water, babbling about nothing—how chilly it had gotten, how the cafeteria coffee was sludge, how the news was all doom and gloom. Anything to drown out the pounding in my chest.

He didn’t interrupt. He just took the cup, swallowed the pills, and kept watching me with that faint curl at the corner of his mouth.

Next was Coleman. The big man was dozing in his chair by the window, head tipped back, chest rising slow and steady. I touched his arm and his eyes blinked open—clearer than usual, sharper. He frowned at me like he’d been caught out of place.

“Morning,” I whispered, trying not to sound shaky.

His frown smoothed out, and he chuckled. “Morning, Carolina.”

Again, that look. Not sleepy. Not fogged. Just… different.

By the time I got to Harris, I was shaking. He was fiddling with his radio like always, fingers clumsy but determined. Only this time, when I set his pills down, he didn’t grunt or mutter. He showed no signs of pain.

“Morning, hun,” he said. “How you doin’ today?” He looked up at me. Held my eyes.

Maybe the drugs worked.

My throat closed. I didn’t know what to say, so I stammered something about not enough coffee, but it sounded thin, laughable even to my own ears. Harris just nodded, lips quirking. Then he swallowed his pills without another word.

I finished the rounds as quickly as I could, scrawling notes in charts that blurred in front of me. My paranoia ratcheted higher with every tick of the clock. Nobody had said anything about missing drugs. No security had stormed in with handcuffs. The director hadn’t summoned me to her office.

But still—I couldn’t shake the feeling that the walls were closing in, that the whole damn building knew what I’d done.

By lunchtime, I caught my reflection in the staff bathroom mirror and almost didn’t recognize myself. Pale, eyes too wide, lips chewed raw. I splashed water on my face, pressed cold hands to my cheeks, whispered at my own reflection: “Get it together. They don’t know. They don’t know.”

And yet—when I went back out there, I could feel it in the air. Subtle. A shift.

Wallace sitting taller, like his spine wasn’t weighed down. Coleman humming a tune under his breath I’d never heard from him before, low and steady, like his mind wasn’t slipping quite as fast. Harris tapping his fingers against his radio in rhythm, eyes glinting.

Little things. Barely-there things. But to me, it felt like the start of something seismic.

I should’ve been relieved. Thrilled, even. Wasn’t this what I wanted? To give them a chance? To tilt the scales a little in their favor?

Instead, all I could think was: if I noticed, someone else would too.

**

Evening rounds. My legs were sore from pacing the halls all day, my scrubs sticking to me like a second skin, the faint smell of antiseptic clinging to my hair and hands. I pushed the cart down the dimly lit corridor, trying to focus on the list in front of me, ignoring the little flutters that kept tickling my stomach. Something was… different. Subtle. I’d chalked it up to my imagination, the adrenaline from the heist still buzzing beneath my ribs.

But then Coleman stopped me as I was dishing out his meds.

I looked up, and the world seemed to tilt. He didn’t just ask a question or mutter a greeting—his hand shot out and gripped my wrist. Strong. Too strong. Like iron wrapped in velvet. My pulse jumped into overdrive, heat blooming low in my belly.

“Carolina,” he said, voice low and deliberate. The way he said my name made my teeth clench and my nipples tighten under my scrubs. “I need you.”

Before I could respond, he pulled me closer. My knees nearly buckled from the sudden weight of him against me, the press of his chest. I could feel his breath, deep and warm, across my face. Then he slid my hand inside the front of his robe.

My breath hitched. What the fuck was that?

His robe fell open.

The heat hit me before I even realized what I was seeing, what my fingers had just brushed. Hard. Thick. Veined. Obscenely long. My mind froze for a split second, a thrill of fear and disbelief curling in my gut.

“You… what… how?” I whispered, shaking my head slightly.

“I don’t know what you did, girlie,” he murmured, low and gruff, his thumb brushing my knuckles as if to coax me, “but I know you changed our meds—they tasted different—and now I’ve got this problem, and I need your help. Come on, lend me a hand.”

Every logical part of my brain screamed no. I couldn’t. I shouldn’t. He was… old. Way too old. And I was the nurse, the professional, the one who dispensed meds and wiped bottoms, not… this.

And yet.

