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

She came to solve a problem. The problem had other ideas.
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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—Shark

She came to solve a problem. The problem had other ideas.

Jessica Taylor is a shark. A lethal legal weapon in a custom suit.

She fixes things for a ruthless billionaire. She's calculating, cold, and ambitious as hell.

So, when she’s sent to Green Acres to handle the drug trial that went wrong, she expects to be back in her corner office next day.

She couldn't be more wrong.

Because three old Black men hold all the cards and they're not settling.

Dosed with the billionaire's secret miracle virility drug, they threaten to bring a lawsuit that could ruin all his plans.

And when he tells Jessica to "Make it go away ... by absolutely any means necessary ..." he leaves her no choice.

Shark (11,000 words) is the raw continuation of Nurse and Triage. Nurse Carolina is gone, taken by the billionaire Grant Whitmore who has left his counsel Jessica Taylor behind to deal with the big Black bulls Carolina created by mistake. If you love to see a powerful young white woman driven to her knees by big Black cocks, Jessica will give you everything you want.

These are the opening chapter in Jessica's transformation. Expect interracial free use, brutal Black domination, and a young white lawyer broken and remade until she belongs to them.

Molly Pike

November 2025


Shark

5:00 a.m. The city outside my windows was still smudged with night, a thing I had no time for. Time was money to me.

I ran my shower hot enough to strip any lingering weakness from my skin. Three full minutes. I didn’t have time for more. The woman in the mirror was a familiar. An asset so far. Men looked. I knew they did. My body and my face. I had seen it in boardrooms, during depositions—that brief, flicker of appraisal in their eyes. I never saw it as flattery, but I found it useful, a vulnerability I could exploit. Sex was a messy time-suck I had no interest in, but the power of being desired… that was a currency I understood and sometimes traded in. One more weapon in my armory.

My closet had been styled by an expert, to give me the right look, all day, every day, and make choosing easy for me. Business was monochrome. Black. White. Gray. Today, I chose the Zegna suit with the sharpest shoulders, the one that made me feel like I was wearing armor plating. The silk of the blouse was a cool, indifferent caress against my skin. As I slid the platinum cufflinks into place, a low thrum started in my chest. Pure anticipation for the day ahead.

A direct summons from Whitmore himself. A trip on one of his jets. This must be more than a clean-up job. This must be a test. A chance to prove myself.

Whispers had been circulating for weeks, and more than anything, the senior counsel position was about loyalty, about making awkward problems go away, a willingness to handle the… unsavory. The kind of corporate wetwork that kept the billionaire reputation pristine. This trip, this "compromised asset" at some backwater nursing home, felt like an audition. Maybe the final exam.

My Tumi clicked shut, a neat, final sound. A period at the end of a sentence. My life packed into logical, airtight compartments. No room for emotion. No margin for error.

I gave myself one final assessment in the mirror. The woman looking back was a weapon, a loaded gun. Sharp, polished, and ready. The file was on the counter: Carolina Brooks. A nurse. The photo showed a young, pretty, soft face. My job was to be the bullet that ended the problem. Clinical. Final. Precise.

I smiled at myself before I turned away. A faint, cold ghost of a smile. Let the others handle mergers and acquisitions. All the real power was buried in the filth, in the quiet, dirty work that kept the empire clean. And I was hungry for it.

The town car was a silent, black cocoon, slicing through the awakening city. The leather smelled of money and discretion. I didn't waste time looking through the window. The world outside was at best a distraction, at worst messy data. Inside, there was only the mission, the file on my lap, and the humming engine of my own ambition.

At the private airfield, I moved with a purpose that parted the air in front of me. I felt the glances from the ground crew, the pilots—pings on my personal radar, registered and dismissed.

I was the first of the team to arrive and board the jet. I claimed a seat by myself, a single leather throne, and opened my tablet. The numbers, the data, the cold, hard facts of the case file—this was my comfort zone. Maybe my sanctuary.

The others from the legal team trickled in, a murmur of expensive suits and quiet, professional greetings. Then security. And then, Grant Whitmore.

The air grew thinner, sharper. He was looking dapper in a simple, dark cashmere sweater and trousers that probably cost more than my student loan payments and my monthly mortgage combined. He radiated a kind of predatory energy that was both terrifying and intoxicating. His eyes, the color of a winter sky, swept the cabin, taking inventory of his assets.

Then they pinned me.

His gaze lingered for a fraction of a second longer than was professionally necessary. It wasn't a lecherous stare. Not really. It was more… proprietary. An audit, perhaps. An owner surveying a prized, valuable possession. He nodded, once, and a flicker of something—approval? acknowledgment?—passed through his eyes before he moved on. My heart gave a single, hard, involuntary thud against my ribs. The low-grade static from the ground crew was nothing compared to this. This was a lightning strike.

I didn’t know the man. But I knew the legend. Ruthless. Narcissistic. A man who collected companies and women with the same cold, acquisitive hunger and need. The whispers about his appetites, his… intensity… were as much a part of his brand as his celebrated search for immortality. Sex, for him, would be a hostile takeover.

I looked down at my tablet, pretending to read, but the words were a blur, a meaningless jumble. A cold calculation formed in my mind, a strategic flowchart devoid of heat. Spreading my legs for him. It was a line item I’d considered before. An expenditure of dignity against a massive potential return. To be the woman who had the king's ear—and his cock—would be a position of absolute power. Senior Counsel would be a signing bonus.

I crossed my legs, the sound of the wool suit a soft, metallic shhhh.

The thought of fucking a billionaire did nothing for my cunt. But then, nothing did. There was no heat, no wetness. Just a cold, sharp spike of ambition so pure it was thrilling. The idea of leveraging the one thing men like him saw as a weakness and turning it into a weapon… that would be one hell of a power play.

The jet hit cruising altitude and the engines settled into the low hum of money erasing geography. Whitmore stood, and the cabin became his courtroom.

"Alright," he said, his voice slicing the quiet. "Let's get to it."

He didn't use a screen or a presentation. He didn't need to. He paced the aisle, his movements economical and precise, painting a picture with cold, hard facts. He spoke of "Compound V," a proprietary formula. A "containment breach" by a low-level employee. "Unforeseen biological consequences" in three test subjects who were not part of any approved trial. The words were sterile scalpels, excising the messy, human truth. He never said "drug." He never said "aphrodisiac." It was all cold, corporate-speak, a masterclass in corporate sanitation.

"Our primary objectives," he concluded, his gaze sweeping over each of us, "are threefold. One: asset recovery. The employee, Carolina Brooks, is to be contained and extracted. Two: subject containment. The three residents—Harris, Wallace, and Coleman—are to be isolated and prepped for long-term observation. Three: absolute discretion. This event never happened. There will be no paper trail, no witnesses, no loose ends. Is that understood?"

The quiet chorus of "Yes, sir" was for the others. I was already in motion, my mind building the legal firewalls, drafting the NDAs, running threat assessments. This was my element.

The landing was a whisper, as smooth as the takeoff. On the tarmac, a fleet of identical, black SUVs was waiting, their engines purring, their tinted windows reflecting the flat, gray sky. It was an invasion force, a corporate army descending on this unsuspecting patch of nowhere.

