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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—Hooked

Jessica Taylor learned the law at Harvard.

Now she’s learning her proper place at Green Acres Elder Care Home.

Jessica barely survived her first day with the old Black bulls created by her boss's drug.

They broke and humiliated her.

You could barely call it survival at all.

But when she wakes up the following morning, Jessica finds that the shark inside her isn't quite dead yet.

Fueled by a cold, desperate pride, she walks back into Green Acres with a Hail Mary plan to stand up for herself and take back control from them.

From the three old Black men and her billionaire boss.

Jessica’s about to learn an important lessons.

Her proper place is on her knees and she has no control.

Hooked (9,000 words) continues the merciless demolition of Jessica Taylor that began in Shark. She thinks she can fight back, but life has other plans. Yesterday, her pride was cracked, today it's about to be shattered. This is where her true education begins.

Expect a deeper dive into interracial degradation, overwhelming big Black cock domination, and the psychological torment of watching your own surrender in a public bathroom's filthy wall mirror. This is the point of no return.

Molly Pike

November 2025


Hooked

The first thing I felt when I woke up was the throbbing in my jaw. A deep, grinding protest from muscles that had been pushed far beyond their intended function. My throat was raw. I swallowed, and the phantom sensation of Coleman's thick, salty climax was so real I almost gagged.

Yesterday wasn't only a memory. It was aches and pains, a series of bruises, some visible, most not.

In the shower, I scrubbed my skin until it burned, but it was a futile gesture. The filth wasn't on me; it was in me. The shame of my own body's wet, traitorous response to the horror. The humiliation of kneeling on that floor, of begging, of the slick, sticky mess of them on my skin, in my mouth. I could still feel the phantom weight of Harris’s hand on my wrist, his voice a velvet purr of command. I hated them with a clean, simple, and useless fury. But at the same time, I knew they were victims too. Knew the effects of the drug would soon wear off. Knew their loss would be hard to bear.

As I dressed, my hands clumsy, my movements stiff, another stronger anger began to arise. A deeper, colder, more complex rage directed at a man a thousand miles away, sitting safe and comfortable in his luxurious penthouse home, reviewing the data from his little experiment. Grant Whitmore. The master of my chosen universe.

Fuck him and his fucking search for immortality. His scientists cooked up this chemical cocktail that turned old men into monsters, and he was the one who left me here to clean up his fucking mess. No, not clean it up. To service it. He hadn't chosen me for my legal mind. He'd chosen me for my tits and ass, for my pussy and mouth, because he knew, the bastard fucking knew, with all the cold calculation of a billionaire who owns half the world, what their demands would be.

He'd left me here. He'd stood on that tarmac, and he'd chosen Marcus to ride in that car with him, leaving me behind like a piece of forgotten luggage destined for the shittiest corner of his empire. And the cameras. My God, the cameras. That unblinking red eye. He wasn't just my boss. Chances were he was my audience. A sick voyeur I was performing for.

I peered into the mirror. The lawyer was gone. The Zegna blouse was in the trash. This woman had haunted eyes, the stain of shame on her soul, and a core of residual pride that was cracked but not yet shattered. I wouldn't be that nurse, Carolina Brooks. I would not be Whitmore’s whore. I would not lie down and take those cocks like a good girl. My pride was the one thing they couldn't take from me.

And I would be damned if I’d give Grant Whitmore another show.

My real enemy wasn't the three old men waiting for me. It was the hidden cameras every-fucking-where. It was the man I pictured watching everything.

A thought sparked in my mind, a pathetic, desperate little flicker of defiance. The bathrooms. The one place where a camera might be a legal liability even for him. I couldn’t call it a plan, but it was a gesture, a refusal to perform on the stage he had set for me. It was a way to claw back a single, filthy inch of ground.

It was probably a stupid, pointless idea. But it was something. A lifebelt to cling to.

I pulled on a dark t-shirt. A black pleated skirt. Cheap fast fashion clothes that felt like sackcloth to me. They were the uniform of my new reality. I was halfway beaten, trapped, and running on nothing but the fumes of a pride I had no right to feel. But I was still standing. And all those other cliches. And I was going to walk back into that facility and fight for myself. Not, quite honestly, because I thought I could win.

But because I didn't know how to do anything else.

**

I walked out of the hotel and into the gray, anonymous morning. The key to the rental car felt strange in my hand. Back home in the city I didn’t own a car. I only knew how to drive at all because I was raised in the fucking Bible belt.

The engine turned over with a quiet, indifferent hum. I pulled out of the parking lot, my hands tight on the wheel, my knuckles turning white. The road stretched out before me, a ribbon of dark asphalt. Left would take me to Green Acres. Right would take me to the highway, and from there, the airport.

For a single, wild, irrational moment, I considered it.

Just turn the wheel. Drive. Get on the first plane to anywhere. Leave the briefcase, the burner phone, the entire goddamn mess behind. Start over. Find a small, quiet firm in a city no one has ever heard of. Argue zoning permits. Draft wills. Disappear.

The fantasy was a sweet, intoxicating poison that lasted for about ten seconds. Then reality crashed back in.

Start over? Get the fuck out of here. I had poured everything, my entire life, every ounce of energy and ambition, into this climb. I had sacrificed family and friends, any semblance of a personal life, for the singular goal of reaching the top of Whitmore's empire. To walk away now wouldn't just be quitting. It would be something close to suicide, self-annihilation, an admission that the last decade of my life had been a complete and total waste. The thought of starting again from the bottom, of crawling my way back up some other corporate ladder, was more exhausting than the thought of what was waiting for me at Green Acres.

