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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—Triage

The billionaire’s miracle drug worked too well.

When Carolina's favorite patients—three curmudgeonly old Black men—were excluded from the drug trial, she thought she was helping by slipping them stolen doses of the promising new drug. She had no idea what she was unleashing on herself.

Every corner of Green Acres is their playground now.

In storage rooms, on patient beds, bent over carts and tables, they take Carolina over and over again until she can't stand up

Until she’s dripping, shaking, and begging for mercy she doesn’t really want.

Triage (9,000 words) is the raw continuation of Carolina’s descent. Cornered in storage rooms, bent over patient beds, taken on her knees and on her back, Carolina’s shift becomes a relentless age-gap gangbang. If you crave interracial gangbangs, age-gap degradation, nurse humiliation, and young white women broken open beneath big Black bulls, this sequel will give you every last drop.

This is Carolina’s transformation in its filthiest form: interracial free use, brutal Black domination, and a young white nurse remade until she belongs to them.

Molly Pike

October 2025


Triage

Coleman tugged his zipper up like nothing had happened, like he hadn’t just split me open and filled me till I was dripping. The sound was like a razor blade dragged across my nerves. Sharp. Final. A sound that sealed what he has just done to me, packing it away as neatly as he was tucking his thick, dark cock back into his trousers.

He gave me one look, one smug little smirk, and said it—like a death sentence:

“I guess I better let Harris and Wallace know you’re here. They gonna want some.”

His voice was casual, indifferent. The words weren't a threat, not really. They were a statement of fact, delivered with the same flat tone he used to ask for a bedpan. He’d used me, broken me open over this cheap little table, and now he was just… passing me along.

I heard his footsteps shuffle out, the door sighing shut behind him, leaving me alone in the dim, humming silence. The air was thick with the smell of us—my sweat and pussy juices, Coleman’s old-man musk, and the cloying, salty scent of the cum he’d pumped into me. It was already starting to leak out, a hot, sticky trail making its way down my inner thigh.

I tried to straighten up, to push myself upright, to gather my clothes, my dignity, anything—but my knees wobbled, my legs gave out, and I crumpled down, sliding to the floor in a heap. My cunt ached like it had been rearranged. My whole body hummed with aftershocks, twitching, betraying me, reminding me of every brutal inch of his cock inside me.

He left me here. Like this. Like trash. The thought hit me harder than his hips ever had.

My mind started to spin, a frantic, nauseating carousel of images. His wrinkled skin, the wiry gray hairs on his chest, the way his old, liver-spotted hands had gripped my hips. He was old enough to be my grandfather. He smelled like my grandfather—that faint, dusty scent of mothballs and stale soap. Oh god. A wave of guilt so sharp it felt like a physical cramp clawed at my stomach. How could I? How could I let him? How could I have bent myself over this table for him and let him destroy me?

The shame rolled over me in a wave so hard I wanted to puke. My chest ached. My face burned hot.

But my body didn't care about guilt. My cunt was still pulsing in mindless, greedy aftershocks, clenching on ghosts. Another warm trickle of cum slid down my leg. I was disgusting. Filthy. Used.

And then a new thought, colder and sharper than the floor against my skin, pierced through the haze. Harris and Wallace.

Fear, pure and electric, jolted through me. What if they were just like him? What if they were just as big, just as ruthless? The memory of Coleman’s impossible size, the brutal stretching, the feeling of being filled past my limits, made me whimper. I couldn't take that again. Not from two more of them. They’d tear me in half.

What if they don’t even give me a choice?

The dread was a lead weight in my gut, but beneath it, something else stirred. A hot, shameful throb deep inside my swollen pussy. It pulsed in time with my frantic heartbeat. My body, that filthy traitor, still wanted more. It was aching and wet and ready.

I buried my face in my arms, shaking, whispering into the crook of my elbow: “I can’t. I can’t take any more.”

My hand, trembling, crept between my legs. I just wanted to check the mess, to feel the damage. My fingers met slick, swollen flesh and slid instantly into the wet heat of my own cunt, slicked with his cum. I pulled them back as if I’d been burned, staring at the pearly, sticky coating on my fingertips. The sight of it, the proof of how thoroughly I’d been used, should have made me sick. Instead, it sent another shiver of unwanted arousal right through me.

I rubbed my thighs together, desperate for some kind of relief, even as the guilt hollowed me out. I shouldn’t feel this way. I shouldn’t ache like this, not after what just happened. He was old. He was… fuck, he was ancient. And I’d begged him to stop, begged him—and then begged him to keep going. The memory twisted in me, a jagged blade, and still my body hummed like I was starving.

And then I heard them coming for me. The faint squeak of rubber soles on the hallway floor. Heavy footsteps, accompanied by a low, rumbling murmur of voices. The sounds echoed in the small room, reverberating in my chest like a countdown to my own execution. My breath caught in my throat. Panic clawed at me, screaming at me to get up, to run, to lock the door.

And yet… my pulse spiked with a dark, terrible anticipation.

Still sticky, still shaking, I scrambled to tug my scrub pants back up, but my legs wouldn’t cooperate. My thighs were weak, trembling too hard. Cum smeared when I pulled at the waistband and I whimpered, helpless.