My pussy tightened wetly beneath my scrubs. My stomach twisted into a knot of desire and guilt. I couldn’t stop the shiver crawling down my spine as his palm wrapped around mine and guided my hand, wrapping my fingers around him.

His skin was hot and slick beneath my touch, veins pulsing beneath the surface. I couldn’t believe the size of him, the weight of it, the way he throbbed in my hand, how fucking hard he was. Every part of me knew this was wrong. Every part of me that had been telling me to stay “safe” in my scrubs and my routines shouted no.

But my body, my slick, trembling, desperate body, was already betraying me.

He moved my hand for me slowly at first, steadying me, coaxing me. Up and down. Every movement sent fire along my nerves, igniting heat between my thighs I wasn’t sure I could contain. My head spun, a cocktail of adrenaline, fear, and need.

I let out a little gasp when I felt his hips push against my palm. My other hand clenched the side of the cart for support, nails biting into metal. I had to focus, had to breathe, had to pretend some part of this was normal, safe, legal.

It wasn’t. It was everything but. And somehow, that made it taste even sweeter.

I closed my eyes, letting myself sink into the sensation. My fingers moved in rhythm, tentative at first, then more confident, more eager. His weight pressed into me, grounding me, claiming me. My chest heaved, nipples tight and sore. I couldn’t think straight, couldn’t stop the moan building low in my throat.

And then—he started talking. Not dirty, not really, more like he was talking to a cat. Low murmurs, half teasing, half commanding. My body responded before I could even weigh the ethics, the age difference, the sheer impossibility of this moment. My fingers wrapped tighter around him, moving up and down, learning the contours, memorizing the feel. And then, there was no excuse, no justification, no rationalization. There was only the truth. I was jerking off the rock hard big black cock of a man older than my grandfather.

“God, girlie,” he groaned, voice deep and rough, and I felt it hit me full-force. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I couldn’t. It was like my body had betrayed my brain entirely, falling headlong into the impossible pleasure of it, the way he throbbed hot and heavy in my palm. How the fuck has this happened? Was it some side effect of the arthritis drug? Were Dorothy Eccles and Lucy Montgomery on their knees right now, side by side, blowing Phil Harris?

Mr. Harris, tall, silver fox, loved to flirt with the CNAs.

My stomach knotted as Coleman let out a long, low groan. I could feel him building, thickening, pulsing like a geyser about to blow.

And then, Coleman came.

The first spasm hit like a cannon, violent and unstoppable. Thick, hot, scalding, spilling over my scrubs in a pulse so powerful it made me gasp and stumble back a little, my knees threatening to buckle. My eyes widened in pure, dumb astonishment. This was nothing I had ever seen or even imagined. Nothing, not porn, not whispered stories from friends, had ever prepared me for anything like this.

The second pulse hit harder, and I felt it radiate through his hips, through his legs, even into the air around us, like the room itself was vibrating. It landed on my chin, my cheek, in my hair. I held on to his cock, almost frozen, trembling from the force of it, my own body betraying me. My thighs pressed together desperately, slick and hot, my cunt aching from the friction of my movement and the sheer anticipation burning through me.

“Oh… holy God!” I choked out, voice trembling, unable to do more than let him guide my hand while my brain short-circuited in a tangle of shock, guilt, and arousal.

Each spurt was thick and unrelenting, pounding into my palm with a rhythm so raw, so alive, that I could barely keep my fingers wrapped around him. My heart hammered in my chest, adrenaline slamming through every nerve ending. I could feel my nipples tightening, my stomach knotting, and the wet heat pooling low in my cunt demanding attention, screaming at me to touch myself, to lose myself in the madness of it.

And it didn’t stop.

By the fourth spasm, I was gasping audibly, hot tears prickling at the corners of my eyes. My cheeks burned. My scrubs were soaked. My body shivered from the sensory overload, shaking in ways that had nothing to do with fear. I’d never seen anyone—let alone an old man like Coleman—lose himself like this, to explode in a way that was so physically consuming and utterly overwhelming. And I was the one holding him, the one who did it to him, and it made me feel… powerful and ashamed all at once.