Whitmore moved toward the lead vehicle. I started to follow, assuming my position as part of the primary team. But he paused, turning to Marcus Jones—my primary rival for senior counsel, a smarmy, handsome sycophant with a law degree from Yale and an unearned sense of entitlement.

"Marcus," Whitmore said, "ride with me. I want to go over the preliminary extraction protocol."

Marcus shot me a smirk that was all teeth and triumph before sliding in next to Whitmore. The door sealed with a solid, definitive thump. I was left on the tarmac, the jet wash a hot, furious wind whipping at my suit. Relegated to the second car with two security grunts who looked like they were carved from stone.

The humiliation was a hot, metallic taste in the back of my throat. I kept my face a mask of bored indifference as I got into my assigned car, the leather cold and alien. The ride to Green Acres was silent. A funeral procession. I stared out the window at the bleak, uninspiring landscape, but I didn't see it at all. I saw Marcus in that lead car, breathing Whitmore's air, cementing his position, while I was boxed in with the fucking help.

The anger didn't last. It was an inefficient emotion. It cooled, hardened, and sharpened into a diamond-hard point of resolve. This wasn't a setback. It was a test. An opportunity. Whitmore hadn't picked a winner. He'd started a fight. And I don't lose fights. By the time the convoy slid to a halt before the deceptively calm facade of the Green Acres Elder Care Facility, my mind was a clean, cold weapon. The game was on.

We established a command post in the facility manager's office, a cramped, beige room that smelled of stale coffee and quiet desperation. Within minutes, it was transformed into a nerve center. Security personnel moved with silent, unobtrusive grace, tapping into the building's internal systems. My place was at a large monitor, a god's-eye view of the entire facility, piped in from the dozens of discreet security cameras.

Marcus stood beside me, a smug, proprietary air about him, as if he were personally responsible for the efficiency of the operation. I ignored him. My focus was on the screens. On finding the target.

And there she was. Main ward. Carolina Brooks. Just a girl in a simple white uniform, pushing a medication cart. Even on the grainy feed, you could see the exhaustion, the bruised shadows under her eyes. She looked fragile. Haunted.

"Target acquired," I said. My voice was flat. Final.

Whitmore nodded once and dispatched his security chief to retrieve her.

I watched on screen as the security chief approached her. I saw the jolt of terror that went through her, the way her hand flew to her throat. I saw the brief, quiet exchange, and then I saw her, a lamb being led to the slaughter, following him down the long, sterile corridor toward our office. There was no resistance. Only a profound, soul-deep resignation that was visible even on the grainy CCTV footage.

"Pathetic," Marcus murmured beside me, a sneer in his voice. "Look at her. She's practically a child."

I didn't respond, but I agreed. There was a pathetic, victim-like quality to her that offended my sensibilities. She had played with fire and been burned, and now she was simply letting herself be consumed by the flames. There was no fight in her, no strategy. Just a weak, emotional surrender. My contempt was a cold, clean fire that burned away the last of my anger from the tarmac.

Then came the main event. The interrogation room feed piped directly to my screen. A small, windowless box. Carolina looked even smaller inside it. Then Whitmore entered, and the power in the room shifted so violently you could practically feel it through the monitor.

He didn't yell. He didn't threaten. He just spoke, his voice too low for the microphones to pick up clearly, and he played the footage. Our footage. I watched my own work, the evidence I had helped compile, being used as a weapon against her. I saw the theft. And then I saw the other videos, the real evidence. The video files I'd flagged myself. The ones from the hidden cameras in the residents' rooms.

The screen filled with a raw, brutal, writhing image. The nurse, her uniform in disarray, being used by the three old men. It was a silent, grainy, black-and-white film of pure degradation. My professional detachment remained intact, but I felt a cold knot tighten in my stomach. It wasn't the sex that was shocking. It was the catastrophic failure of her will. The total, absolute surrender.

"Well," Marcus breathed, a note of surprised, salacious interest in his voice. "I didn't see that coming."

I ignored him, my eyes locked on the monitor. I watched as the girl on the screen was broken, used, and discarded. I watched as her face, a mask of terror and agony, twisted into a grimace of something that looked horrifyingly like pleasure. When the video ended, I watched Whitmore speak to her again, and then I saw her, the real Carolina, nod, a broken doll, her face streaked with silent tears.

It was over. The asset was contained.

The cameras cut out.

I was sure I knew why.

Whitmore executing one more hostile takeover.

My internal assessment was swift and merciless. The nurse was weak. Emotional. She had allowed her compassion to override her judgment and then had allowed her body to override her will. She had no control. She was a liability that had been successfully neutralized.

Thirty minutes later, I watched on the main cameras as she was escorted from the building, a hollowed-out ghost in a white uniform, flanked by two of Whitmore's men. She was a problem that had been solved. And I felt nothing for her. Nothing but a cool, professional contempt for her weakness, and a quiet, burning satisfaction that I was on the right side of the table.

The operation was a model of efficiency. Within the hour, Carolina Brooks was gone, a ghost spirited away into the black belly of an SUV. The "subjects"—Harris, Wallace, and Coleman—had been quietly isolated in a private wing under the guise of a precautionary quarantine. The mess was contained. The site was sterilized. And I was already compiling my report on the tablet, my fingers flying, summarizing exposures and mitigating factors. The command post was dissolving around me, the team packing up. I felt the clean, sharp high of a crisis managed to perfection.

"Jessica."

Whitmore's voice cut through my concentration. I looked up. He was standing by the door, his coat on, ready to depart. The rest of the team, including Marcus, was already heading out toward the waiting convoy. Toward home.

"A word," he said. It wasn't a request.

I closed my tablet and stood, my spine a steel rod. He gestured for me to walk with him, away from the others, down a short, empty corridor.

"Your work today was … satisfactory," he said, his highest form of praise. "Precise. Unemotional. I appreciate that." He paused, his gaze intense. "Which is why your mission here is not over. The rest of the team is leaving. You are staying behind."

The words hit like a physical blow. Staying? Here? A flash of hot, raw annoyance shot through me. This was a backwater assignment, a babysitting job in a beige monument to death.

"Sir?" I managed, keeping my voice perfectly neutral.

"The subjects," he continued, as if I hadn't spoken, "are now the most valuable long-term research assets I possess. The compound's decay curve, its long-term effects on rejuvenated tissue, the genetic integrity of their… output… all of this is invaluable data." He handed me a slim, encrypted data stick. It felt cold as a slab in the morgue. "This is the collection protocol. I need daily samples from all three of them. Blood, saliva, and semen. You will personally oversee the collection and ensure the samples are securely couriered to my lab every evening. This assignment is indefinite. It ends when I say it ends."

My mind was reeling. Daily sample collection? Semen collection? This was work for a nurse, a lab tech, not a senior corporate lawyer. It was a demotion, a waste of my talents. But I could see the look in his eyes. This wasn't a punishment. This was the real test. A test of loyalty, of my willingness to handle the unglamorous, dirty work. The path to the senior partnership was not paved with high-profile mergers; it was paved with shit like this.

"I understand, sir," I said, my voice a mask of cool, professional compliance. "The protocol will be followed without deviation."

"I know it will," he said, the ghost of a smile on his lips. He turned and walked away, leaving me in the silent corridor, the data stick a cold weight in my hand.