And then there was Whitmore himself.

He wasn't the kind of man you just walked away from. I wasn't an employee with a contract. I was an asset. An investment. And I knew too much. I knew about his secret programs, his secret drugs. I had seen the tapes and collected samples. I was a loose end he would never tolerate. He would destroy me if I tried to leave. He’d done it before. I’d done it for him.

My hands trembled. There was no free will. Choice was an illusion. I had made my bed and now I would lie on it. There was no right turn. Only the road ahead.

My foot pressed down on the accelerator. The car moved forward, transporting me back to my own personal hell. I was trapped, and not by the men who were waiting for me, but by the choices I had already made.

The car turned left. Towards Green Acres.

**

The pristine, calm facade of the Green Acres facility was a mockery. As I walked through the automatic doors, the air still smelled of antiseptic and quiet decay, but something had shifted. Or maybe I had. Every glance from a passing nurse or orderly felt like an indictment. Did they know? Did they see the faint, invisible stain on me, the shadow of what I had done yesterday, of what I was here to do today? I saw judgment in every pair of eyes, real or imagined. My suit jacket, buttoned over the cheap t-shirt, felt less like armor and more like a flimsy, pathetic costume.

I saw a nurse I recognized—a chubby, tired-looking woman—heading toward the isolated wing. She was the courier assigned to fetch and carry for me. I caught her before she reached the door.

"I'll handle it from here." My voice was colder than I intended

I took the sterile, wide-mouthed plastic cup from her hand. It was still warm from the autoclave. She looked at me, a flicker of confusion in her eyes, then nodded and scurried away, clearly relieved to be excused from whatever fresh weirdness the corporate invaders were bringing today.

The cup felt heavy in my hand. A prop for a play I didn't want to act in.

I found Wallace in the lounge, watching a game show on the wall-mounted television, the volume muted. He looked up as I entered, a slow, knowing smile spreading across his face. He knew what time it was.

"No nurse today, counselor?" he rumbled, his voice thick with amusement.

"No," I said, keeping my own voice flat, clinical. A mask of the lawyer I used to be. "And not in here. The lounge is a common area. For reasons of discretion and hygiene, the collection will take place in the employee lavatory at the end of the hall."

It was a power play. A desperate, pathetic attempt to dictate the terms of my own surrender.

He looked at me for a long moment, his eyes crinkling at the corners. He wasn't angry. He was entertained. "Discretion and hygiene," he repeated, savoring the words. He pushed himself up from the vinyl chair, his massive frame seeming to dwarf the room. "Alright, counselor. We'll play by your rules." He leaned in closer as he passed me, his tone dropping to a low, conspiratorial murmur. "But I wouldn't expect too much hygiene in there if I were you."

He was right.

He pushed the door open, and the reality of my choice hit me like a physical blow. It wasn't the clean, private bathroom I had pictured in my head. It was a multi-stall employee lavatory. Three stalls, a row of urinals, and a long, cracked sink. The air was thick with the smell of industrial-strength bleach, a harsh chemical scent that failed to mask a deeper, fouler odor of stale urine and human dampness. The floor was a battlefield of gritty, gray tiles, and under the buzzing fluorescent lights, I could see the grime in the grout, a damp, discarded paper towel near the trash can.

My gambit, my pathetic attempt to claw back a sliver of control, had led me to a place of pure, abject squalor. The sterile, sunlit lounge from yesterday felt like a five-star hotel by comparison.

I hesitated in the doorway, my stomach turning. The sheer, sordid reality of it—of what I was about to do in this place—was overwhelming. I wanted to turn, to walk away, to tell him we were going back to the lounge.

Wallace closed the door behind us, the heavy thump echoing off the tiled walls. He leaned against it, crossing his massive arms, blocking the only exit. His amusement was gone, replaced by a flat, implacable look. "Changed your mind, counselor?"

I clutched the plastic cup, my knuckles white. I couldn't speak.

"Because the door stays closed until you've done your job," he continued. "And my cock isn't going to jerk itself off. So, if you want my sample today… you're going to get on your knees, right here on this floor, and you're going to use your pretty little mouth."

I looked down at the floor. At the gray, gritty tile, the dark, damp stain near the urinal, the accumulated grime of a thousand hurried shifts. The thought of my bare hands, my knees, touching that surface sent a wave of revulsion through me so strong it made me dizzy.

"No," the word was a choked, involuntary whisper. "Not on the floor."

A slow, cruel grin spread across Wallace's face. He seemed to enjoy my revulsion, to feed on it. "Too good for the floor, counselor?" he rumbled. "That's fine. I'm an accommodating man."

He moved with a surprising quickness, his big hand closing around my upper arm. His grip wasn't brutal, but it was absolute, an iron manacle I had no hope of breaking. He guided me, not with force, but with an inescapable pressure, toward the nearest stall. He elbowed the flimsy door open and steered me inside. The space was claustrophobic, the air even fouler in the enclosed box. He pushed me down, and I landed with a hard, ungraceful thud on the cold, unforgiving porcelain of the toilet bowl.

He stood over me, his massive frame filling the tiny space, blocking out the light from the main room. He was a mountain, and I was trapped at the bottom of it. He unzipped his pants, and his cock sprang free, thick and dark and impossibly, obscenely large in the cramped stall. It seemed bigger than yesterday, engorged with a brutal, confident vitality.

"Better?" he asked, the word a low, mocking growl. "A proper throne for the queen."