The door creaked open. A slice of harsh fluorescent light cut across the room, blinding me for a second. Harris and Wallace filled the doorway, backlit and enormous, two hulking silhouettes against the harsh fluorescent light of the hall, their bodies blocking out the world. Then they stepped inside, and the door clicked shut behind them.

My stomach dropped.

Harris had a grin that stretched from ear to ear, a flash of white teeth in a dark face. His eyes landed on me, a crumpled, half-naked mess on the floor.

“Damn,” he drawled, his voice a low, smooth chuckle. “Coleman wasn’t lying. Look at you. You’re a mess.”

Heat flooded my face. I tried to crawl backward, to pull the hem of my top down, to make myself smaller, invisible. But I couldn’t hide the trembling. Couldn’t hide the way my body still pulsed, wet and open, even as fear rattled me.

Wallace was bigger, broader. He said nothing. He just stood there by the door with his arms crossed over his massive chest, his eyes dissecting me, raking over my bare thighs, the cum drying on my skin, the pathetic way I was trying and failing to pull my nurse's uniform down to cover myself.

I tried to push myself up, but my arms were shaking too hard and my legs wouldn't cooperate. I was completely exposed to their hungry, lingering stares. And my god, my body betrayed me again. I could feel my pussy give a wet, involuntary flutter, a twitch of pure, terrified excitement just from being looked at like that.

Harris took a step forward and squatted down in front of me, bringing us face to face. He smelled of coffee and something musky, something male. He reached out and tilted my chin up with two fingers, forcing me to meet his gaze. His eyes were dark and laughing.

“You look scared,” he murmured. “Don’t you worry, Carolina, sweetheart. We can see you’ve already had too much. And we’re not like Coleman.” He paused, letting the silence stretch, his thumb stroking my jaw. “We’ll take our time with you.”

“I can’t,” I said. “I can’t.”

“Oh, you can do something,” Harris said with a grin. “Really, when you think about it, it’s the least you can do.”

Somehow, they all knew that I had done this to them.

My heart hammered against my ribs like a trapped bird. Behind him, Wallace finally moved. “Get her on her knees,” he said. His voice was a low, quiet rumble, but it was an order absolute and final.

Knees.

The word slammed into me. Knees. My breath caught in my throat. I knew exactly what that meant, exactly what they’d want. I shook my head, clutching at my clothes, but the heat low in my belly betrayed me. The shame was unbearable, knowing how wet I still was, how my cunt fluttered just from being ordered. Fear churned, twisting with something darker, hotter, until I could barely breathe.

I hesitated for a beat too long, then, a shaky whisper escaped my lips, a desperate, pathetic bargain that shocked even me. “I can… use my hands,” I breathed, my voice cracking. “Both of you. Just let me… just let me help you.” Maybe they’d go easier. Maybe I could control how far this went.

Harris threw his head back and laughed, a full, delighted sound that bounced off the cinderblock walls. He shot a look over his shoulder at Wallace. “She wants it.”

Wallace stepped forward then, his heavy presence eclipsing the dim overhead light. The sound of his zipper was slow, deliberate, each tooth grinding with agonizing purpose. His voice was a low growl, right above my head.

“Then show us.”

There was no turning back. Harris took my wrist, his grip gentle but firm, and pulled me forward until I was kneeling on the cold tile between them. My bare knees protested, the skin of my thighs felt tacky with drying fluids, and my whole body ached with a deep, resonant soreness. I looked up, and my breath hitched.

Two cocks, both impossibly huge, were swelling to full, rigid attention right at eye level. They were thick, dark columns of flesh, crisscrossed with veins that stood out like ropes under taut, dark skin. They looked heavy, dangerous, dripping with promise. Coleman’s had been a shock, but seeing two at once, both at least as big as than his, was overwhelming. My own stupid offer, my last desperate attempt to keep some control, felt like a death sentence.

With hands that shook so badly I could barely control them, I reached out. One for each of them. I wrapped my fingers around their shafts, my small hands barely circling their immense girth. They were impossibly hot, the skin stretched tight and smooth, the muscles beneath twitching at my touch. I told myself this was all I would do. Just my hands. Just enough to get them off, to get this over with.

I started to stroke, my rhythm clumsy at first, then surer. I watched my pale hands moving up and down on their dark, thick lengths. With each pull, a bead of clear, slick precum pearled at the crowns of their dicks. My palms grew slick with it.

Harris leaned down, his breath warm against my ear, his voice a low, teasing chuckle. “Yeah, that’s it, Carolina girl. You were born for this. Don’t stop now, little nurse.”

Wallace just grunted, a deep, guttural sound that vibrated through my chest. His hips began to roll forward with my strokes, pushing his cock harder into my hand as if my touch alone wasn't enough.

The smell of them, raw and musky and male, filled my head. My lips felt dry. I licked them, and the faint, salty ghost of Coleman’s cum was still on my tongue. That taste, mixed with the overwhelming scent of fresh, aroused cock just inches from my face, shattered the last of my restraint.

I didn’t even think about it. My head tilted forward, my tongue darting out to give the swollen, purple head of Harris’s cock a slow, wet lick. Just a taste. Just to see.

His groan was sharp, immediate, a sound of pure pleasure that shot straight between my legs. I clenched around nothing, whimpering like the little slut I swore I wasn’t.