As I walked back towards the main entrance, I saw the team climbing into the SUVs. Marcus was standing by the open door of the lead vehicle, the one Whitmore was getting into. He caught my eye. He had clearly been told that I was staying behind.

He didn't say a word. He just smiled—a slow, triumphant, vicious grin—and slid into the seat. The door closed, sealing him in the bubble of power, and the convoy pulled away, leaving me on the curb like a piece of forgotten luggage.

The professional annoyance I had felt moments before curdled into a cold, hard rage. I looked down at the data stick in my hand. This was not a demotion. This was the new front line. And I would execute this ridiculous, demeaning mission with such ruthless perfection that Whitmore would have no choice but to see who his real weapon was.

I turned and walked back into the facility, my heels clicking on the linoleum like the bolt of a rifle sliding home.

It was a simple, clinical task. How hard could it be?

**

I spent the first twenty-four hours establishing my operational authority. I didn't unpack at the sterile corporate hotel Whitmore's office had arranged. Instead, I commandeered a small, unused consultation room at the facility, turning it into my own spartan command center. I had a secure laptop, a mini-fridge for the biological samples, and a direct, encrypted line to the lab. I was a spider settling into the center of a new web.

I reviewed the collection protocol. It was brutally simple: daily samples, logged by subject number, time-stamped, and sealed in the provided biohazard containers. The "how" was left to my discretion. A problem-solver finds solutions.

At precisely 0900 hours the next morning, I began. I had a nurse bring the three men to the lounge in the isolated wing. It was a sterile, sunlit room with uncomfortable vinyl chairs and bad watercolor paintings on the walls. I had them sit in a row, like defendants in a courtroom.

I stood before them, a black-suited prosecutor, my tablet in hand. "Good morning," I said, my voice crisp and devoid of warmth. "I am Jessica Taylor. I will be overseeing your continued care and monitoring. As a part of that protocol, I will require daily biological samples from each of you."

I placed three sterile, wide-mouthed plastic cups on the table in front of them, each neatly labeled with their subject numbers. "I require a semen sample from each of you. Now."

Harris, the one with the cruelly charming smile, was the first to react. He didn't look at me. He looked at the cup, then at the other two men, and then he let out a low, rumbling chuckle. Wallace, the big, silent one, just crossed his massive arms over his chest, his gaze flat and unreadable.

It was Coleman, the quiet, dignified one, who finally spoke. He looked at the cup, then up at me, his eyes holding a calm, almost pitying intelligence.

"I'm afraid that's not going to be possible, Ms. Taylor," he said, his voice a polite, reasonable baritone.

"And why is that?" My patience was a thin, fraying wire.

"This… condition… that your boss's medicine has given us," he said, choosing his words with a lawyer's care, "it doesn't quite work like that. It requires a certain… stimulation. A more hands-on approach."

"I can have a nurse assist you," I said, my voice clipped.

Harris laughed outright this time. "Oh, I don't think you can," he said, his eyes finally meeting mine, glittering with a dark, insolent amusement. "See, we've had a lot of time to talk since our little… playmate… was taken away. And we've come to a few conclusions."

He paused, letting the threat build.

"First," he said, "is that what Mr. Whitmore’s employee did to us—drugging us without our consent, turning us into… this—is a clear case of medical malfeasance, aggravated assault, and causing extreme emotional and physical distress. A lawsuit that would make headlines in every newspaper on the planet for the next decade."

My blood ran cold. A switch flipped in my brain, from logistics to catastrophic failure. The air in the room became thin, super-heated.

"Second," Harris pressed, enjoying the kill, " we are now the only living proof of his little experiment. We are a valuable asset, and his biggest liability. And that gives us… leverage."

He leaned back in his chair, his smile returning. "So, no. We won't be filling your little cups. Not without the proper… consideration. And we won't be dealing with any nurses. We will be dealing with you. Directly."

The unspoken demand hung in the sterile air of the lounge, thick and suffocating. My mind, trained for conflict, immediately went into strategic mode. This wasn't a negotiation I was authorized to conduct. This was a threat of catastrophic litigation that had to be escalated.

"I see," I said. My face was a perfect mask of concrete. My voice was a recording, betraying none of the cold dread coiling in my stomach. "Thank you for clarifying your position. I will need to consult with my client on this matter."

I turned and walked out. My heels clicked on the linoleum, a steady, controlled rhythm that was a complete lie. Don't run. Don't let them see the panic. I made it to my office, locked the door, and leaned against it, my heart hammering against my ribs, a trapped thing trying to break its cage.

This was a disaster. A full-blown, five-alarm legal firestorm.

I pulled out my encrypted satellite phone—the direct line to God—and made the call. It rang once before he answered.

"Report," Whitmore's voice was a cold, impatient blade.

I laid it out for him, my voice the calm, detached instrument of a lawyer presenting a case. I relayed their words, their claims of malfeasance and assault, their refusal to cooperate, and their explicit, legally actionable threat of a lawsuit. I presented the situation as a clear, present, and catastrophic danger to the company.

There was a long, cold silence on the other end of the line. I could almost hear the gears turning in his brilliant, ruthless mind. When he finally spoke, his voice was dangerously soft.

"This is not a legal problem, Jessica," he said. "This is a personnel problem. They are assets. Assets don't make demands. They perform. Their cooperation is not optional." He paused, letting the chill of his words seep through the phone. "I am not interested in their position. I am interested in my samples. You have full authority to secure their compliance."

"Sir," I started, my professional instincts screaming, "to be clear, are you authorizing me to negotiate a settlement? Perhaps a preliminary offer of—"

"I am authorizing you," he cut me off, his voice dropping to a low, menacing growl, "to solve the problem. I don't care about the details. I don't care about the methods. You are my lawyer on the ground. Protect my interests." Then came the words that were both a directive and a death sentence, the two sentences that would detonate my entire world. "Make it go away. By any means necessary."

The line went dead.

I stood there in the silent, beige room, the phone a dead weight in my hand... By any means necessary. The phrase was a blank check of corporate power, a legal gray area so vast you could lose your soul in it. He wasn't telling me to break the law. He was telling me that, for him, the law was irrelevant. All that mattered was the result.

And he had left it entirely in my hands. The responsibility. The risk. The consequences.

I looked at the three sterile cups on my desk. My mission was no longer simple sample collection. It was appeasement. It was surrender. I had to go back into that room and meet their terms.

And I knew, with a cold, sickening certainty, what the price of their silence would be.

**

I didn’t go back to them immediately. Strategy required preparation, a clear head. I spent the rest of the day in my makeshift office, the door locked, the silence a buzzing, high-tension wire. I wasn’t researching case law. I was engaged in a brutal, internal negotiation with myself, constructing a legal and moral framework around the abyss I was about to step into. I was drafting the terms of my surrender.

This was no longer a matter of corporate policy; it was a crisis negotiation. The men were hostile actors. The lawsuit was a weapon of mass destruction aimed at the heart of Whitmore's empire. My directive was clear: neutralize the threat. Appeasement was the most direct, and least traceable, path to de-escalation. Their demand for "assistance" was the core of the settlement.