I had no choice. There was no escape. This was the stage I’d chosen for my command performance. A filthy, shit and piss-stinking box with a toilet for a chair.

He didn't touch me. He just stood there, his cock jutting out at me, a silent, arrogant demand. He was going to make me do all the work.

My hands, trembling with a mixture of rage and revulsion, reached out. I took the hot, heavy weight of him, my fingers wrapping around the thick, velvety shaft. My other hand fumbled with the sterile cup, trying to find a place to wedge it between my thigh and the toilet bowl. This was a nightmare of logistics and humiliation.

You did this, the voice in my head screamed at me. Your brilliant plan. Look where it got you.

And now I had to suck this bastard’s cock. His fucking enormous cock. This big Black abomination created by my boss, Grant Fucking Frankenstein.

I leaned forward, the cold edge of the toilet seat biting into the backs of my thighs. My hands framed his hips, my thumbs pressing into the hard muscle just above his groin, a pathetic attempt to steady myself, to ground myself in the slick, spiraling chaos of the moment.

I opened my mouth, a silent circle of surrender. The tip of his cock brushed my lips, hot and wet with a bead of clear, thick precum. The taste was clean and salty. I pushed forward, my jaw unlocking with a painful click, and took him in.

The sheer size of it was a shock all over again. My lips strained, feeling like they were splitting at the corners as I tried to take his girth, his thickness. He wasn't just in my mouth; he was invading it, occupying it, a thick, unyielding column of flesh that immediately flattened my tongue, and scraped against the roof of my mouth. A primal, gagging reflex seized the back of my throat, a violent, full-body rejection of the foreign object trying to colonize me.

My eyes streamed with tears. I made a choked, desperate sound somewhere in my throat, half-gag, half-sob, all torment. I had to pull back, gasping for air, a thick, viscous string of my own drool, mingled with his fluid, stretching between my lips and the head of his cock.

"Don't you dare stop," he growled. "You have a job to do."

He was right, I did. I had a sample to collect, a career to save. I had to go back. I took a ragged, desperate breath, the foul air of the stall filling my lungs, and plunged back in. This time I remembered Coleman's rehearsal. Relax the throat. It's a muscle. Control it. I forced the muscles in my throat to go lax, creating a passage. He slid deeper, a thick, suffocating pressure that bypassed my gag reflex and went straight to cutting off my air supply. It was a controlled drowning, a slow, agonizing asphyxiation. I could feel the thick, smooth head of his cock bumping into my throat, a blunt, repetitive assault.

I found a rhythm born of pure survival. My head bobbed, my hair brushing against the rough denim of his jeans. The sounds were horrifying. Wet, sloppy, pornographic noises that echoed off the tile and steel. The slick, sucking sound of my mouth working on his shaft. My own short, sharp, desperate gasps for air in the brief moments I could pull back. His low, groans of pleasure.

He started to move his hips, a slow, powerful thrusting that seemed to drive him deeper with every rotation. The force of it pushed me back against the toilet tank, my shoulders thudding softly against the cold porcelain. He was fucking my face, my mouth, my throat, and I was just a cumdumpster, a thing to be used. This was exactly why I went to Harvard Law. The humiliation was a physical thing, a hot, liquid shame that pooled in my gut and radiated outwards. And my body, the ultimate fucking traitor, responded with a sick, wet heat between my legs.

My jaw felt like it was going to shatter. My throat was raw. Tears streamed down my face, mingling with the sweat and drool beading on my chin. And through the roaring static in my mind, the one cold, tactical thought remained, a lifeboat in a hurricane.

Don't you fucking swallow. Don't swallow it all. You need the fucking sample. You need your fucking job.

His groans deepened, turning into grunts that seemed to be coming from the base of his spine. The slow, punishing rhythm of his hips broke, replaced by shorter, harder, more frantic thrusts. He was losing control, his body taking over. I could feel the powerful pulse at the base of his cock quickening into a frantic, hammering rhythm against my tongue. He was close. So close.

His big hand came up to clamp onto the back of my head, his thick fingers digging into my scalp. The grip was absolute, pinning me in place, my face pressed hard against his groin. He was taking away my last, pathetic sliver of control—the ability to pull back, to breathe. I was all his then, completely.

"Fuck... right... there..." he gasped, his whole body shuddering. "Don't... stop..."

I couldn't have stopped if I'd wanted to. His hand was a vise, his bucking hips a relentless piston. My jaw was a silent scream of agony. My lungs burned. The roaring in my ears was deafening.

And then I felt it. A deep, seismic spasm at his root. A final, impossibly deep plunge that felt like it would tear my throat open.

And then the bastard came.

A thick, searingly hot jet of semen shot past my struggling defenses into my throat and forced a convulsive, involuntary swallow. My eyes bulged, tears of pure strain and revulsion streaming down my face. No! The sample!

Panic, cold and sharp, cut through the haze of pain and suffocation. My training from yesterday took over. It was the only thing I had. I wouldn’t swallow again.

He kept coming. A thick, gushing, seemingly endless deluge that had nowhere to go. My mouth filled instantly, my cheeks bulging with the hot, viscous liquid. The taste was overwhelming, a raw, salty, chemical taste that coated every surface. I couldn't breathe, couldn't think, couldn't do anything but hold on as his body detonated again, and again, and again, unloading his entire massive load into the overflowing reservoir of my mouth.

When the last shudder passed through him, he sagged against me, his body heavy, his breath coming in ragged, wet gasps. He finally released his grip on my head. He pulled out of my mouth, his cock slick and dripping, and I collapsed forward, my forehead hitting his belly, my body a trembling, boneless wreck.