And just like that, the dam broke. Once I started, I couldn’t stop. The heat, the salty tang, the sheer, undeniable need pouring off both of them swamped my senses. I took Harris’s tip into my mouth, sucking greedily while my other hand kept pumping Wallace’s rigid shaft. Then I turned my head, letting Wallace’s heavy crown drag across my cheek before taking him into my mouth, my throat spasming as I tried to swallow him down.

Back and forth. Back and forth. It was sloppy, desperate. Drool and precum mingled, spilling from the corners of my mouth and dripping onto my fingers. My hands and mouth were a blur of motion, trying to service two cocks that seemed to grow thicker, harder, heavier with every passing second.

Harris laughed, a breathless, shaky sound. He fisted his hand in my hair, not painfully, but firmly, holding my head steady as I tried to take him deeper. “Damn, Coleman broke her open good,” he panted, his voice tight with oncoming pleasure. “She’s hungry now.”

Wallace stayed silent, but his hand came down on the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my hair, and he began to fuck my mouth. He forced me deeper onto his cock than I thought I could go, a thick, unyielding invasion that made me gag. The choked, wet sound I made only seemed to spur him on, his grunts growing louder, his hips slamming into my face with a brutal, steady rhythm.

My vision started to swim. The dual assault was too much. My jaw ached, my throat was raw, and my hands were cramping around their shafts. I was dizzy with it, high on their taste, their sounds, their scent. I wasn't begging them to stop, but my body was begging them to finish. My thighs squeezed together, my pussy throbbing violently with every pulse of their cocks in my mouth, with every slap of their balls against my chin.

Harris was the first to go. He pulled his cock from my mouth with a sharp gasp, his knuckles white as he fisted his shaft. “Oh, shit… here it comes…” he groaned, and then he erupted. Thick, hot ropes of cum blasted across my face, painting my cheek, my lips, my eyelashes. It was so thick it felt like paint, warm and sticky.

I was still panting, blinking through the mess on my face, when Wallace growled low in his throat. He didn’t pull out. He just jammed himself one last time to the back of my throat, his whole body shuddering, and unloaded. His orgasm was heavier, a massive, pulsing flood of scalding hot seed that filled my mouth and spilled over, dripping from my chin down onto my bare breasts.

I knelt there between them, dazed and filthy, blinking through a curtain of cum. My mouth was open, my jaw slack, and I could hear a soft whimpering sound. It took me a moment to realize it was coming from me. Not in protest. Not in pain. It was a sound of raw, broken, undeniable need.

Harris chuckled, wiping my cheek with his thumb, just smearing his cum across my skin in a thick, wet streak. He grinned his cruel grin down at me. “Knew you couldn’t say no.”

Wallace tucked his now-softening cock back into his pants. He was still watching me with that same quiet, unnerving intensity. He took one step back, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Tomorrow,” he said.

It was a promise. A command.

**

For a long moment, I just stayed there, kneeling on the cold, hard floor, the world a blurry, sticky mess. My face was tight from their drying cum, my throat was raw, and the space between my legs was a throbbing, weeping ache. My brain felt like it had been scooped out and replaced with cotton wool, empty of everything but the lingering taste of them and the echo of that one, final word. Tomorrow.

A hand landed on my shoulder. I flinched, my whole body seizing up, but the grip was steady, not cruel. I looked up into Harris’s face. The mocking grin was gone, replaced by something I couldn't read. Calm. Appraising.

“Come on now,” he said, his voice back to that low, smooth rumble. “Can’t leave you on the floor, little nurse. That’s no way to treat our favorite caregiver.”

He pulled, and Wallace moved in on my other side, his big hand sliding around my waist to hoist me up. My legs were useless, still trembling like a newborn foal's. They buckled instantly, and if it weren’t for the two of them holding me up, I would have gone right back down. I was wedged between their two massive, warm bodies, my head lolling against Wallace’s shoulder. I was a rag doll, completely at their mercy, and the terrifying part was that, in that moment, I didn't mind. The fight had been fucked right out of me.

They half-carried, half-walked me to the small en-suite bathroom, their heavy, solid frames boxing me in. The fluorescent light in there was even harsher, and when I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror over the sink, a choked gasp escaped my lips. My hair was a mess, stuck to my face with sweat and seed. My mascara was smudged into black tear-tracks down my cheeks. My mouth and chin were smeared with a thick, white glaze that dripped down onto the collar of my uniform. I looked wrecked. I looked fucking destroyed.

Wallace turned on the tap, testing the water with his finger before soaking a cheap, beige washcloth. He turned back to me, his expression unreadable. Harris leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, watching the show.

I expected it to be rough, humiliating. But it wasn't. Wallace’s movements were methodical, efficient, almost… clinical. He started with my face, his large, dark hand surprisingly gentle as he wiped the sticky mess from my cheeks, my eyelids, my lips. He was thorough, rinsing the cloth and wiping again and again until my skin was clean, though it still felt tender underneath. I just stood there, braced between his body and the sink, letting him do it. Letting him clean me. It felt surreal, like a dream. He was washing his own cum off my face as if he were cleaning a counter after a spill. The sheer, detached intimacy of it made my stomach flutter.