By the time the sun began to set, casting long, lonely shadows down the sterile corridors, I had my argument, my justification. I wasn't going to be a victim. I was going to make a calculated, tactical concession to protect my client’s interest and my own. The act itself would be a distasteful but necessary part of a binding, albeit unwritten, contract. My dignity was the collateral. I was OK with that.

The next morning, at precisely 0900 hours, I had them brought to the lounge again. This time, I didn't stand before them like a prosecutor. I sat at the table, a single, sterile collection cup placed in the center like a treaty to be signed. I had shed the jacket of my suit. I was in my silk blouse and pencil skirt. Still armored, but slightly less so. A subtle concession. The first of many I was prepared to make.

"Gentlemen," I began, my voice a calm, even instrument of pure business. "I have consulted with my client. He understands your… position. And he is prepared to be… accommodating." And yeah, so was I. By any means necessary

Harris leaned forward, his eyes glittering with a victor's light. "Is he now?"

"Yes," I said, my gaze cool and direct. "We are prepared to meet your terms for continued cooperation and discretion. On the condition that the samples are provided daily, without fail, and this discussion of… litigation… ceases immediately and permanently."

Coleman nodded slowly. "And the terms of this… accommodation?"

This was it. The moment I stepped off the cliff.

"I will provide the necessary clinical assistance," I said, the words tasting like metal shavings in my mouth. "On a rotating, individual basis. We will begin today." I looked at Wallace, the big, silent one. He was the most physically intimidating, the least predictable. Better to face the worst of it first. "We'll start with you."

A slow, predatory smile spread across Wallace’s face. It was the first time I had seen him show any emotion at all.

He stood, his massive frame seeming to suck all the air out of the room and simply jerked his head toward the door. I stood, my legs feeling strangely disconnected from my body, and followed him. He led me not to his room, but to a small, empty patient room down the hall. He closed the door behind us, the soft click of the latch sealing us in.

He didn't speak. He just walked to the side of the bed and unzipped his pants.

I had come prepared. From my briefcase, I pulled a small, sealed package. I tore it open and pulled out a pair of sterile, blue latex gloves. It was a pathetic, flimsy shield, a last-ditch attempt to maintain a sterile, professional barrier between his reality and mine. I snapped them on, the sound loud and unnatural in the silent room.

I knelt before him.

The framework I had so carefully constructed in my mind to preserve my dignity shattered like cheap glass. I couldn’t lie to myself about this. This was not a tactical concession. This was a woman on her fucking knees.

I reached out with a trembling, gloved hand. The moment my fingers made contact with his cock, a jolt, hot and electric, shot up my arm. It was like touching a live power cable. It was impossibly thick, shockingly hot even through the latex, and it pulsed with a slow, heavy, living rhythm. It was a brutal, magnificent thing, a tribute to the raw, alchemical power of Whitmore’s drug.

I began to work. My hand, even insulated by the thin, slick latex, felt clumsy and foreign. My movements were stiff, an awkward, mechanical pumping that I hoped looked clinical. I had no frame of reference for this. I hadn’t done this for years. Maybe a decade. More. It was the heat that shocked me first. A deep, radiating heat that seeped through the latex, a living, pulsing warmth that felt less like flesh and more like a core of pure energy. And it was so… alive. The thick, dark shaft twitched in my grip, a single, powerful muscle contracting with a life of its own.

I fixed my gaze on a crack in the tile, a pathetic attempt to dissociate, but my other senses were screaming. The smell of him, clean but deeply, fundamentally male, a scent of warm skin and raw power. The sound of his breathing, growing deeper, harsher. My own heart was a frantic, wild drum against my ribs.

I risked a glance up. His eyes were closed, his head tilted back, his jaw tight with a pleasure that seemed to be painful for him. And he was… beautiful. In a brutal, terrifying way. He wasn't a frail old man. He was a monument of dark, rejuvenated masculinity.

My hand began to move with more confidence. The stiff, mechanical pumping softened into a more natural, knowing stroke. My thumb found the thick, ropy vein that ran up his underside and traced it, a gesture I hadn't planned, an instinct I didn't know I possessed.

"Nnngh…" He groaned and his hips gave a powerful, involuntary buck, slamming his cock deeper into my fist.

And my own body responded. A hot, wet, shameful pulse of arousal clenched deep between my own legs. It was a purely physical reflex, a shocking betrayal from a part of myself I kept under iron-clad control. I was disgusted. And I was wet. My carefully constructed professional armor was melting from the inside out.

He was close. I could feel it, the tension in his body coiling tight like a spring. His breath hitched, his whole body shuddering. "Now," he growled, It was a command.

I fumbled with the sterile cup, my hand shaking, trying to get it into position. But I was too slow. Too late.

With a final, deep groan that seemed to shake the room, he erupted. And it wasn't a neat, controlled stream. It was a violent, pulsing, high-pressure series of jets. The first shot was a thick, heavy rope of semen that completely missed the cup, splashing against my gloved hand with a hot, wet impact. The second, third, and fourth shots followed in quick, powerful succession, a punishing, rhythmic barrage that overwhelmed my pathetic attempt at collection. It splattered the rim of the cup, my hand, the pristine white cuff of my blouse. Hot, sticky droplets that felt like brands against my skin. A seemingly endless, gushing flood.

When the last shudder passed through him, he sagged against the bed and I knelt in the aftermath, a statue in a war zone. My gloved hand dripped. My blouse was ruined. The air was thick with the sharp, salty, biological smell of my failure. The sterile, clinical procedure was a fucking joke, annihilated by messy reality. All I could feel was the phantom echo of that shameful, hot pulse deep inside my own cunt.

He didn't speak. He just adjusted himself, zipped his pants, and walked out, leaving me kneeling on the floor.

For a long moment, I just stayed there, my mind a blank, roaring static, a blue screen of death. The lawyer was gone. The problem-solver, gone. All that was left was a woman on her knees in a ruined blouse, dripping with a stranger's cum.

Then, the training kicked in. The part of me that executes, that completes the mission no matter the cost. My movements became robotic. Grant Whitmore required a sample. I had to salvage what I could.

With my clean hand, I picked up the cup. I tilted my soiled glove over it and, using my thumb, began to scrape the thick, cooling ropes of his cum into the plastic container. I was a technician, I told myself, salvaging a failed experiment. I was a scientist collecting specimens. I scraped and pushed until most of the mess was in the container. It was a pitifully small amount compared to the flood he had produced, but it was something, evidence of compliance. It was the fucking sample my fucking boss wanted from me.

I snapped the lid on the cup and stood, my knees cracking in protest. I peeled off the filthy latex gloves, turning them inside out, sealing the remaining mess within them, and dropped them into the biohazard bag.

Then I had to deal with the damage to myself. I went to the small sink in the corner of the room. The woman in the mirror was a pale, wide-eyed stranger. The silk cuff was a disaster, a modern art masterpiece of my humiliation. Cold water and a rough paper towel only smeared the stains, turning the fine fabric transparent and leaving a permanent, ghostly mark. The blouse was a total loss.

I tucked the damp, ruined cuff as far up the sleeve of my suit jacket as it would go, a pathetic attempt to hide the evidence. I splashed cold water on my face, took a single, shuddering breath, and composed myself. The mask of Jessica Taylor, Corporate Counsel, slid back into place, but it felt thin now, like cheap porcelain, and the cracks were beginning to show.