I was panting, my mouth disgustingly full, a warm, heavy weight. I kept my lips sealed tight, breathing in frantic, desperate gasps through my nose, my mind a single, screaming command: Don't swallow. Don't swallow.

He looked down at me, a low chuckle rumbling in his chest. He didn't say a word. He just adjusted himself, the sound of his zipper a sharp, final insult in the echoing lavatory, and pushed his way out of the stall. He left me there, kneeling on the toilet, without a backward glance.

My hands were shaking so badly I could barely function. I grabbed the sterile cup I’d wedged beside me. I ripped the lid off, held the cool, clean plastic to my lips, and spat.

A thick, pearly, obscene stream of his semen arced from my mouth into the container. It was a good amount, but I couldn't be sure. I hawked and spat again, a thick, stringy glob joining the first, my body trying to purge the disgusting, foreign substance. I ran my tongue over my teeth, my gums, gathering every last trace, and spat a third time.

The cup was nearly half full. A very viable sample.

I snapped the lid on, the click of the plastic loud and final in the dead silence. I had done it. I had won.

Not that you could ever call what I had just done winning.

Exhausted, disgraced, I stayed there, on my throne in that filthy stall, clutching my disgusting trophy, the taste of my victory a bitter poison at the back of my ravaged throat. All I could hear was my own ragged breathing and the slow, steady drip of a leaky faucet somewhere in the bathroom. One down, two to go.

When I was ready, I stood, my legs unsteady, my knees cracking in protest. My jaw was a deep, throbbing ache. My throat felt like I'd swallowed gravel. I moved with a stiff, robotic precision to the long, cracked sink and turned the cold water on, the pipes shuddering in protest.

I didn't look in the mirror. I couldn't. I didn't want to see the woman who had just done what I had done. The woman with the wild, red-rimmed eyes and the faint, slick sheen of saliva and cum on her chin.

I splashed water on my face, the cold a welcome shock. I rinsed my mouth out again and again, spitting into the stained basin, trying to wash away the lingering taste of him, of my own humiliation. It was useless. The taste was in my memory now, a permanent part of my sensory library.

I straightened up, took a single, shuddering breath, and composed myself. The mask slid back into place, but it was a shoddy, ill-fitting thing now, cracked and held together with sheer, desperate will.

I walked out of the lavatory, my heels clicking on the gritty tile, a sound that seemed too loud, too confident for the wreck of a woman who was making it. I returned to the office, labeled Wallace’s sample, and placed it in its own insulated compartment in my briefcase. One down. Two to go.

I didn't know where Harris would be. Yesterday, he had been in a patient room. I checked the first one, my hand hesitating for a fraction of a second before I knocked. No answer. The second was empty as well.

Then my cellphone pinged. A message from Harris. "Assisted Bathing."

A nurse showed me the way.

I pushed the door open. This bathroom was large, tiled in a pale, institutional green, and filled with the humid, steamy air of a recent shower. In the center of the room was a large, walk-in shower stall with a plastic chair inside it. But my attention was drawn to the long wall of mirrors over a double sink.

Harris was standing there, shirtless, toweling his hair dry. He wore a pair of loose-fitting pajama bottoms, and nothing else. He must have just finished showering. He wasn't surprised to see me. He had been waiting.

He saw me in the mirror before he turned, a slow, predatory smile spreading across his face. It was a smile that knew things. A smile that already knew what I'd done with Wallace. A smile that knew it was his turn now.

"Ah, counselor," he said, his voice a low, amused purr that echoed slightly in the tiled room. "Right on time. I was just getting cleaned up for you." He tossed the towel onto the counter and turned to face me, his smile widening. "I do hope you're not going to suggest we use one of those filthy little employee bathrooms. I have much higher standards than Wallace does.”

I didn’t respond. I had nothing to say. All my fight was gone. The pathetic gambit I'd tried with Wallace had cost me too much, and the result was just a deeper, filthier humiliation. What was the point of resisting? Harris could already smell my blood in the water. He saw the defeat in my eyes.

"So, come here," he said, no longer amused, but speaking with a silken, absolute authority.

My body obeyed before my mind could even process the command. I walked toward him.

He didn't grab me. He didn't have to. He just put a hand on my shoulder and turned me, gently but inexorably, until I was facing the long wall of mirrors. He stood behind me, his body a warm, solid presence at my back, his hands resting on my hips. We stood there for a moment, looking at our reflections. I saw a woman with a pale, terrified face, her eyes wide and haunted, her cheap t-shirt a pathetic shield. Behind her, a smiling, shirtless old black man who held all the power here.

"I told you yesterday," he whispered, his warm breath ghosting against my ear, sending an involuntary shiver down my spine. "I'm a visual man."

His hands moved from my hips to the hem of my skirt, hooking his fingers in the waistband. "This will have to go," he murmured, and pulled down. The cheap skirt and the flimsy cotton panties slid down my legs in a single, smooth motion, pooling around my ankles. He kicked them away.

“You have one hell of an ass.”

He pressed his body against it, his skin hot against me. I could feel the hard ridge of his cock, thick and insistent, pressing against my backside, even through the fabric of his pajama bottoms.

"Now," he commanded. "Bend over for me. Put your hands on the sink."

I did it. I bent at the waist, my movements stiff and robotic, and placed my palms flat on the cold, smooth porcelain of the sink. The position was obscene. Submissive. My ass, pale and exposed, was presented to him, a helpless offering.

And my face was just inches from the mirror. I couldn't look away. I was trapped, forced to watch the woman in the reflection, the stranger with my face.