I swallowed hard, trying to make sense of the insane rush flooding my senses. His cock throbbed in my hand even after the final weak jet of come, veins pulsing, still hard and alive like it had a heartbeat of its own. My hands were slick with his cum, my head spinning with guilt and amazement, my own pussy aching, dripping, desperate.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. What I was doing. The sheer intensity of it, the raw, force of this old man—it was so far beyond anything I’d ever touched, or imagined touching. My mouth parted, whispering his name in a kind of awe I didn’t know I was capable of.

And yet… I couldn’t look away.

Every spasm had burned itself into my memory. Every thrum of his hips, every gasp and growl, every shuddering pulse of his release left me dazed and trembling. My fingers had never been so aware of themselves, so… alive. I could feel it in my veins, in my stomach, in the wet heat that pooled relentlessly between my thighs.

I wanted to pull away, to step back, to scream at myself that it was wrong. And at the same time, my body begged to stay, to feel more, to explore this impossible power and ferocity. I’d never touched anything so alive, so urgent, so completely unrestrained, and it was searing into me, igniting a fire I didn’t know I had.

I could feel my own arousal climbing higher and higher as I continued to hold him, helpless and transfixed. The guilt pressed against my ribs, but it mingled with my excitement in a way that made my heartbeat slam even harder. The warmth of him, the scent of him, the way his hands pressed lightly on my shoulders, grounding me through the chaos—it was overwhelming. My cunt throbbed with desire I hadn’t anticipated, a hunger I didn’t understand, desperate to be touched, to be claimed in turn.

I sank back slightly, chest heaving, stunned and dizzy. My mind scrambled to reconcile what had just happened with everything I thought I knew about myself, about him, about right and wrong. I had just seen an old man—my patient, someone I loved in a completely innocent way—explode in ways that were unthinkable, unstoppable, utterly uncontainable. And I had been part of it.

And yet… even as my brain reeled, even as my conscience shrieked at me, my body ached for more. My nipples were hard and aching beneath my scrubs, my pussy still dripping, my thighs trembling. I was on fire in a way I had never known.

“Oh God…” I whispered again, my voice breaking, part fear, part awe, part raw need. “I can’t… I can’t believe this.”

He looked down at me, chest rising and falling, still hard in my hand, eyes soft with something I couldn’t name.

Coleman didn’t hesitate. Not at all. Still rock hard, veins pulsing and slick with my hand, he gripped my hips and pushed me down over the table. My stomach tightened, a mix of fear and anticipation curling through me, but I didn’t resist. Couldn’t resist. I knew I should fight, should push back—but the sheer need coiling between my thighs made me a prisoner of my own body.

My eyes widened when he yanked my scrubs down. Bare, exposed, trembling, I stared at him for a fraction of a second—and then my brain short-circuited. He’s… he’s doing this. He’s really doing this. An old man—he shouldn’t even… But the moment his cock pressed against my slick cunt, all logic evaporated. My pussy clenched around him, stretched impossibly wide by the size of him. Thick. Veined. Huge. Absolutely enormous. I’d never felt anything like it.

Pain speared through me at first, sharp and shocking, but beneath it was fire, raw pleasure I couldn’t ignore. My thighs shook as he pushed in, filling me completely, stretching me in ways that left me gasping and moaning in disbelief. I tried to think, to reconcile what was happening, but I couldn’t. He’s so old. He shouldn’t be capable of this. I shouldn’t be letting him—God, I shouldn’t…

But every thrust slammed me harder against the table, and my body betrayed me again. My nipples ached, chest pressed to the cold padding, cunt clenching and dripping, stretching wider and wider to accommodate him. Each stroke felt like he was rearranging my insides, pounding into me with a force that made me cry out, arch, and whimper all at once.

He didn’t slow. Didn’t pause. Every push, every grind, every impossible depth of him sent me further into shock and delirium. My hands clawed at the table edge, nails digging into the padding as the pain blurred into pleasure, as the impossibility of it—the sheer enormity of his cock, the feel of him stretching me, the audacity of this old black man fucking me raw like this—hit me in waves.

What am I doing? I thought, mind spinning. I’m letting him fuck me. How is he so big and so hard? God, I shouldn’t want this. And yet I did. Every gasp, every tremor, every desperate whimper said otherwise. My pussy pulsed, squeezing him greedily, aching for more even as my brain screamed no, my conscience screamed stop.