I picked up my briefcase. One sample collected. Two to go.

I found Harris in another patient room, identical to the last. The same beige walls, the same single bed, the same faint, antiseptic smell. The same stage for my next humiliation. I set my briefcase down and turned to face him, my hand already reaching for the box of latex gloves.

"Ah, ah, ah," he said, holding up a hand, a look of mock disapproval on his face. "None of that."

I froze, my hand hovering over the box. "I beg your pardon?"

"The gloves," he said, his smile widening, showing a flash of white teeth. "I prefer my handjobs to be skin to skin."

I didn’t have a choice. To refuse would be to risk the lawsuit, to risk failing Whitmore. My hand slowly retreated from the box. "As you wish," I said.

"Excellent," he beamed. He unzipped his pants with a flourish. His cock was different from Wallace's. It was just as impossibly large, but longer, more elegant in its brutal dimensions, a deep, uniform brown. He was already fully, arrogantly hard.

I knelt. The linoleum was just as cold, the position just as demeaning. But this time, there was no barrier between me and my disgrace.

I reached out with my bare, trembling hand. The first touch was a shock, a full-body jolt that made my breath hitch. Oh, god. It wasn't supposed to feel like this. It was supposed to feel clinical. Gross. But it was just… hot. So incredibly, searingly hot, like I had grabbed a live wire. And the texture—the skin was like velvet, stretched so tight over a core of living steel that I could feel the blood pulsing just beneath the surface. This wasn't the skin of an old man. This was… impossible.

My hand was a fragile, pale thing wrapped around the root of him. I couldn't even get my fingers to touch. I started to move, a stiff, awkward motion, my mind a screaming chaos. What are you doing? This is a patient. He's old enough to be your grandfather. You're a fucking lawyer, Jessica. You don't fucking do this.

"No, no," his voice was a low, velvet purr that cut right through my panic. It wasn't harsh. It was… instructive. A teacher guiding a failing student. "Not like that. You're holding on for dear life. You're strangling me. Relax your hand. Let it glide."

My fingers, slick with the clear, syrupy fluid that was already weeping from the tip of his cock, loosened instinctively. The new motion was smoother, wetter. The sound of my hand sliding along his shaft was a wet, slick, pornographic sound that echoed in the silent room.

"Better," he sighed, a deep, chesty rumble that I felt in my own bones. "Now, the pace. Don't rush it. Long… slow… strokes. All the way down… all the way up. That's it. You're a natural."

A hot, sick shame flooded me, tangled with a dark, thrilling pride. I was good at this.

"Now," he whispered, his voice thick. "The other hand."

"What?" I breathed, the word stupid, empty.

"My balls," he commanded, his voice a husky growl. "Cup them. Be a good girl and hold them for me."

My other hand moved as if it belonged to someone else. I cupped his balls in my palm. They were heavy, shockingly so, the skin thin and soft against the rigid iron of his cock. The intimacy of it shattered me, what was left of my composure. A deep, molten heat pooled between my legs, a secret, shameful ache.

"Yes," he moaned, his eyes fluttering shut. "Just like that. Oh, you're going to take such good care of us, counselor. Such good care."

My wrist ached with the effort of holding him, of controlling the massive, living thing in my grip. My gaze drifted downward, a moth to a flame, drawn to the stark, taboo visual burned onto my brain. My hand, my pale, manicured lawyer's hand with its sensible, clear-polished nails, looked so small, so fragile, wrapped around the thick, dark, intimidating shaft of his cock.

He saw me looking. A slow, knowing smile spread across his face.

"You like the view, counselor?" he murmured. "It's good, I know. But I need a better one."

My head snapped up.

"I'm a visual man," he continued, his voice dropping to a silken command. "And that blouse… it's a distraction. It's already ruined, anyway. Take it off. The bra, too. I want to watch those little tits of yours bounce while you work."

The air left my lungs. To refuse was to fail Grant Whitmore.

My hands, slick with his fluid, went to the buttons of my blouse. My fingers were clumsy, shaking. Each button was a small surrender. I pulled the ruined silk from my shoulders and let it drop to the floor. The cool air of the room hit my skin. I reached behind my back, my movements stiff, robotic, and unhooked my bra. I let it fall onto the pathetic pile of silk.

And there I was, just like that. A high-powered corporate lawyer was kneeling before him, topless. In my pencil skirt and heels. My breasts, small and firm, felt obscenely exposed under the flat, fluorescent light. My nipples, from the cold, from the fear, from some horrifying, treacherous part of me, were hard pebbles.

"There," he sighed, a sound of deep satisfaction. "Much better."

I forced my hands back to his cock. The feeling of his hot, velvety skin was even more electric now, with the cool air on my naked back, on my breasts. He began to roll his hips, a slow, deep rhythm, and I matched it with my hand, the wet, slick sounds filling the room. He moaned again, a long, low sound of pure pleasure that vibrated through my palm and shot straight to the wet, aching heat between my own legs.

"Faster," he gasped, his voice tight. "Don't stop now, girl. Faster."

I obeyed. Of course I did. My hand became a blur. The slick, wet sound intensified. His balls, heavy and tight in my other hand, began to draw up. The air grew thick, electric. He was grunting now, short, guttural sounds, his body tense, bucking. I could feel the deep, powerful pulsing at the base of his cock.

I fumbled for the sterile cup.

"No cup," he hissed, his hand clamping down on my wrist, his strength shocking. "Look at me."

My head snapped up. His eyes were dark, intense, focused.

"You're going to take this," he growled. "You're going to wear it."

I had no time to process, no time to protest. As he exploded, he angled his hips. Thick, hot, pearly ropes of semen shot out, blasting across my chest, my collarbones, my naked breasts. He didn't stop. He pulsed again, and again, painting my skin with his hot, sticky ownership, the thick globs hitting me with a wet, slapping sound.

He kept his grip on my wrist until the last shudder passed through him, forcing me to watch, to feel every last drop coat me. When he finally let go, my hand was trembling. My breasts were a fucking disaster, covered in a thick, cooling glaze of his cum,

He looked down at me, at the mess he had made, a slow, deeply satisfied smile spreading across his face. He reached out with a single finger and dipped it into the thickest puddle of his cum on my chest. Then, he slowly, deliberately, brought that finger to my lips.

"Taste it," he whispered, his voice a silken, non-negotiable command.

My world narrowed to the single, white-tipped finger hovering just inches from my mouth. The air was thick with the sharp, salty, almost bleach-like smell of his climax. The smell of my own defeat.

Taste it.

My mind screamed. No. Absolutely not. This is a line. The point of no return. The lawyer in me, the last dying ember, was frantically searching for an objection, a loophole, a counter-offer.

But there was nothing. Only his dark, expectant eyes, the quiet, humming silence of the room, and the cool, heavy weight of my own failure.

I opened my mouth.

That decision wasn't made in my brain. It was a survival reflex. The part of me that now understood that defying this man, here, in this moment, was not an option for me.

He slid his finger past my lips. Thick, sticky, still warm. He pushed deeper, rubbing the glob of semen into my tongue.

"That's a good girl," he murmured.

I had no choice. I sucked his finger clean. I swallowed. A single, convulsive gulp. The taste was bitter, salty, and chemical. The taste of my own complete humiliation.