I saw her eyes in the mirror as he fumbled with his pants. I saw the tremor that ran through her body as he positioned himself behind her. I saw her flinch as the hot, wet, blunt head of his cock pressed against her.

He didn't use any lubricant. The only thing that eased his passage was the slick, shameful wetness that my own body had produced in anticipation of this horror. The first, thick, stretching invasion was a blinding, white-hot pain. I cried out and I saw the mouth of the woman in the mirror open in a silent scream. Her knuckles were white where she gripped the edge of the sink, her whole body rigid with shock and agony.

"Shhhh," he hissed in my ear, his voice tight with his own pleasure. "Take it. You can take it."

He began to move, slowly at first, a thick, stretching, grinding pressure that felt like it was tearing me in two. The pain was all-consuming. But I couldn't look away from the mirror. I had to watch. I saw the tears well up in her eyes—my eyes—and spill, tracing clean paths down her flushed cheeks. I saw her teeth gritted so hard I was surprised they didn't crack.

And then, I saw something else.

As his thrusts became deeper, more confident, as my body began to reluctantly, brutally accommodate his size, I saw a subtle shift in the reflection. The grimace of pure pain began to soften at the edges. A deep, dark flush spread from her neck up to her cheeks. Her lips, which had been a thin, white line of resistance, parted slightly, a soft, wet pout. She moaned. A sound not of agony, but of something far more complex, far more terrifying.

I was witnessing my own body's treason in high definition. The pain was still there, a sharp, tearing fire deep inside me. But it was tangled now with something else. A deep, rolling, electric pulse of pure, raw sensation that was building from the point of impact and spreading through my entire nervous system. My body, this thing I inhabited, was responding to the brutal, punishing friction. It was taking the pain and the humiliation and twisting it into a sick, horrifying parody of pleasure.

I watched, mesmerized and appalled, as the woman in the mirror began to come apart. Her head fell forward, her forehead resting on the cool glass of the mirror, which was already starting to fog with her ragged, panting breaths. Her hips, of their own accord, began to rock back to meet his thrusts, a small, desperate, twitching motion that she—that I—could not control.

He felt the shift. He quickened his pace. His thrusts became harder, deeper, a relentless, punishing rhythm that hammered me against the sink. He was fucking me, my body, my mind, and he was forcing me to bear witness to it.

The treacherous, electric pulse coiling in my gut was tightening, building into something unstoppable, something monstrous. An orgasm. It was rising in me like a black tide, a wave of pure sensation that threatened to drown what little was left of my conscious self.

No. No, you will not. My mind screamed at my body, a frantic, useless command. You will not give him this. You will not.

But my body was no longer listening. The friction of his thick, hot cock stretching and filling me, the relentless, punishing rhythm of his thrusts, the sheer, overwhelming sensory input—it was all too much. The wave was cresting whether I wanted it to or not. I was fucking Cnut. I squeezed my eyes shut, a last, desperate attempt to retreat into the darkness of my own mind, to deny the reality of what was happening.

That was a mistake.

His hand, which had been gripping my hip, shot up and grabbed a fistful of my hair. He yanked my head back from the mirror with a sharp, brutal tug, forcing my eyes open, forcing me to look.

"Oh no," he hissed against my ear. "You're going to watch this. You’re going to see everything."

And I saw her. The woman in the mirror, her face a mask of pure, unadulterated sensation, her head thrown back, her neck arched, her eyes wide and unfocused. Her mouth was a slack, open O, and a low, keening moan was spilling from her lips, a sound of such abject surrender it turned my stomach.

He drove into me, harder, faster, and the wave crashed down.

My body convulsed, a violent, full-body spasm that made my legs tremble and my back arch. I watched in the mirror as my own face contorted. I watched until my eyes rolled back in my head as the unwanted climax ripped through me, a raw, silent, screaming, endless torrent of sensation that had no pleasure in it, no fucking joy, only the horrifying, undeniable truth of my own complete and utter defeat.

I was still shuddering, still lost in the aftershocks, when his rhythm changed. He pulled back slightly, and before I could process what was happening, he released my hair and his hands both came around to hook two thick, calloused black fingers into the corners of my mouth. I shrieked in protest and he pulled, stretching my lips wide and forcing my head up again. I could taste the salt and soap on his skin. I looked like some whore no one cared about, some worthless cocksleeve with his fingers hooking my mouth.

"Look at me," he said, and my eyes, swimming with tears and the dregs of my unwanted climax, found his in the reflection. They were dark, merciless, and utterly focused.

Then he began to fuck me with a new, brutal, animalistic fury. He used the fingers in my mouth like a handle, a bridle, controlling my head, forcing me to watch every single, deep, punishing thrust. Each time he slammed into me, I made the only noise I could, a high-pitched whine of pain.

My mouth ached. It stung. My lips were going to tear.

My cunt was tenderized meat.

I thought it was never going to end, but then suddenly, he grunted and I knew he was close. A shudder ran through him, and I braced myself. He drove into me one last time, pinning me, impaling me against the cold porcelain of the sink, banging my head against the mirror, and then, thank you God, the bastard came.

Deep inside me, his big, thick cock jerked and juddered. A violent, powerful spasm, a deep internal buck that sent a shockwave through my entire body. And then the flood began.