His big black hands closed on my hips. He adjusted the angle and Oh, my fucking God. He started hitting my G-spot with every thrust, impossibly large, impossibly alive, and relentless. Pain and pleasure lanced together deep inside me, stealing my breath. I cried out, head tipping forward, mouth hot, voice breaking as I felt my pussy stretch every single time, as I felt the fullness, the sheer obscene size of him filling me. My body arched, thighs quivering, stomach twisting as my cunt ached and throbbed around him.

And he kept going. It was never-ending. My mind spun in cycles. My thoughts repeated. Although I knew it was impossible, it felt like every stroke slammed home harder, longer, more merciless. I was drowning in sensation, lost in the impossible, raw, unrelenting force of him inside me. My hands dug into the table, my chest pressed down, nipples hard and sore, the ache between my legs flaring hotter than fire. The shock of it—the utter wrongness and unnaturalness—was utterly exhilarating. The mix of fear, guilt, awe, and desperate need twisted my insides tighter with every thrust.

I wanted to scream. I wanted to run. I wanted to push him away. And yet, somehow, I also needed to feel every inch of him, every pulse of his cock, every impossibly hard slam into me, stretching me raw. My cunt tightened and released. My body shuddered in rhythm with his.

And then I felt it building almost at once, an obscene heat I’d never known before, a pressure curling tight around his cock as he slid back and forth inside me. Every thrust drove me closer, every inch of him stretching me raw and deep, and I was gasping, whimpering, hands clinging to the edge of the table like I could anchor myself against the impossible force of it.

And then the pressure broke—suddenly, brutally.

My pussy clamped down, trembling, pulsing, and I shivered all over as an explosion of pleasure ripped through me. I couldn’t think. I couldn’t speak. My knees shook, my chest arched off the table, and I let out a desperate, strangled cry. It was too much, too fast, too intense. His cock was enormous, gaping me, filling me, destroying me in the best and most terrifying way.

“I—I can’t—I can’t take it!” I gasped, voice raw, eyes wide. My body shook under the relentless pounding. I tried to push him away, to at least slow him, but the incredible size, the strength, the sheer force of him made me powerless. And even in my terror, in my disbelief, my cunt kept clamping around him, begging for more, betraying me completely.

Every thrust slammed me higher, spiraling me, and my brain was a haze of fire and disbelief. How was this even possible? He was… he was huge, so huge… I shouldn’t have been able to… but I wanted it… oh God, oh God…

My body quaked, pulses ripped through me like lightning, my climax tearing me apart from the inside out. I cried out again, hot, loud, desperate, my hands gripping, scratching, trembling. Every nerve was on fire. My legs quivered, hips jerked, pussy clamping and releasing in spasms I couldn’t control. I was lost. Utterly lost.

And Coleman didn’t stop.

Even as my orgasm tore me open, even as my cunt pulsed and clenched and spasmed helplessly, he just kept fucking me. Each thrust was brutal, deliberate, his cock slamming into me like he owned every dripping inch of me—and God help me, he did. My body was wracked with aftershocks, my pussy still fluttering from the climax that had left me trembling, but he just powered through it, relentless.

I tried to beg, broken little gasps spilling from my mouth. “Please… please, I can’t… I can’t…” But he only grunted, low and satisfied, one massive hand tightening on my hip, the other flattening against my lower back to arch me deeper into him. He fucked me like he had all the strength in the world, like this was something he’d been waiting decades for.

I was helpless. I was bent over a table in a nursing home, being drilled senseless by a man old enough to be my grandfather. A man whose jokes I’d laughed at, whose blanket I’d tucked in, whose pills I’d handed out with a smile. A man I’d brought small presents to from home. And now his cock—God, that enormous cock—was splitting me wide open, making my cunt, making me his.

Every stroke drove the reality deeper. I wasn’t just being fucked—I was being claimed. Claimed by Coleman, claimed by this towering, virile Black man who shouldn’t have been capable of standing upright for so long, let alone getting hard as an iron bar and pounding me like a goddamn piston. And still, I couldn’t stop it. My pussy betrayed me, gripping him tighter, milking him, hungry for every savage thrust.

I sobbed into my own arm, muffling the sound as my body betrayed me again, a second climax ripping through me. It was too much—my cunt spasming violently around him, slicking his cock, dragging him deeper. My whole body convulsed, my mind whiting out as I came again, harder, rawer, my pussy screaming with sensation.