He pulled his finger from my mouth, leaving a slick trail on my lower lip. His gaze dropped to the mess on my breasts, then to the discarded pile of silk on the floor. "We should get you cleaned up," he said, his voice laced with a cool, cruel amusement. "Don't want you catching a chill."

Before I could react, he bent down and picked up my expensive silk blouse. He held it up for a moment, admiring the fine fabric. Then he knelt in front of me.

"Hold still," he said, and began to wipe my chest with it.

The rough, smearing friction of the silk against my skin was a new kind of violation. He wasn't cleaning me. He was defiling the last symbol of my professional identity, using it like a cheap paper towel. He scrubbed at my breasts, my collarbones, smearing his seed into the delicate fabric, grinding it into the fibers until the silk was a soaked, transparent, disgusting mess.

"There," he said, dropping the ruined blouse onto my lap. "All clean."

He looked at my mouth, a faint, slick sheen still on my lips. "I think," he said, his smile returning, "that you have a lovely mouth. We'll have to make proper use of it tomorrow."

The threat, the promise, of what tomorrow would bring was a spike of cold terror.

He stood, adjusted himself, and walked out, leaving me kneeling in the silence, a topless woman in a pencil skirt with a cum-soaked blouse in her lap.

Tomorrow.

My gaze dropped. I was a mess. A walking, breathing piece of evidence. But under the shame, a colder instinct surfaced. The problem-solver. The part of me that does not, under any circumstances, fail.

My mission was not to stay clean. My mission was to collect the samples.

I looked at the sterile cup. Empty. Then I looked at the thick, cooling puddles of his cum on my bare skin. My movements were stiff, precise. I picked up the cup. I held it against my chest. Using the index finger of my free hand, I began the grim, meticulous task. I scraped the thick, pearly globs from my skin, pushing the disgusting, gelatinous mess into the container. I gathered it from between my breasts, from my collarbones. The smell was overpowering.

It wasn't enough. The protocol required a viable sample. My eyes landed on the ruined blouse in my lap. The silk was soaked, already stiffening.

There was no other option.

I took the edge of the cup and used it like a spatula, scraping the thickest deposits from the fabric. I was relentless, gathering every precious, disgusting drop.

Finally, it was as full as it was going to get. I snapped the lid on, the click loud and final. I had the sample. I had not failed. The victory tasted like acid. A wave of pure self-loathing washed over me, so intense it made me dizzy.

I walked to the sink and scrubbed my hands, my chest, until my skin was raw. The blouse was a lost cause. A monument to my own degradation. I shoved it deep into the trash can, burying it.

Standing in the middle of the room in my skirt, pumps, and nothing else, I felt stripped bare, not just of my clothes, but of my identity. There was only one thing to do. I reached for my suit jacket, shrugged it on, and buttoned its single button over my nakedness. It was a pathetic lie. Beneath the severe Zegna exterior, I was half-naked, my skin tingling, the taste of him still in my mouth.

I picked up my briefcase, the samples from Wallace and Harris nestled securely inside. I had one more collection to make.

I found Coleman in the library. He was sitting in a high-backed chair, his hands resting on the armrests, simply watching the door. Waiting for me.

There was no amusement in his eyes, no overt predatory glint like there had been with Harris. There was just a calm, deep, and unnervingly intelligent appraisal. He didn't see the suit. He saw the woman inside it, buttoned into a flimsy lie. He saw the tension in my shoulders, the briefcase held like a shield, the frantic pulse hammering in my throat. He saw the ruin.

"Ms. Taylor," he said, his voice a low, calm baritone that held a strange, almost gentle quality. It was more disarming than any overt aggression. "Please, come in."

He gestured to the chair opposite him. I didn't want to sit. Sitting felt like a concession, a negotiation. But standing felt like an admission of fear. I walked across the plush, worn carpet and sat, my spine a rigid, unbending line, my briefcase clutched in my lap.

He didn't speak for a long moment. He just watched me, his gaze so steady, so perceptive, it felt like he was reading the lines of code behind my eyes.

"You've had a difficult morning," he said. It wasn't a question. It was a statement of fact.

"I'm here to collect the final sample for the day, Mr. Coleman," I said, my voice coming out harsher, more brittle than I intended.

He nodded slowly. "I know why you're here," he said. "And I know what my associates have demanded of you." He leaned forward slightly, his old, dark eyes holding mine. "They are… enjoying their newfound youth. It makes them loud. It makes them… careless."

I didn't know what to say. This was not the interaction I had prepared for. He wasn't making demands. He was… analyzing. He was talking like a fucking dictionary.

"What I require, Ms. Taylor," he continued, his voice dropping even lower, "is something a little different. I'm an old man. I appreciate… finesse. Theatrics."

A cold knot of dread tightened in my stomach. "What are you suggesting?"

"I'm not suggesting anything," he said, a faint, almost sad smile touching his lips. "I'm telling you the terms of my cooperation. Mr. Harris, I believe, made a suggestion about what tomorrow might hold for you. About the use of your… mouth."

My breath hitched. He knew. Of course, he knew. The bastards had talked.

"I think," Coleman said, his voice a soft, silken whisper, "that you need a rehearsal."

The word hung in the air between us, a small, perfectly formed grenade of pure, unadulterated horror. A rehearsal.

"I want you to get down on your knees," he said, his voice still quiet, still gentle, making the command a thousand times more monstrous. "And I want you to beg me to let you put my big Black cock in your prissy little mouth. You will convince me that it is what you want. That you need it. That you will be the best girl I have ever had. You will perform for me, Ms. Taylor. And if your performance is convincing… I will allow you to proceed. And then, and only then, will you get your sample."

This was a new and more terrifying form of violation. He didn't want to just use my mouth; he wanted to conquer my will. He wanted to make me an active, begging participant in my own degradation. He was going to make me tear down the last of my own defenses all by myself, brick by pathetic brick.

I looked at him, at his calm, intelligent, and utterly merciless face. And I knew, with a certainty as cold and hard as the grave, that I was going to do it. Failure was not an option. Not for Grant Whitemore’s Senior Counsel.

Beg.

The word was a hook in my gut.

My body moved, a slow, agonizing surrender. I slid from the chair. My knees hit the plush, worn carpet with a soft, final thud.

I was on my knees. Again.

But he didn't move. He just sat on his throne, watching me. Waiting.

This was my rehearsal, my fucking audition.

My mouth was desert-dry. My throat was sand. The words wouldn't come. What was I supposed to say? What kind of sounds was I supposed to make? What was the script? What were my lines? The lawyer had no training for this. All I had was the raw, panicked animal cowering inside the suit.

"Please," the word was a ragged, pathetic whisper. Weak. Unconvincing.

His expression was unchanged. A flat, patient stare.

I had to do better. Failure was not an option. I thought of Harris tomorrow. I thought of Whitmore, the lawsuit. I thought of the abyss, the absolute, career-ending ruin that was waiting for me if I couldn't do this.

I crawled forward, a supplicant approaching an altar, the wool of my skirt a rough, chafing reality. I reached his feet and looked up, my neck exposed.

"Please, sir," I tried again, my voice stronger, laced with a desperation I despised. "I… I need it." The words were a disgusting, necessary lie.

He said nothing. He was going to make me fucking bleed for this.