Then he nudged my legs apart with his knee. I tensed, but he just knelt, using a fresh, wet cloth to carefully clean the drips from my inner thighs, his knuckles brushing against my swollen, sensitive cunt with each pass. Every touch, no matter how incidental, sent a little jolt straight through me. A wave of heat washed over me, a fresh slick of moisture weeping from my abused flesh. I was being cleaned by the man who had just used my mouth like a toilet, and it was making me wet all over again.

When he was done, he tossed the cloth in the sink and stood up. Harris pushed off the doorframe. “My turn,” he said, grabbing a handful of coarse paper towels from the dispenser. He started drying my face, his touch less gentle, more proprietary. He dried my neck, then pushed the damp fabric of my uniform aside to dry the skin on my chest.

He helped me pull myself together, straightening my top, trying to smooth the wrinkles from my skirt.

They walked me to the door of the room, one on each side, their presence a silent, overwhelming promise. Wallace opened it, his hand lingering on the small of my back.

“Tomorrow,” he reminded me, his voice a low, final command.

The word hung in the air between us. It wasn't a question. It was the closing statement of a contract I hadn't realized I’d signed in cum and spit. I looked from his dark, unblinking eyes to Harris's waiting smirk. The fight was gone. The denial was gone. All that was left was a hollowed-out ache and a strange, terrifying certainty.

“Yes,” I heard myself whisper, the word thin and reedy in the quiet room. I cleared my throat, a little bit of defiance, a little bit of something else—eagerness?—creeping into my voice as I met Wallace's gaze. “Tomorrow… I’m all yours.”

A slow smile spread across Wallace’s face. Harris just chuckled. I turned to leave, to escape into the relative safety of the empty, sterile hallway.

SMACK.

The sound cracked through the silence. My whole body jolted as the hefty slap of a large palm connected squarely with my ass. It was hard enough to sting, to leave the full imprint of a hand burning through the thin fabric of my skirt. A sharp, involuntary gasp escaped my lips, and my cunt clenched so hard I nearly saw stars.

I didn't look back. I just walked, my legs still a little unsteady, my cheek still tingling from the phantom touch of Wallace’s washcloth, my ass burning with the very real brand of his hand. Each step I took down that long, empty corridor was a confirmation. The sting was a reminder. The wetness already gathering between my legs again was a betrayal. A promise.

I was theirs now. And god help me, I think I wanted it.

**

Slipping through the front door felt like an act of espionage. The house was dark and silent, smelling of the pot roast my mom had made for dinner and Murphy’s Oil Soap. Normal. Safe. Wholesome. It felt like a foreign country. I crept up the stairs, each tread groaning under my weight, a cannon shot in the stillness. I could hear the faint drone of the television from my parents’ bedroom, the sound of my dad’s low, rumbling snoring. They were right on the other side of the wall.

My own bed, with its stupid floral comforter, felt like a lie. I stripped out of my uniform, which smelled faintly of antiseptic and old men and their cum, and threw it in a heap in the corner of my closet. After a shower where I scrubbed my skin until it was red and raw, I slipped under the covers. The clean, cool cotton sheets were an agony against my tender skin. The deep, internal ache in my pussy was a constant, throbbing reminder. The hot sting on my ass, a brand I could feel even through my thin pajama shorts, pulsed with every beat of my heart.

I couldn’t sleep.

My body was a live wire. My mind was a racetrack, images flashing behind my eyelids with dizzying speed. Coleman’s wrinkled, determined face. Harris and Wallace’s thick, dark cocks rising up in front of me. The feel of Wallace’s hand on the back of my head, forcing me down. The hot, thick splash of their cum on my face.

I was terrified. A deep, primal fear that I was in over my head, that I had stumbled into something that would chew me up and spit me out.

But I was also excited. So fucking excited my teeth were buzzing.

My hands started to move before my brain gave them permission. It was an itch, a compulsion. One hand drifted down my stomach, over the waistband of my shorts. My fingers traced the faint sting on my ass through the fabric, and a low, electric hum started deep inside me. The touch was a spark on a trail of gasoline.

This was insane. My parents were only feet away. The wall was paper thin. They could hear anything. A creak of the bed, a sharp intake of breath. The thought should have stopped me cold. Instead, it just added a new, thrilling layer of filth to what I was about to do.

Slowly, tentatively, I slipped my hand down the front of my shorts. My pussy was still swollen, the lips puffy and tender, and already slick with a wetness that had nothing to do with my shower. My fingers found my clit, and a choked sob of need caught in my throat. It was exquisitely sensitive, a raw little nerve of pure, shameless want. I began to circle it, my touch light at first, my hips starting to rock in a slow, involuntary rhythm against the mattress.

My eyes squeezed shut, and the fantasies came, sharp and overwhelming. I wasn't in my safe, suburban bedroom anymore. I was back on the cold linoleum floor. Harris was kneeling in front of me, that cruel, amused grin on his face. “You’re a mess,” his voice echoed in my head. I could almost feel his thumb stroking my jaw, and my clit pulsed harder under my own touch.