I felt every pulse. His huge black cock twitched and jerked deep inside my guts, a living thing with a will of its own, each spasm a fresh, hot gush that seemed to go on and on forever. My own muscles, raw and oversensitized from my own unwanted orgasm, clenched around him, a traitorous, involuntary milking that only seemed to make him pulse harder, deeper. The heat of it was overwhelming, a molten core spreading through my belly, a feeling so intensely invasive, so profoundly other, that my mind simply stopped. I was nothing but a warm body bent over in a bathroom and filled to overflowing by this powerful, relentless man of seventy-something years. This was so unnatural. This was so fucking wrong.

And then, just when I thought it might be over, as the deep, internal pulsing began to subside, the bastard pulled out. I risked a glance in the mirror, my vision blurry with tears, and saw him standing behind me, his cock still in his hand, thick and glistening. As I watched, he squeezed the base of his shaft, and a thick, pearly rope of semen shot out, splattering across the pale, exposed skin of my ass. He did it again, painting a hot, sticky stripe of ownership across my naked flesh.

He looked at my reflection in the mirror, at my ruined, tear-streaked face, the swollen, bruised-looking lips, the dead, empty eyes, and then down at his cum cooling on my skin. He didn't smile. He just looked, completely satisfied. He had taken what he wanted. He had taken me.

He patted my ass, turned and walked away without a word, leaving me there, bent over the sink, filled with his cum and painted with it.

For a long moment, I didn't move. I couldn't. My body was a war zone, trembling and aching. My mind was a wasteland. All I could do was lean on the sink, my forehead pressed against the cool, fogged glass of the mirror, and breathe.

In. Out. A ragged, desperate gasp. A shuddering, sobbing exhale.

My legs felt like they were going to give out from under me. The sticky stripes of cum on my ass were already beginning to cool, tightening on my skin like a coat of varnish, and I imagined that I could feel the bulk of his hot, thick load settling deep inside me, clinging to me.

I was a mess. Inside and out. The women in the mirror was a stranger to me. A whore I didn't recognize, her face swollen from crying, her makeup a smeared, pathetic mess, her hair a tangled wreck. There was nothing in her eyes. No spark. No legal shark. Only a deep, hollow, echoing emptiness.

Slowly, painfully, the operative inside me began to reboot. The part of me that didn't feel, that only executed. It pushed aside the trembling, broken woman and took control of the motor functions.

I still needed the sample.

My hands, slick with my own sweat, pushed me upright. My legs screamed in protest, but they held. I turned away from the mirror, away from the damning reflection of what I had become.

My movements were stiff, clinical. A scientist collecting a specimen from a contaminated site. I reached behind me and carefully, meticulously, scraped the thick, cooling ropes of cum from my ass. I gathered what I could, then opened the sterile sample cup and began to push the thick, gelatinous mess into the container.

It wasn't a lot, barely covering the bottom of the container. But it was something. It was evidence of compliance. I snapped the lid on, the click of the plastic loud and final in the silent, steamy room.

Two down. One to go.

A wave of pure, unadulterated self-loathing washed over me so intensely it made me dizzy. I gripped the edge of the sink to keep from falling. I had to get myself together. I had one more collection to make.

**

I knew where Coleman would be.

The library was just as I remembered it: silent, dusty, filled with the weight of forgotten words. And he was there, sitting in the same high-backed leather chair, his hands resting calmly on the armrests. He wasn't reading. He was waiting. He looked up as I entered, and his dark, intelligent eyes took in the entire pathetic spectacle of me. He saw the ruined makeup I couldn't fully wash away, the slight tremble in my hands, the dead, hollowed-out landscape behind my eyes. He saw the ruin Wallace and Harris had already made of me.

My mouth was dry. I managed to get the words out in a raw, brittle croak. "Mr. Coleman. I... we need to..." I gestured vaguely down the hall. "The lavatory."

He didn't move. A faint, almost pitying smile touched his lips. "No, Ms. Taylor," he said, calm and final. "I don't think we do. I think you really need to accept that you are not in control. I understand you've had a very difficult day. We will finish here."

He gestured to the plush, worn carpet in front of his chair. That same spot. The place where I knelt for him yesterday.

My body, moving on some instinct beyond my control, walked forward and stood before him. The fight was gone. I was just waiting for the final blow to land.

"My associates have been... crude," he said. "They are consumed by the physical, by the power they wield. But they really have no idea at all what they could achieve with it, with you.”

He leaned forward slightly, his gaze intense, dissecting me.

A cold, terrifying dread began to unspool in the pit of my stomach. This was not going where I thought it was going. This was something new. Something worse.

"I, however, do," he continued, dropping his tone to a soft, clinical whisper. “And before I allow you to proceed with your sample collection, I require a demonstration of your full compliance. Your surrender to me."

He paused, letting the silence stretch, letting the horror build.

"I am not going to touch you," he said, and the words were a thousand times more terrifying than any threat of physical violence. "You are going to touch yourself. Right here. In front of me. Down on that carpet. You will use your own hands, and you will bring yourself to orgasm for me. You will surrender. Completely."

The air left my lungs in a silent rush. The world tilted on its axis. Of all the horrors I had imagined, this was not one of them.

A single word, a last, dying ember of defiance, clawed its way up my raw throat. "No."

It was a pathetic, broken sound, but it was there.

Coleman didn't react. He didn't threaten. He didn't even frown. He just leaned back in his leather throne, folded his hands in his lap, and waited. The silence in that library was the loudest, most terrifying thing I had ever heard. It was the sound of the lawsuit being filed. The sound of the tapes being leaked to Marcus. The sound of my career, my life, my entire future turning to ash. It was the sound of his complete and total victory.

And he was going to wait all day if he had to.