A hot, angry tear of pure humiliation broke free and traced a path down my cheek through my makeup. And that's when I found it. The anger. The shame. The absolute, self-loathing desperation of my position. That was the fuel.

"Please," I sobbed, the sound raw, real. The tears were coming freely now, hot and shameful. "I'll be so good for you. Please, I need your cock. I need it in my mouth. I need it so bad." I was improvising, pulling words from the darkest, most disgusting corners of my mind, from a place I didn't know existed. "I'll suck it better than anyone. Just let me. Please, just let me show you."

The line between performance and reality dissolved. I was begging him. Really, truly begging. I was a pathetic, crying woman on her knees, begging an old man to let her suck his dick.

A slow, deeply satisfied smile finally touched his lips. He had gotten what he wanted. He had won. He had broken me.

He unzipped his pants.

His cock sprang free, thick and dark and heavy, a brutal arc of flesh. It was magnificent. It was terrifying. It was my reward for a performance well done.

"Then show me," he said. "Show me what a good girl you can be."

I didn't hesitate. There was no thought, not a moment of resistance left in me. I crawled the last few inches towards him, my hands flat on the dusty carpet, until my face was level with his lap

The smell of him hit me first, a clean, musky, fundamentally male scent that was overwhelming. I looked up at it, my vision blurred by tears. Jesus. It was… huge. So much bigger than it had any right to be. Thick and dark and just… massive. My heart made a sick, frantic little flutter against my ribs. My mouth suddenly felt very, very small.

It had been years. Years since I’d had to do this. There had been a professor in law school—a smarmy, silver-haired man who held my grade in his hands. He’d taught me the basics in his dusty, book-lined office after hours. Then, my first supervising partner at the Wall Street firm, a fat, wheezing man who smelled of cigars and desperation. He’d been less of a teacher and more of a… user. I’d gotten good at it, a cold, efficient skill I had deployed to get ahead, another unpleasant but necessary tool in the arsenal. Then I’d gotten powerful enough that I didn't need to suck cock anymore.

Until now.

I leaned forward, my hands braced on my own thighs, a tremor running through them. My lips touched the tip. It was hot, the skin velvety smooth, and it was already weeping a bead of clear, thick fluid. The taste was faint, just a clean, salty tang.

I opened my mouth as wide as I could and took him in.

The sheer, blunt thickness of him was a shock. My lips felt like they were going to split. He filled my mouth instantly, a thick, unyielding column of flesh that pressed against my teeth, my tongue, the roof of my mouth. A primal, gagging reflex seized the back of my throat, and my eyes watered. Don't choke. Don't you dare choke. That's not part of the deal.

I pulled back, gasping, a string of thick saliva connecting my lips to his cock. "I'm sorry," I whispered. Stupid. Pathetic.

Coleman just looked down at me, his expression unreadable.

I had to do this. I took a deep breath, like I was about to go underwater, and tried again. This time, I remembered. The professor's voice, a dry, academic whisper in my memory: 'Control your breathing. Relax the throat. It's a muscle, Jessica. You can control it.'

I relaxed. I focused. I took him in again, slower this time. I let my throat open, my muscles going lax. He slid deeper, past the point of gagging, a thick, suffocating pressure that cut off my air. I held it for a second, two, three, my lungs burning, before I pulled back.

I found a rhythm. Slow. Deep. Punishing. Hypnotic. I lost myself in it. My head bobbing, my hair brushing his thighs. I poured every ounce of my desperation into it, my shame and my fear. I licked and sucked and swirled. I used my hands, just like I’d been taught, one wrapped around the base of the thick shaft, the other cupping his heavy balls, just like I had with Harris. The shameful muscle memory was all there.

He let out a low, deep groan, a vibration that I felt through the cock in my mouth, a direct line to the wet, aching place between my own legs. His hands came down to rest on my head, his fingers tangling in my hair, not forcing me, but steadying me, setting the pace.

This was my fucking job now. Kneeling in a nursing home library, jaw aching, tears streaming down my face, sucking the monster cock of an old black man. A man my own grandfather’s age.

His fingers tightened in my hair, a silent, firm command. Deeper. My mind screamed, I can't, but I obeyed. I pushed past the point of comfort, past the burning ache in my jaw, into a place of pure, suffocating pressure. The thick, smooth head of his cock sealed my throat. My vision swam with black spots, my lungs screaming for air. It was a controlled drowning.

He held me there until I thought I would pass out, then let me come up for air. My gasp was a ragged, desperate sob. A thick string of drool and precum stretched from my lips to the tip of his cock. I was a mess. A disgusting, beautiful mess.

And he wasn't even close.

He was a creature of patience and endurance. He was taking his time, using every second of this rehearsal to break down every last wall I had.

He began to fuck my mouth, a slow, deep, rolling motion with an unhurried, relentless rhythm. With every suffocating thrust, a fresh wave of humiliation and sick, twisted excitement washed over me. My knees were screaming. My jaw felt dislocated. Tears of sheer physical strain streamed down my face. And my cunt was a furnace, a wet, throbbing, undeniable pulse. I was so wet, I could feel a dampness spreading through my underwear.

Me. Jessica Taylor. A shark in a thousand-dollar suit. Kneeling on a library floor, makeup a mess, hair tangled in an old man's hands, mouth full of his cock, and getting wet from it. The thought was so insane, it was almost funny.

He groaned, and his pace quickened. The deep thrusts became shorter, harder, choppier. I felt the change in him, the tension coiling, the powerful pulse at the base of his cock hammering against my hand.

This was it. The finale.

His hand tightened in my hair, yanking my head back, forcing me to look into his eyes. They were dark, hooded, glazed with a pleasure so intense it was an agony to witness.

"Good girl," he gasped, his voice a low, ragged thing. "So good. Now… take it. All of it."

He thrust forward one last time, a final, deep, conquering plunge. And through the chaos of sensation and shame, my mind latched onto a single, cold, clear signal through the static.

The sample.

The whole point of this… this abomination… was the fucking sample my fucking boss wanted. I had failed with Harris. I had been forced to scrape his cum from my own clothes. I could not, would not, fail again.

His cock convulsed, and the first jet was a high-pressure blast of heat and salt that hit the back of my throat and forced a convulsive, involuntary swallow. Oh, holy fuck, no.

A second shot followed, just as violent. I was swallowing the fucking evidence. I was losing the sample. My throat worked again, a panicked reflex, muscles working convulsively, tears of strain streaming down my face.

As the third, massive pulse began to build at his root, I reacted and refused to swallow again. My cheeks bulged with the pressure as he kept coming, a thick, gushing, seemingly endless deluge that had nowhere else to go. My throat burned, my eyes streamed, my jaw screamed in protest as he unloaded the rest of his massive, hot load. It was a battle against my own gag reflex, a war fought in the back of my throat, and the cold, calculating lawyer inside me was winning for once. I held it. I held the hot, salty, viscous proof of my success right there in my mouth.

He finally pulled out, his cock slick and dripping, and I collapsed forward, my forehead hitting the rough wool of his trousers, my body a trembling wreck. I was panting, my mouth full, a disgusting, warm weight. I kept my lips sealed tight, breathing in ragged, desperate gasps through my nose.