My other hand crept down, my fingers sliding over my wetness, assessing the entrance to my cunt. It was still stretched, still tender, but it was weeping for more. I pushed two fingers inside, and the feeling of being filled, even by my own hand, made me bite my lip to keep from crying out. I imagined Wallace. Not his voice—he barely had one—but his presence. His sheer, brutal size. I imagined trying to take his whole massive cock inside this aching, desperate part of me. The thought of the pain, the stretching, the feeling of being split open by him, sent a wave of heat crashing through me. My fingers pumped in and out, faster now, slick with my own juices.

I imagined Coleman holding my ankles, pushing them back to my ears, his old, surprisingly strong body pounding into me without a shred of tenderness. A deep, guttural grunt escaped my throat, and I froze, listening. Nothing. Just the hum of the house, my father’s steady snoring.

The desperation was clawing at me now. I wanted more. Tomorrow. What would they do to me tomorrow?

The fantasy shifted. It wasn't just them one at a time. It was all three of them. In that little room, with me in the middle. They wouldn't just use my pussy. They'd use my ass. I just knew it. The thought of one of them—Wallace, it had to be Wallace—forcing his huge, thick cock into that tight, virgin space while Harris held my head and made me suck him off… The image was so vile, so degrading, it was almost too much. My hips bucked against my hand.

They'd pass me between them like a bottle. Hold me down. Turn me over. Use every single part of me until I was nothing but a whimpering, cum-drenched wreck. They wouldn’t stop until I begged them to, and even then, they’d just laugh.

My breath was coming in ragged, silent gasps. I was so close, my whole body coiled tight like a spring. I thought about the three of them, standing over me tomorrow, their big, black cocks hard and waiting. I thought about the word Wallace had spoken like a sentence. Tomorrow.

My back arched, my hips bucking against my hand, and I had to slam my other hand over my mouth, biting down hard on my knuckles to swallow the scream. My orgasm ripped through me, a silent, violent spasm that made my whole body clench and shudder. It was something like an exorcism, hot and sharp, my cunt contracting again and again around my fingers, milking out a thick, slick gush of fluid that soaked my shorts and the sheets beneath me.

I lay there panting, my heart trying to beat its way out of my chest, my knuckles sore from my own teeth. The house was still. My parents were still sleeping. They had no idea their daughter, their good little girl, was lying in a pool of her own filth, destroyed by a fantasy of three old Black men.

The fear was gone. The orgasm had burned it away, leaving something else in its place. A hollow, aching hunger. The soreness in my body was no longer a complaint. It was a challenge.

Tomorrow couldn't come soon enough.

**

I woke up feeling like I’d been in a car wreck. A dull, grinding ache had settled deep in my jaw, and my lips were chapped and raw, a constant, stinging reminder of how I’d spent my night. Every muscle in my body was stiff, protesting as I peeled myself from the sweat-dampened sheets.

My morning shower felt like a punishment. I stood under the scalding spray, scrubbing my skin with a loofah until it was an angry, blotchy red. The drive to work was a twenty-minute panic attack. My stomach was a knot of terrified butterflies, and my hands were slick with sweat on the steering wheel. I’d pulled on my clean, pressed scrubs, yanking the V-neck higher on my chest, tying my blonde hair back into a severe, tight bun. It was my armor. A pathetic attempt to look like the competent, professional nurse I was supposed to be, not the used-up little slut they had turned me into. I just had to get through the day. Please, God, don't let anyone notice.

The prayer died on my lips the moment I stepped onto the floor.

They were waiting. Harris and Wallace, leaning against the wall at the far end of the long, sterile corridor, like two ancient, dark gargoyles guarding the entrance to hell. They didn't move. They didn't speak. They just watched me, their eyes following my every step. My heart started hammering against my ribs, a frantic, trapped bird. I tried to look away, to focus on the charts in my hand, but I could feel their gaze on me like a physical touch, heavy and possessive.

A warm, heavy hand landed on the small of my back. I jumped, a little squeak of terror escaping me.

“Easy now, little nurse,” Coleman’s voice rumbled from right behind me.

I hadn’t even heard him approach. He was there, his presence solid and inescapable, his hand guiding me forward, steering me down the hall directly toward the other two. His authority was so calm, so unhurried, that fighting it didn't even seem like an option. My feet just moved, one in front of the other, carrying me toward my doom.

He didn't steer me toward a patient's room. He guided me to the steel door of the supply closet. Harris pushed off the wall and pulled it open. The air that wafted out smelled of bleach and latex gloves. Coleman’s hand pushed firmly on my back, propelling me inside. Harris followed, and the last thing I saw before the door clicked shut was Wallace’s bulk filling the frame. Then the sound of the lock turning. A solid, final thunk.

My breath hitched. The small room was cramped, filled with shelves of bedpans and sterile wipes. Harris and Wallace stood in front of me, blocking the only exit. Without a word, they both unzipped their trousers. Two thick, dark, heavy cocks swung free, already semi-hard.

My body reacted before my brain could. It was automatic. A conditioned response I’d learned in just one night. My knees buckled, and I sank down onto the cold, dusty floor in front of them. The back of my throat tightened with a Pavlovian gag reflex just at the sight of them. It’ll just be quick, I told myself, a frantic, desperate lie. Just their cocks in my mouth. Just get it over with.