I stood there for an eternity, my body a statue of pure, frozen agony. Then, a single, hot tear broke free and traced a path down my cheek. It was the tear of surrender.

And somehow Coleman knew.

He gestured, a small, elegant flick of his wrist, to the worn patch of carpet at his feet. The same patch of carpet where I had knelt and begged him just twenty-four hours ago. An eternity ago.

"On the floor," he said, still quiet, still reasonable, which only made the order more monstrous. "On your back. I want to see everything, Ms. Taylor. And I want to see your face."

The finality of it was absolute. This was the end of the line. There were no more moves to make, no more pathetic gambits to try. There was only this.

My body moved with the slow, agonizing grace of a condemned prisoner walking to the gallows. I unzipped my skirt, the sound echoing in the dead quiet of the library. I pushed it down, along with my panties, kicking the pathetic bundle of fabric away. I was naked from the waist down, exposed in the soft, dusty light filtering through the tall windows.

Then, I knelt. And from my knees, I lowered myself onto the floor, the rough, scratchy fibers of the old carpet an abrasive reality against my bare skin. I lay down on my back, my arms stiff at my sides, my legs slightly parted. I was a specimen on a slide. An offering on an altar.

I stared up at the high, vaulted ceiling, at the intricate patterns of the old plasterwork, at anything but him. But I could still feel his gaze on me.

"I'm waiting, Ms. Taylor." His voice drifted down from above, calm and patient. "Show me what a good girl you can be."

With a shudder that wracked my entire body, I brought my hand down between my legs. I was already wet. My pussy was already slick with a mixture of Harris's lingering seed and my own humiliating arousal.

My fingers, clumsy and shaking, found my clit. And as I began to touch myself, I started to weep. Not loudly, but with a silent, steady, hopeless stream of tears that traced paths from my eyes to my ears, soaking into my hair and the dusty, ancient carpet beneath my head, because this was it. My final act of surrender. After this, I knew, I would never be able to say no to them again.

My fingers, slick with the evidence of my body's treason, moved in a slow, clumsy circle. Every touch was an act of self-loathing, a fresh wave of shame. But Coleman's calm, patient, expectant silence was a physical pressure, forcing my hand, my body, to obey.

I was no longer in a library. I was in a nightmare, a silent, surreal landscape where the only sounds were the soft, wet friction of my own fingers and the ragged, hitching sound of my own weeping. The memories of the day, of the last twenty-four hours, were no longer just memories. They were fuel.

I saw Wallace's cruel grin as I sat on that toilet. I felt the thick, suffocating pressure of his cock in my throat. I saw Harris's triumphant, merciless eyes in the mirror. I felt the searing, tearing pain of him taking me, and the hot, gushing flood of his climax filling me. I saw my own face, a shattered mask of agony and unwanted pleasure. My mind was a porno theater of my own degradation, and my body, this disgusting, alien thing, was responding again.

The ache between my legs, which had been a constant, dull throb, began to coil and tighten. The slow, hesitant circles of my fingers became more frantic, more desperate. I wasn't chasing pleasure. I was running from myself, trying to get to the end, to the oblivion on the other side of this unbearable tension.

I gasped.

It might have been pleasure.

And a horrific realization hit me. I was becoming their new Carolina Brooks.

And I knew exactly what that meant. I had seen the tapes. I had seen what they did to her when they were all together. The thought, once a cold, analytical projection, was now a hot, terrifying, and immediate certainty. It was my future. A future of being passed between them, used by all of them, a piece of corporate property, a human fuck toy kept on-site for their amusement and for their breeding game.

A single, grimly practical thought cut through the haze of my self-induced, shame-fueled arousal. A small, cold island of clarity in the storm.

At least you're on the pill.

The thought was so mundane, so absurdly domestic in the face of this epic, soul-destroying violation, that a hysterical, choked sob-laugh broke from my lips.

Coleman's voice, from his throne above me, was a low, approving murmur. "Yes. That's it. Let go."

And I started to.

My eyes, which had been squeezed shut against the shame of it all, snapped open again and my gaze locked with his calm, dark, intelligent eyes as my own hand, slick and frantic, drove me over the edge.

The first tremor hit me deep in my gut, a low, electric hum that felt like a power line coming to life. My hips, of their own accord, began to buck against my own relentless fingers, a desperate, twitching rhythm I couldn't control. My weeping turned into a series of short, sharp, gasps, my mouth open, my throat working, but no sound coming out.

He just watched, his expression unchanged, as I came apart.

The hum became a roar. An agonizingly pure, white-hot current of pure sensation seized what felt like every muscle in my body. My back arched violently off the floor, my shoulders and heels the only parts of me touching the scratchy carpet. My whole body was a taut, vibrating bow of pure, unadulterated release. My cunt clenched around my own fingers in a series of deep, violent, involuntary spasms, milking my own hand, wringing every last drop of sensation from my shattered nerves.

And I watched him watch me. Our eyes were locked. I saw him see the moment my control shattered. I saw him see the raw, animalistic core of me that had been unearthed. I saw him see the surrender, the final, absolute capitulation, in the wide, tear-filled, blown-out pupils of my eyes. This was his true victory. Not the wetness. Not the sounds. This. This moment of me seeing myself through his eyes as I was completely and utterly undone.

The climax went on and on, a relentless, punishing torrent. It wasn't pleasure. It was every scrap of the old Jessica—the pride, the ambition, the control—being burned away in a fire of pure, physical overload. My vision blurred. The world narrowed to the dark, steady points of his eyes, the only anchor in the storm that was tearing me apart.