And that was when he let go.

It was like being struck by lightning on the inside. His cock pulsed deep in my cunt, thicker, hotter, swelling, and then—an eruption. Cum blasted into me with such force I actually cried out with shock, high and panicked. It was endless, wave after wave, scorching and thick, pumping into me until I felt it squeezing out around his cock, dripping down my thighs, a hot, sticky flood that wouldn’t stop.

I was shaking, sobbing, gasping for air as he kept emptying himself inside me, every spurt powerful, unstoppable, a virility I’d never imagined a man his age could have. My stomach knotted, my pussy still trembling, as though my body was trying to drink him in, consume every drop.

When he finally slowed, when the last pulses of release shuddered through him, I collapsed against the table, utterly broken. My cunt was raw and ruined, stretched wide around his cock, thick seed still leaking down my thighs. My ass ached, my hips throbbed where his hands had clutched me, and my chest heaved as though I’d just survived drowning.

And yet—beneath the shock, beneath the guilt and disbelief—there was something else. A sick, terrifying, thrilling truth. I had just been fucked better than ever before in my life. More completely, more powerfully, more overwhelming. By Coleman. Old man Coleman, who I’d half-compared to my own grandfather.

He had destroyed me. Owned me. Pumped me full until I could feel him sloshing inside me with every twitch of my cunt. And deep down inside, beneath the shame and the shattering, my body was alight with it—claimed, marked, utterly his.

I lay there trembling, sticky, ruined, knowing nothing would ever be the same again.

It must have been the drug trial, I thought. Some fucking side effects.

Then Coleman’s voice cut through the haze. Low, deep, teasing. “I guess I better let Harris and Wallace know you’re here. They gonna want some.”
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Carolina's continuing misadventures at the Green Acres Senior Care Home.

To be notified of future filthy releases, follow me on Amazon at

http://amazon.com/author/mollypike

molly xo


Molly Pike
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An explicit, multi-part descent into submission, sexual rebirth, and husband-led humiliation. Each volume turns up the heat as Sarah sheds her shame and transforms into the fucktoy she was always meant to be.

Discover Becoming a Slut at Amazon

First Time Blacked

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 falls apart. Their neat little lives. Their marriages. Everything.

Discover First Time Blacked at Amazon

Hollywood Humiliation

A filthy, explicit erotica series following ambitious starlets as they face casting couches, public exposure, degrading auditions, and the kind of submission that leaves them trembling—and addicted.
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DC Disgrace

Young, driven women arrive in DC, beautiful, brilliant, and determined to succeed, eager to prove themselves—in government, in lobbying, in the investment banks. The first lesson they learn is to surrender everything.

Discover DC Disgrace at Amazon

Doing Deals

From Manhattan penthouses to Hollywood Hills mansions and superyachts on the open sea, these women are never afraid to go all in, because every success comes with a gasp-inducing commission and sometimes, the only way to the top is on your knees.

Discover Doing Deals at Amazon.
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Welcome aboard the superyacht Cyrene, where the champagne flows, the tips are fat, and every free-use stewardess understands the rules—serve without limits, submit without question, and surrender completely.

Discover Yachties at Amazon.

Makkuro Neon

Welcome to Great Nihongo Necroplex—Cyberpunk Erotica with a Filthy Edge.

Discover Makkuro Neon at Amazon.

Hot Holidays

Hannah is the kind of hotwife every man dreams about. And Paul is the kind of husband who loves to watch her with them ... Slutwife adventures for the holidays

Discover Hot Holidays at Amazon.

Inheritance Island

Surrounded by murderous traitors hiding in plain sight and faithful heirs who will do anything to survive, how can you know who to trust?

Welcome to Inheritance Island—Come for the million dollars. Stay for the thrills and kills.

Discover Inheritance Island at Amazon

Gold Medal Diaries

Welcome to the Olympic Village, where the world's elite athletes are free to explore their deepest, most forbidden taboos.

What happens in the Village has always stayed in the Village. That’s about to change ...

Discover Gold Medal Diaries at Amazon
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Falling Star

The President, His Brother, and the Movie Star

She was America’s sweetheart. Now, she’s nothing at all.

Discover Falling Star at Amazon
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