Harris stepped forward, his cock, now fully rigid, aimed at my face. He grabbed a handful of my hair, tilting my head back. Behind me, I felt Coleman’s presence, his hand coming down to stroke my hair with a gesture that was almost gentle.

“Open wide, nurse,” he whispered, his voice a low, soothing command.

I opened my mouth. Harris didn't hesitate. He pushed himself deep, his thick, salty length sliding past my lips, my teeth, ramming into the back of my throat. I gagged, my eyes watering, but Coleman’s hand on the back of my head held me steady. To my right, Wallace was stroking his own massive cock, his pace quickening, his hips rolling. A thick, clear drop of precum dripped from his tip, landing on my cheek with a wet little splat.

I was trapped. A cock in my mouth, another one dripping on my face, and a hand holding me in place like a piece of equipment. Harris started to fuck my mouth, his pace rough, his balls slapping against my chin. I could hear him groaning, the sound vibrating through my skull. Then he tensed, pulling out just enough to aim.

“Nnngh… fuck…” he grunted, and a thick, hot load shot out, splattering across my lips and chin, so thick it was like glue.

Before I could even swallow, Wallace stepped forward. “My turn,” he growled. He didn't bother with my mouth. He just grabbed his cock and unloaded all over the top half of my face, painting my forehead and my closed eyelids with hot, stinging ropes of cum.

It was everywhere. I couldn't see. My face was soaked in a cocktail of spit, precum, and their combined loads. I tried to pull away, to wipe my eyes, but Coleman’s hand tightened in my hair, holding me still.

“Just a minute,” he said, his voice calm. “Let it soak in.”

He was making me wear it. Making me kneel there, blind and filthy, while the evidence of what they’d done to me cooled on my skin. After what felt like an eternity, he let go. The lock clicked. The door opened.

“Clean yourself up,” he said, his tone dismissive. “You’ve got work to do. We’ll catch you later.”

They left me there. I scrambled to the small utility sink in the corner, my hands shaking as I splashed cold water on my face. I scrubbed with a coarse paper towel, my skin raw and burning by the time I was done. But when I looked in the small, cracked mirror, the evidence was still there. My face was flushed a blotchy red, my lips were swollen and puffy, and though the cum was gone, I could still smell it. It was on my skin, in my hair, a phantom stench that clung to me like a second skin. And I had a whole day of work ahead of me.

I walked back out onto the floor feeling like a ghost. I moved through the motions of my job on pure autopilot. Wrap the blood pressure cuff around a frail, papery arm. Listen to the rhythmic thump-thump through my stethoscope. Read the numbers. Mark the chart. My voice was a raw, scratchy whisper when I had to speak, and I felt a phantom tightness under my chin where a string of drool I’d missed had dried on my skin. I kept tugging at the collar of my scrubs, convinced the whole world could smell Harris and Wallace on me, that sickly-sweet, salty odor that seemed to have permeated my very pores.

Every pair of eyes I met felt like an accusation. Mrs. Gable in 304, with her kind, cloudy blue eyes, seemed to stare right through me. Mr. Henderson in 307, who always told the same dirty joke about a priest and a rabbi, just watched me in silence. I felt like I was wearing a sign, a big, flashing neon arrow pointing to the swollen redness of my lips. WHORE.

Shame was a physical thing, a series of crashing waves that left me breathless. God, I’m still their nurse. The thought was a constant, looping refrain of self-loathing. I'm supposed to be taking care of them. Checking their charts, bringing them water, making sure they’re comfortable. Not… this. Not kneeling in a supply closet for them. But then, inevitably, the image of Harris’s face, tight with pleasure as he groaned into my mouth, would flash behind my eyes. And my cunt, that filthy, traitorous part of me, would give a hot, wet twitch deep inside my scrubs. My body didn't care about shame. It only remembered the pleasure.

By midday, I was running on fumes, my nerves shot. All I wanted was five minutes alone. Five minutes to breathe, to splash more water on my face, to try and feel like a human being again. Lunch. I could grab my sad little turkey sandwich from the staff lounge and eat it in my car. Praying the room would be empty, I pushed the door open and slipped inside.

It wasn't empty.

Coleman was there, sprawled in one of the worn-out armchairs, his long legs stretched out in front of him. He was just… waiting. He watched me freeze in the doorway, a slow, knowing smile spreading across his face. He didn't say hello. He just patted his thigh, a simple, non-negotiable command.

“Sit.”

I hesitated for a fraction of a second, my whole body screaming no, run, get out. But his eyes held me fast. When I didn't move quickly enough, his hand shot out and clamped around my wrist, his grip like iron. He yanked me forward, pulling me off balance until I stumbled right into his lap. His other hand was already at his zipper. The sound was deafening in the quiet room. His cock sprang free, thick and glistening with precum, pressing hot and insistent against my stomach through the thin fabric of my scrubs.

There was no time for preamble, no time for excuses or condoms or thought. He was already working my scrub pants down with one practiced hand, tugging them until they were bunched around one ankle. His other hand bunched up my top, exposing my bare stomach and the lacy edge of my panties.

He pushed my panties aside, grabbed my hips, and positioned me over the thick, purple head of his cock. “Easy now,” he murmured, but his tone said this would be anything but. He guided me down.