He looked down at me, a flicker of confusion, then of dawning, deep respect in his dark eyes. A slow, impressed smile spread across his face.

I didn't wait for permission. The mission was all that mattered. I scrambled for my briefcase, fumbling with the latch, my hands shaking. I pulled out the sterile cup, ripped off the lid, held the cup up to my lips, and spat.

A thick, pearly, obscene stream of his semen arced from my mouth into the container. It wasn't enough. I hawked and spat again, a thick, stringy glob joining the first. I ran my tongue over my teeth, my gums, gathering every last, disgusting trace, and spat a third time.

The cup was a quarter full.

A viable sample.


Epilogue

The key card slid in with a green click. The room smelled of nothing. Clean. Anonymous. Perfect. I dropped the shopping bags from the mall onto the floor with a soft thud. I didn't bother to unpack.

In the bathroom, I stood under the shower, the water as hot as I could stand it, and scrubbed my skin until it was red and raw, trying to scour away their scent, their touch, and the phantom, shameful throb that still echoed deep between my legs. I brushed my teeth until my gums bled, but the taste of them was a ghost I couldn't exorcise. It was in my bones, in my blood. The taste of them, a faint, phantom bitterness, still lingered at the back of my throat.

And, worse than all of that, under the sterile, anonymous scent of the hotel soap, I could still smell myself—a faint, musky, animal scent of arousal and fear.

Sleep was impossible. I lay on the crisp, impersonal sheets of the king-sized bed, wearing a cheap, new t-shirt that felt like sandpaper against my skin. Outside, the city was a distant, humming galaxy of lights and lives that had absolutely nothing to do with me. My mind, a place I had always considered a fortress, was a smoldering ruin now. And through the wreckage, the events of the day played back on a loop.

Jerking off Wallace.

Taking Harris’s load all over my tits.

Begging for the privilege of blowing Coleman.

In one short day, these three old men had taken me back to college, to law school, to my first job.

God only knew what they had planned for tomorrow.

I stared up at the blank, white ceiling. I couldn’t be a lawyer here, I realized. I mourned my confidence, my arrogance, with the silk blouse I threw in the trash. This me, now, the woman lying here in this bed was somebody quite new. Somebody who knelt. Begged. Someone who performed. Someone who scraped a man's cum off her own breasts to secure a sample for her billionaire boss. Someone who knew, with an instinct she never knew she possessed, how to hold the last of a man's climax in her mouth.

I thought about the shopping bags on the floor. I hadn't replaced that silk blouse. I’d bought a bunch of simple, dark-colored tops. Cotton-blend. Machine washable. I had bought a pack of cheap, black panties. I bought clothes I didn't care about.

Because chances were, they were going to ruin them.

Just like they had ruined Carolina Brooks.

Young, soft, pretty Carolina Brooks.

I had watched her tapes with a cold, professional contempt. I saw her as weak. Pathetic. A cautionary tale. Now, I realized, her tapes were a fucking training video. A preview of coming attractions.

My mind fixated on one clip. The one I had logged as "Multiple Subject Engagement." Carolina with all three of them at once. A nightmare of limbs and flesh.

I closed my eyes, but the image was burned onto the inside of my eyelids. And my analytical brain, that traitorous engine of logic, began to run a threat assessment. A simulation. It replaced Carolina's pretty face with my own.

It placed Wallace's massive, heavy body on top of me, pinning me, his brutal cock forcing its way into my cunt. It put Harris on his knees at the foot of the bed, his cruel, instructive hands gripping my ankles, his mouth closing over my foot. And it put Coleman beside me, his calm, intelligent eyes watching my face as his long, dark fingers explored my mouth, preparing me for the moment when his cock would take my throat.

The low, humming ache that had been dormant between my legs ignited once more. A hot, wet, undeniable flood of arousal pulsed through me, a sickening, slick surrender to the horror my own mind had created. My own imagination had become my enemy, turning my terror into its fuel. I was getting wet—soaking fucking wet—at the thought of my own total annihilation.

My hand, a traitor, slid down my stomach, under the waistband of the cheap cotton panties I'd bought. My fingers, trembling with a mixture of revulsion and need, found the wet, hot center of myself. I was disgustingly wet.

What are you doing? The lawyer in my head screamed at me. This is pathetic. This is not what you do.

But I couldn't stop. My fingers circled my clit, and the memories of the day became fuel. The shocking heat of Wallace's cock through the latex. The feel of Harris's velvety, bare skin in my hand. The deep, suffocating pressure of Coleman's cock in my throat. My own mind was serving me a pornographic highlight reel of my own violation, and my body was responding like a bitch in heat. I ground my fingers against myself, a desperate, frantic motion, chasing something—not pleasure, but oblivion. An escape from the unbearable tension coiling inside me. I was panting now, a low, animal sound in the silent, sterile room, my hips lifting off the bed to meet my own shameful, punishing touch. The fantasy twisted, the three of them moving, using me, breaking me, and I was so close, so close to the edge …

A choked, desperate sound broke free from my throat, a half-sob of pure self-loathing. My eyes snapped open, wide and staring into the pitch-black of the hotel room.

And I saw it.

A tiny, pinpoint of red light. High on the wall, nestled in the corner where the ceiling met the drywall. The unblinking, crimson eye of a smoke detector.

Or something else.

The thought detonated in my mind with the cold, silent force of a vacuum bomb. Cameras.

Hidden cameras in the residents' rooms. A camera in the interrogation room. This was a Whitmore facility, a corporate black site disguised as a nursing home. He monitors everything that happens here. He’s obsessed with data, with control. He would never, ever turn those fucking cameras off.

The blood in my veins turned to ice.

My day, my disgrace, was a digital recording. A file on a server. It was evidence. Evidence that could be copied and leaked.

Who has access? Whitmore, certainly. But who else? His security chief? The IT department? Marcus? The thought of my rival seeing what I had done, what I had been forced to do, was a new and exquisite form of torture. It was the fucking end. A liability. It was kompromat. So disgusting, so potent that it could vaporize my entire career in a single, humiliating keystroke.

And I was scheduled to go back to Green Acres tomorrow and create more of it.

I finally understood. I was fucking trapped. Caught between litigation that would ruin my career if I refused to make it go away ... by any means necessary and the permanent, soul-destroying evidence I was creating every time I did what was needed from me.

I was between a rock and three hard cocks. And I saw no possibility of escape.


Coming Soon

First Time Blacked—Hooked

The continuing misadventures of Jessica.

First Time Blacked—Draft

Introducing Amelia. She earns her living editing train wreck "spicy romances". And then Dante moves in right next door. All spice, no romance.

Mocking God

The continuation of Carolina's adventures in The Fertility Games.

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

http://amazon.com/author/mollypike

molly xo


Molly Pike

Molly Pike has been a booth babe and a stew on a middling sized yacht, and now she's paying her way through college by writing down her fantasies and sharing them with you. She might not have tried everything she writes about (yet), but she'll try anything once. Twice, probably.

molly on the web



Also Available

Series

The Fertility Games

It starts with a single, stolen bottle of pills. A good deed of misguided kindness. It ends with a breeding program for the ageing elite.

Discover The Fertility Games at Amazon

Becoming a Slut

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.

Discover Hollywood Humiliation at Amazon

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.

Yachties

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

Standalone Stories

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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