When the last, shuddering aftershock finally passed through me, I collapsed back onto the floor. I was a boneless, weeping, gasping wreck. My body was slick with a mixture of sweat and my own fluids. The air was thick with the sharp, salty, female smell of my own complete and utter surrender.

I lay there, my chest heaving, my mind a hollowed-out, echoing cavern, and a new and terrifying feeling began to surface through the shame. It wasn't pride. It wasn't anger. It was a strange, quiet, and profound sense of... relief.

Through the fog of my exhaustion, I heard the soft rustle of fabric, the sharp, metallic sound of a zipper. I didn't have the strength to lift my head.

"Get up, Jessica."

Coleman's voice was no longer soft. It was a firm, quiet command. The order of a man who had already won and was now collecting his spoils.

My body was a dead weight. My limbs were filled with sand. I didn't think I could move. But the part of me that was now in control—the broken, compliant, servile slut—began to obey.

Slowly, painfully, I pushed myself up. My arms trembled with the effort. I got to my knees, my head hanging, my hair a tangled curtain hiding my face. I felt like a newborn foal, unsteady and weak. But he was waiting.

He hadn't moved from his chair. He had simply unzipped his pants, and his cock, thick and dark and magnificent, stood, jutting out from his lap like it was waiting for me.

"Come here," he said.

I crawled. On my hands and knees, naked from the waist down, I crawled the last few feet across that old, worn carpet until I was between his legs. I didn't look at his face. I just stared at the impossible, brutal reality of his cock, fully, arrogantly hard, waiting for me.

"On my lap," he commanded. "Face me. You're going to ride me to get the sample you need."

Well, what choice did I have?

With the last of my strength, I pushed myself up. I straddled his lap, my leg muscles burning.

My hands came to rest on his shoulders for balance, my skin clammy against the fine wool of his sweater. I could feel the blunt, hot head of his cock pressing against me, a thick, insistent pressure at the entrance to my own slick, ruined cunt.

"Now," he whispered.

With a slow, deep, shuddering breath, I lowered myself.

The feeling of him filling me was a slow, thick, agonizingly complete invasion. My aching cunt, already ravaged by Harris, already oversensitized and raw from my own climax, screamed in a mixture of pain and a sick, horrifying echo of pleasure. I was so wet, so stretched, so completely fucked, that he slid into me with a deep, wet, pornographic sound that seemed to suck all the air out of the room. I was spiked on him, my body a sheath, a sleeve, for his massive cock, his balls heavy and warm against me.

His hands came up to rest on my hips, not to force me, but to guide me, to set the pace. "Ride," he commanded.

And I did. It was a slow, mechanical, puppet-like act. My body moved without my will. Up and down. My hips rotating. A slow, grinding, relentless rhythm. My eyes were open, but they were dead, staring at a fixed point on the bookshelf opposite me, seeing nothing. I was a machine. A sample collection device performing its primary function.

But the machine was still connected to a network of raw, screaming nerves. With every slow, deep plunge, every deliberate, grinding rotation of my hips, the embers of my own recent climax began to glow again. The friction of his thick, ropy cock moving inside my slick, throbbing flesh was a relentless, targeted stimulation.

"That's it," he groaned, a low, chesty rumble that I felt vibrate through my entire body. "That's my good girl."

The coiling tension started again, a deep, sickening knot of sensation that was both agonizing and undeniable. I was going to come again. On him. Around him. I couldn't stop it. The fight was over. There was no resistance left.

He quickened the pace, his hands gripping my hips tighter, lifting me and driving me down onto his cock harder, faster, deeper. I was panting, my head thrown back, my dead eyes staring up at the ceiling as my body was hijacked once more.

He groaned and I felt all the familiar sensations, the insanely powerful spasms of his cock somewhere deep inside me, the hot, gushing flood of his cum pumping into me.

And at that exact same moment, my whole world went white.

My own orgasm crashed into me, a violent, shattering, full-body cataclysm that was inextricably linked to his. His climax was the trigger, and my own was the explosion. I screamed, a raw, ragged, soul-tearing sound, as our bodies convulsed together, my inner muscles clenching around his pulsing cock.

And in that eternal moment of the scream, in that white-hot core of the explosion, I saw it. The deepest, darkest, most horrifying truth.

I saw the woman in the Zegna suit, the shark with the cold, gray eyes. I saw her striding through boardrooms, her ambition a weapon, her contempt for weakness a shield. I saw her condescension, her arrogance, her belief that she was the predator and everyone else was prey. I saw the hollow, empty fortress she had built around her heart.

And I saw, with a clarity that was a shard of glass slicing into my soul, that she had been starving. Not for food, not for success, but for this. For a force so powerful, so absolute, that it could bring down her prison walls from the inside out. For a will so much stronger than her own that it could force her to her knees and make her beg for her own destruction. For a power that could finally, mercifully, make her feel something, even if that something was the agony of her own complete and utter demolition.

My body continued to shake around his, a violent, endless series of spasms that were not just physical, but psychic. These were the death throes of the old Jessica and the birth contractions of the new. He was the father of this new creature, and his hot, gushing jets of cum was its baptism. I was being remade, molecule by molecule, in his image. The image of a submissive. A slave. A thing that kneels. A thing that begs. A thing that rides a man's cock while weeping, and finds its only truth in the moment he fills her.

The white light receded, leaving behind a profound, terrifying, and exquisitely peaceful silence in my mind.

I collapsed forward, my forehead resting on his shoulder, my body a boneless, weeping, wreck. My screams had turned to soft, kitten-like whimpers.

I was completely fucked.
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