Oh, god. The pain was a sharp, splitting agony. He was so fucking big. I felt myself stretching, tearing, filled to a bursting point that felt impossible. A cry tore from my throat, but he was ready for it, pulling my head down to his shoulder so I could muffle the sound against the rough fabric of his shirt. For a moment, I just stayed there, impaled, my vision swimming with black spots, tears stinging my eyes.

“That’s my good girl,” he whispered against my ear, his hands stroking my back, my ass. “You can take it. You know you can.”

Slowly, shakily, I began to move. A hesitant rise, a painful descent. He just watched me, his dark eyes hooded with pleasure, his big hands clamped on my hips to control the rhythm. He guided my bounces, pushing me down hard, pulling me up slow, making me take every brutal inch of him again and again. And god, the pain was starting to change. It was still there, a deep, tearing ache, but something else was coiling around it. A hot, desperate pleasure. The friction of his massive cock sliding in and out of my tight, abused pussy was building a pressure inside me that was undeniable. I was close. So close.

“That’s it,” he grunted, gazing up at me, a possessive, proud look in his eyes. “Ride my old black cock, little nurse. Show me how much you like it.”

My head fell back, a low moan escaping my lips. I was completely lost in the sensation, bouncing on his lap like a woman possessed. An orgasm was building, a huge, crashing wave about to break.

That’s when I heard the low chuckle from behind me.

My eyes snapped open. My head twisted around. Harris was standing there, his own huge cock out and already slick in his hand. He was masturbating just watching us. Watching me, my tits bouncing with every thrust, my face a mask of agonized pleasure. He laughed again, a low, dirty sound that sent a fresh wave of shame and excitement right through me.

The sight of him, the sheer, brazen filth of it all, was the final push. The orgasm hit me, a violent, full-body convulsion. My back arched, my cunt clenched down on Coleman’s massive cock with punishing force, and a scream I couldn't hold back ripped from my throat.

My climax seemed to trigger his. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound, and I felt him pulsing deep inside me, a hot, sticky flood of his seed filling my womb, so much of it I could feel the warmth spreading through my lower belly. At the same moment, Harris grunted as his own orgasm shuddered through him. He shot his load in thick, sticky ropes that landed in my hair, matting the blonde strands together.

I collapsed against Coleman’s chest, boneless and panting, my body still twitching with aftershocks. He kept me there for a moment, his cock still buried deep inside me, then he pulled out with a wet, sloppy sound.

He pushed me off his lap and stood up, calmly zipping his pants. “Get dressed,” he said, his voice back to that flat, indifferent tone. “Break’s over.”

I stumbled back to my feet, my legs shaking. I rearranged my panties, which were soaked through, and then pulled up my scrubs. I could feel his cum inside me, a heavy, warm pool.

The walk from the lounge to the nearest bathroom was the longest ten seconds of my life. My legs were trembling so badly I had to brace myself against the wall. Every step was a squelch, a hot, wet reminder of the load Coleman had pumped deep inside me, already beginning its slow, sticky escape, a secret, shameful warmth against my skin.

I practically fell through the bathroom door, locking it behind me with a shaky hand. The face in the mirror was a stranger’s. Her pupils were blown wide, her lips were swollen and red, and her cheeks were flushed with the raw, brutal blush of her orgasm. And her hair… thick, white streaks of Harris’s cum were plastered to the side of her head, already stiffening, gluing blonde strands together in a disgusting, crusty mess.

Panic, sharp and cold, sliced through the post-orgasmic haze. I couldn't go back out there like this. I couldn't.

I yanked a handful of paper towels from the dispenser and soaked them under the tap, the water shockingly cold. I started scrubbing at my hair, trying to work the sticky mess out. It was useless. It just smeared, making a larger patch of my hair damp and sticky. It smelled faintly of bleach and sex. I wanted to scream. I wanted to shave my head.

My panties were a lost cause. They were soaked through, a disgusting mess of my own slickness and Coleman’s thick, heavy seed. I peeled them off, the wet fabric making a sucking sound as it left my skin, and shoved the wad of soiled lace to the bottom of the trash can, burying it under a mountain of used paper towels. Going commando under my thin scrub pants felt reckless, obscene. I could feel every slight shift of the fabric against my swollen, sensitive cunt. I could feel the slow, warm trickle as more of Coleman’s load leaked out of me, running down my inner thigh.

I worked on my hair again, my scrubbing frantic now, tearing at the strands. I managed to get the worst of it out, but the patch was still damp, still felt… wrong. Stiff. I pulled my hair out of its bun, shaking it loose and trying to rearrange it to cover the spot, my fingers trembling.

Finally, I gave up. It was as good as it was going to get. I took one last look at the wrecked girl in the mirror, her eyes wide with a terror that was quickly being replaced by a kind of numb resignation. I splashed cold water on my face, took a deep, shuddering breath, and unlocked the door.

Walking back into the ward was like stepping onto a stage, the harsh fluorescent lights feeling like spotlights. I was acutely aware of the damp patch in my hair, the lack of underwear, the hot, wet feeling between my legs. I was a walking, talking crime scene, and I was sure everyone could see the evidence.

The afternoon bled into a blur of meaningless tasks. I refilled water pitchers, fluffed pillows, and charted temperatures, all while feeling the phantom dampness between my legs. The lack of panties was a constant, raw-nerved awareness. Every time I bent over, I felt a fresh, warm trickle of Coleman’s seed start to leak from my overused cunt. I walked with my thighs pressed tightly together, a desperate and useless attempt to hold it all in.

I was counting the minutes until my shift ended, a frantic, silent prayer on a loop in my head. Just let me get out of here. Just let me go home.

I was heading for the nurses' station when a large, dark hand closed around my arm. I didn't even have to look. I knew that quiet, heavy presence. Wallace.

He didn't say a word. There was no banter, no mocking smile. His face was a stoic, unreadable mask. He simply turned and started walking, pulling me along with him. His grip was inescapable, his strength effortless. He dragged me into his room and shut the door behind us, the click of the latch echoing the finality of the supply closet lock earlier that morning.

He turned me to face him, his big hands landing on my shoulders, and simply pushed. I stumbled backwards until the backs of my knees hit the edge of his bed, and I collapsed onto the mattress. The sheets were crisp and cool, the paper protector beneath them crinkling loudly in the silent room. Without a word, he yanked my scrubs down, took my ankles, and spread my legs wide, pushing my knees up toward my chest.

I was completely exposed, my scrub top ridden up to my ribs, my bare, swollen pussy open to the air. He unzipped his pants, and his cock sprang free, thick and dark and impossibly long. He was already hard, a bead of clear fluid glistening at the tip.

He positioned himself between my legs, and when he pushed inside me, I felt a disgusting, wet squelch. My body was still so full of Coleman’s load that Wallace’s entry forced it out, a pearly white gush spilling onto the clean sheets beneath me. He was just as big as Coleman, a thick, brutal invasion that stretched my raw tissues to their breaking point.

But his rhythm was different. It was slow. Deliberate. A deep, grinding pace that was less about frantic release and more about pure, dominating possession. He pushed in to the hilt, held himself there for a beat, making me feel every single inch of his length, then pulled back with agonizing slowness before thrusting deep again. I whimpered, my toes curling, my fingers digging into the mattress. Shame was a drowning tide, a hot, black wave of self-loathing that I was letting this happen, that I was so easily broken. But my body… my body was wetter now than it had been all day. His slow, relentless friction was stroking some deep, hidden nerve inside me, and my cunt was flooding with my own slickness, rising up to meet him.

My orgasm was a slow-motion unraveling. It started deep in my belly, a low, coiling heat that spread through my limbs, making them heavy and useless. It built with an agonizing lack of urgency, each of his deep, grinding thrusts pushing me closer to the edge. I was panting, my head thrashing on the pillow, a continuous, low moan escaping my lips. When it finally crested, it wasn't a sharp peak but a long, shuddering plateau of pure, overwhelming sensation that went on and on, my inner muscles clenching and milking his cock in a mindless, greedy rhythm.

I thought he would finish then. I thought it was over. But he didn’t stop. He just kept moving, that same slow, punishing pace, pushing me past the point of pleasure into a state of raw, overstimulated sensitivity. My orgasm subsided, leaving me trembling and tender, and still he fucked me.

That’s when he finally spoke, his voice a low rumble that vibrated from his chest down through his cock and into the depths of my body.

“We’re grateful, you know,” he said, his eyes locked on mine. “For what you did for us. With the medicine. Whatever it was.” He thrust deeper, a single, powerful push that made me gasp. “And for what you’re giving us now.”

His words, his calm, quiet gratitude, were more shocking than any insult. He was thanking me for this. By destroying me.

“It’ll calm down soon,” he promised, his hips continuing their slow, grinding torture. “This… power. It’ll level out. Life will get a little easier for you.” He paused, his cock swelling even thicker inside me. “But we’ll all still want you. At least once a day.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. Once a day. This wasn’t a temporary madness. This was a new reality. My new job description. The shock of it, the sheer horror of that promise, collided with the relentless physical pleasure, and it sent another orgasm ripping through me, this one more violent, more tumultuous than the first. I screamed, a raw, ragged sound of despair and release.

My climax pushed him over his own edge. He growled, a deep, animal sound, and I felt his cock start to pulse. It wasn't a quick explosion. It went on and on and on, an endless, powerful series of contractions that flooded me with his seed. I felt everything. Every twitch of his muscles, every powerful pulse, every hot, thick jet of cum filling me until I thought I would split open. He emptied himself into me completely, a seemingly bottomless flood that left me feeling weighted down, overflowing with him.

When he finally pulled out, the gush of cum that followed, a mixture of his and Coleman’s, was a hot, sticky river that soaked the bed. I just lay there, limp and boneless, my thighs aching from being held open for so long.

Eventually, I struggled to sit up. Pulling on my scrubs was a clumsy, humiliating process. The fabric clung to my damp, sticky skin. Walking back into the hall felt like wading through molasses. My thighs chafed with every step, the skin slick with the overflow of Wallace’s seed. A wet, squishing sound accompanied my every move.

It was the end of my shift. I was finally, blessedly, free to go. But I knew, with a certainty that settled deep in my bones, that I wasn’t free at all. Not while my three old men were like this. How long could one dose of those meds last? And what would I do when these effects subsided? Sigh in relief, or steal them some more?
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